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ROBERT REDFORD TELLS ALL 
(ALMOST) - DAN GREENBURG 
MAKES A PORNO MOVIE 
SALVADOR DALI FLESHES 
OUT HIS EROTIC FANTASIES 
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"YOUNG FRANKENSTEIN” 
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How manyoft these people... 
should you surprise withCu uty 
this Christmas? А 


T 


Your barber, мю i * 
doesn't talk you to death. Yóur broker, who saved 


dq s усма fortune ky ying “s 


The gas station guy who 
saved you during the shortage. . 


E dentist who dud 
“No cavities this time.” 
D 


Your “oll tea 
never flunked 


The doctor in town who 
still makes house calls. 


That golf pro 
who cured your slice. 


Theneighbor who Б 26 
alwaysreturnsthemower. ba 


The mailman whoalways 
paid your postage due, 


And last but not least, 
onc for good old ftr: you. 
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If you wanted to invent the perfect Christmas present, this would be it. 


Introducing 
the 15 EE Dart “Hang 10? 


| ^ 
225 
Here's a sensible small car of a distipetiydifferent stripe 
—the Dodge Dart " Hang 10: 
One look at the wave stripe outside, the 
brilliant burst of color that greets you from upholstery and carpeting 
inside, and you'll know why we call it the "Hang 10: But underneath that 
exciting look beats the heart of a Dodge Dart. The sensible small car 
with features such as Electronic Ignition, an electronic 
voltage regulator, and—for 1975—an optional Fuel Pacer that 
can help you save gas. Plus an optional fold-down rear 
seat that gives you plenty of room to stick a surfboard and 
a pile of etceteras. And even a sun roof option that 
makes all kinds of sense if you're off to follow the sun 
The Dodge Dart "Hang 10: The sensible car for 
people who want to keep it a secret 
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Extra care in engineering 
makes a difference in Dodge. 
Depend on it. 
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DU BOIS MC NESE 
PLAYBILL = „тї кеше 

men, behind these 
thin paper doors yowll find wonders 


you never dreamed of—one of the grea 
est shows on carth, a marvel of the West- 
em Hemisphere—for you are now the 
proud owner of a brand-new, fully guar- 
nteed (against rust), Christmas-model 
1974 pLavwoy magazine (if it feels warm, 
that's because is hot oll the presses). It 
will give you hours of pleasure if you sim 
ply follow the casy-torcad instructions 
in this, your owner's manual. First find 
some good light. Studies show that read- 
g PLAYBOY in total darkness reduces its 
hen a brief gl м the 
handy guide that follows will give you 
dues to the kind of ecstasits that await 
you when operating your PLAYBOY. 

You want strange? You got it: Dr. 
Hunter "Thompson, inventor of Gonzo 
Journalism, writer for Rolling Stone, 
Subject of Hast month's interview and 
author of many selbinduced. hysterical 
seizures, such as Fear and Loathing in 
Las Vegas and Fear and Loathing: On the 
Campaign Trail’72. After reading enough 
of his work, we figured he needed a good 
long rest in а sunny place, so we sent him 
to the southern tip of Mexico for a lile 
R&R. But he must have thought that 
ack ^n' voll. because he wound up 
involved in the Third Annual Interna 
I Cozumel Fishing Tournament on a 
,000. 54-foot deep: 
“at various cocktail parties gi 
Striker, the company that makes the big 
boats for rich industrialists. “The ugliness 
threshold was low.” he says of the scene 
hi think alter churning through 


meant 


late 


You mig 


done about everything with drugs that 
Not so. New and 
ig worlds open up in this 
atural testimony to Yankee ingenuity 
at its limits. It's called The Great Shak 
Hunt (with illustration by Paul Laman 
) and Thompson originally sent us 
the end of the piece with a note “Begin- 
ning and middle to come.” Then he sent 
the beginning with a note "Middle 10 
= Later, when the manuscript was 
completion, the story led up to this 
ark hunt and stopped abrupt- 


а note "Shark hunt insert to 
^ Now, you can be sure Thompson 
best to catch a sha ut we 


it so long to find out whether 
not he succeeded. and whether or not 
he was able to bring himself to write 
about it that we think you should have to 
find out for yourself, Besides, it's under 
stood that most of the real sharks are 


THOMPSON 
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SINGER, 


DALI, POSAR 
de Thompson's skull and most of the 
hunting is done at Customs check points. 

When a man in Washington said to 
Henry Kissinger, “I want to thank you 
for saving the world," the Secretary of 
State answered simply, “Youre wel 
come.” Garry Wills, in Kissinger, bri 
to light how a man could come to accept 
such a strange compliment, how he could 
ive developed such an image of him- 
self and how he might fail to live up to it. 
Having fled from Nazi Germany in his 
vouth and returned 10 the country as an 
American officer after the war, Ki 
found himself with enormous pow 
1 defeated people. “Though he clearly 


inger 


rover 


fell in love with power then, he did not 


ys Wills. By going deep into 
ger's рам, s learns just what 
scems to be making the man tick in this 
unnerving present. 

And at the end of any year, it's natural 
to look back and take stock of the past. 
a this 
rry L King goes all the way back 
adolescence and beyond in Getting 
Off (illustrated by Gerry Podwil), the 
detailed history of one man’s sexual edu- 
cation, from bathtub discovery to those 
peeling old beer joints where “tough- 
iced young barmaids with firm prize 
asses twitch and switch them enough to 
е good men quit home. 

Duke Ellington, world-renowned mem 
ber of our country's jazz royalty, died this 
year. Murray Kempton, who knew th 
gentleman, recalls some of his impressi 
of the Duke in Loved Yon Madly. 

Arthur C. Clarke is looking in another 
direction this December—toward the Iu 
une. The Snows of Olympus envisions a 
time when Mars may become to future 
generations what America was to Colum. 
bus: the New World. This isn't so far 
fetched when you consider that the story 
was largely inspired by Clarke's visit to 
the Jet Propulsion Laboratory, where he 
saw that they could actually do it. Evel 
evel should have tagged along. 

The Hotel Chelsea is a New York land- 
mark. There's even a plaque by the en- 
trance listing the names of some former 
tenants, many of them famous. writers 
ARTISTS AND WRITERS WHO MAVE LIVED 
mere, the sign reads, INCLUDE ARTHUR B 
DAVIES, JAMES T. FARRELL, ROBERT FLA 
HERTY, 0. HENRY, JOIN SLOAN, DYLAN 


Several other people do just that 
issue. 


THOMAS AND THOMAS WOLFE. In. Remem- 


bering the Chelsea 11 himself goes 
back to the hotel and. while he finds the 
it ("You 


truth of Wolle’s famous statem 
can’t go home again"), he also 
that “nobody ever leaves the Chelsea." 

Dan Greenburgs memory is quite a 
different breed. How to Cast а Porno 
Film and Not Get Too Nervous concerns 
the depth of character one must possess 
o brir ой 
gly naked women while you're unbe- 
lievably horny (apparently always for 
Dan). The story gets fairly bizarre a 
ройи, when Zero Mostel sticks his tongue 
in everyone's mouth at a party. No one 
was really sure why. 

Another kind of kinky scene 
mapped out by Isaac Bashevis Singer in 
A Tale of Two Sisters. The story takes us 
from Poland to Russia in search of a mad 
Jewish survivor of Nazi terrors). 
ister and a male companion finally 


one 


PLAYBOY 


find her, take her to Paris and. establish 
а strange ménage à Irois. As the story 
progresses, we sec that insanity can, in- 
deed. be a contagious disease under the 
right circumstances. (For further enlight 
enment about what one man can and 
should do with two women, see George 
Johnson's Stuck in the Middle with 
You.) 

Other fiction indudes The Top of the 
World. by Tom Mayer, a pilot/ English 
teacher who commutes 100 miles to work 
in а 30-year-old biplane. He has 1000 
hour of flying time over Mexico and 
wrote Staggenving and Me for our Sep- 
tember 1972 issue. His short story con- 
cerns an cagle hunt with a shogun and 
а light plane somewhere south of the 
border: 

In Jo 
pressing issues are 


n Irving's Brennbar's Rant, two 
splored: pimples and 
the contradictory intimacies of а long- 
term hushind-wile relationship. Says the 
author, “L wanted to reveal how such in- 
ticite familiarity is а source both of irri- 
cation and of desire. D wanted to write 
this from a woman's point of view and 
wpgest that. in any successful long-term 
relationship. the woman is as combative 
as the man.” The man in this case is a 
member of a littkerccoguized minority 
group: victims of acne. И thit’s not 
h for you. The Analyst, by Evan 
Hunter (illustrated by Alex Gnidiejko). 
demonstrates that suicide can also be 
quite contigio 

Mesander Pushkin was Russia's great- 
ем poet. Most of his work is—as one 
would expect hom a major artist—seri- 
ous. deep and full of your basic etemal 
ies, but old AL had his yoks as well. 
ist who does those 
an Renaissance-style paintings 
you've seen here before (The World's 
Most Dangerous Book. December 1973, 
for example). To take care of the sacrilege 
quotient of our annual Christmas. pack- 
we've put together Cralt's erotic 
work and Pushkin’s irreverent poem The 
Gabviliad. which is s Ru 
nd is discreetly lelt out of most English 
translations of his writi 

Further disrespect may be found in 
Your Bible, interpretations of 
Christian history by cartoonist B. 
who sometimes finds it hard to 
nguish between Jericho 

Nowadays, with so many rel 
ported from faraway places such as 
China, India and Shreveport, Loi 


age 


banned 


s 


KEMPTON KNIGHT. 


d to tell 
Dial-a- 


lc to 


you may sometimes find it 
the saviors without a score card 
provides you with an casy gi 
choosing your own persona] path to s 
vation. Exactly where the feature came 
from is as much a mystery to us as it js to 
you. One day this masked man came in 
and held us all at gunpoint umil we 
agreed to use it. He also told us а story 
about researching the piece. It seems at 
one point he dropped in at a concert 
hall where Leroy Jenkins was preaching. 
poked his head in the door i 

who was seating people 


CNIDZIE]KO IRVING 


FARRELL 


ELN 


MAYER 


KLIBAN 


could help. He as 
program. "Hone 
shocked, “this is a re 
have programs 

Gene Wilder and Mel Brooks (riding 
high with Blazing Saddles) have put to- 
thera n version. (previewed 
here) of an old classic in Mel Brooks 
‘oung Fran lantine Books 
will publish it as a nov 

Our odd coupling this month was to 
bring together Stall’ Photographer Pom- 
peo Posar. ү diffident gentle- 
man who takes t ul pictures 
of lovely women, and Salvador Dali, the 
outrageously Hamboyant painter of sur- 
realistic melting Clocks and atrophied 
limbs on desert landscapes. The Erotic 
World of Salvador Dali blends (wo art- 
ists’ remarkable imaginations 
ve other artists—all of them photog 
phers—got together for a big shootout 
and Playmate-actress Claudia Jennings 
got caught in the middle, As you'll sce in 
Claudia Observed. no one was really seri 
ously injured 

Also, don't forget. since this is the end 
of 1971, we're just about 21 years old— 
old enough to buy booze in every state. 
And that usually calls for some 
celebration. In honor of the occasion, 
Jack Denton Scott, in The Whet Set 
Shows us how to make drinks that won't 
spoil our dinner. Arthur Knight provides 
us with the inside rundown on those 
movie people who were the Sex Stars of 
1974. And Larry DuBois wacked down 
the clusive and reclusive Robert Redford 
to get this month's interview. DuBois had 
хуно Associate Editor 

who helped him put 
gether back in Chi 
You сап round off the holiday season 
ing а test drive in The Sportsedan, 
Brock Yatess appraisal of those square- 
looking sleepers that often leave you in 


d if he could have 
the girl said, 
igion. We don't 


their dust, One friend of ours went from 
Boulder, Colorado, to Chicago in 13 
hows in a BMW Bavaria, hitting top 


speeds of 158 miles per hour. Now, that's 


a family car 
And the “much, mudi more” d 
month includes Judith Маху latest. edi 


tions of Playboy's Christmas Cards; scads 
of cartoons: a meticulously wrought Far- 
gas Girl: and, of course, a Playmate, Jani 
Raymond. Finally, this issue of PLAYBOY — 
your nifty, all-purpose. portable n 
vama—has been Tully equipped 
almost everything you need for a re 
good time. АЙ that's missi 


ring 
is you. 
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Do you think the gift of golden 
Galliano is too sentimental? 

Perhaps itis. 

The taste of Galliano is decidedly 
romantic, with overtones of baroque Old 
World richness. 

According to the Italian legend, 


Galliano is distilled from the rays of the 
sun; so perhaps it would help to describe 
the taste as, simply, golden. 

But the tall bottle of golden Galliano 
makes a splendid gift. It isn't the thought 
that's sentimental. [N 

It’s the gift of gold behind it. Р 
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Clairol 


MA True-to-Light III* 
Clairol 3 Way Makeup Mirror 

Mist Hairsetter 3 Four different settings 
Exclusive Kindness” so she can see herself 
Rollers give her prettier, in the light she'll 
longer-lasting sets. be seen in. 


Clairol Air Brush* 
Styling Dryer Super-quick 
power. Makes her wet hair 
wash and wear in minutes. 


аса 


Clairol 
Crazy Curl* and 
Crazy Twirler* Styling Wands 
Quick flips, touch-ups and great 
gatsbys in seconcs with a Crazy Curl Steam 
Clairol Skin Machine* Styling Wand or its new cousin 

КЕШ КУЛАТА 7 Crazy Twirler (the dry styling wand). 

skin looking clean, feeling great. She'll love em both like crazy. 
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Minolta helps you 
scramble for glory. 


Beat the competition with a camera that doesn't get in your way. 

You're comfortable with a Minolta SR-T from the moment you pick it up. 
This is the 35mm reflex camera that lets you concentrate on the picture, 
because the viewfinder shows all the information needed for correct ex- 
posure and focusing. You never have to look away from the finder to adjust 
à Minolta SR-T, so you're ready to catch the one photograph that could 
never be taken again. 

And when subjects call for a different perspective, Minolta SR-T cameras 
accept a complete system of interchangeable lenses, from "fisheye" wide 
angle to super-telephoto 

Try a Minolta SR-T and move into fine photography. For more informa- 
tion, see your photo dealer or write Minolta Corporation, 101 Williams 
Drive, Ramsey, New Jersey 07446. In Canada: Anglophoto Ltd., P. Q. 
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Minolta SR-T 100/Minolta SR-T 101/Minolta SR-T 102 


15 your comera a means of self-expression? Il so, enter the Minolta Crective Photography Contest. Grond 
Prize. ho weeks in the south Pacific islands fer wo. $1000 cash. ond о Minolto SRT 102. 1428 other volu- 
able prizes will be owarded, Nothing Io buy. Minolta equipment nol required. See your Hircllo declor 
lor detoils and registrotion. Or write, Minolto Creative Photogrophy Contes!, Box 1821, Blair, Neb. 68002. 
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Your cost of living may go up a little 
but your standard of living will go up a lot. 


Anew 1975 Porsche can be many 
things. It can be an India Red 
Carrera with all the racing blood 
you could ask for in a high-per- 
formance sportscar. Or a Mexico 
Blue 911 with Targa styling which 


creates more excitement parked 
than most cars do in fourth gear. 
Or it could be a Signal Orange 
mid-engined 914, a two-seater 
Porsche that combines every- 
thing you'dlikeina sportscar with 


everything you thought you had 
to give up (like 27 mpg*). But 
there is one thing these Porsches 
will never be—and that's like 
any car you've ever known. They 
are Porsches. With twenty-five 
years of precise Porsche engi- 
neering and design behind them. 
And for that, there is no substitute. 


Spend a milder moment = 
with Raleigh. 20 


: m Tr 
And discover really satisfying tobacco taste. y. З 
Ч i Raleigh Extra Milds 
Here's a great gadget for gold Mild tobacco flavor 
panning and other outdoor activ- L mm 
ities! This 6-in-1 Tool is hatchet, OW ETE Far 
hammer, saw (inside handle), nail 
puller, bottle opener and shovel, 
all in one. Yours for free B&W 
coupons, the valuable extra on Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
every pack of Raleigh. That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health 
To see over 1000 gifts, write 
for your free Gift Catalog: Entra Milds, 13 то, “tar,” 0.9 mg. nicotine; Filter Kings, 
Box 12, Louisville, Ky. 40201. 16 mg. “tar,” 1.1 mg. nicotine; Longs, 17 mg. “tar,” 


1.1 mg. nicotine, av. per cigarette, FIC Report Mar. 74 
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ENEMY LINES 

I am what 1 suppose you'd call the 
enemy. I've frowned upon PLAYBOY lor 
many years for what I believe to be your 
exploitation of women. Somehow, how- 
ever, 1 got hold of Richard Woodley's 
September article оп the male predica- 
ment, We Have Met the Enemy and He 
Js Us, and I must praise you for the 
pleasant shock I received upon reading 
it. The article is sheer pocuy and a 
learning experience for me. Those of us 
involved with women's rights sometimes 
forget thar men have been equally con- 
fined by the roles society has 
them, too. It is refreshing and even а 
painful to hear a male's point of view 
nd realize that all men and womer 
in the fight together. I do hope more sis 
ters read the piece. And thank you for 
publishing it. 


Beth Jersey 
Stockton, Califor 


Tm a 20-year-old male who is tired of 
being confronted with all this bullshit 
about impotence. I agree with Woodley 
t it is somewhat embarrassing to be 
иней by the idea of not being able to 
obtain an erection, but embarrassing to 
whom? The convent seems 
to have it that the responsibility for per- 
formance is exclusively the male's. But 
shouldn't it rather be the female who 
should feel insecure for her partner's 
failure to rise? After all, she is the one 
who is supposed to arouse her partne 
and if she doesn't, I don't think it 
should be all his fault 

Michael J. Aubuchon 

Connersville, Indiana 


Woodleys words are long overdue: 
The real c kind is n 

L too, ve that we have 
social system in which mascu- 


an, not 
woman. 

created 
linity is defined in terms of who domi- 
nates whom, а system that generates a lot 


of losers whose doubts about their own. 


у surface as а drooping did 
Personally, E think that for every "cas- 
g female" there are a dozen castrat 
ing males—or corporations. If we could 
all simply up and quit when confronted 
by a humanly or sexually destructive 
situation, how simple life would be. In 
the real world, the problem is a lot 
tougher: to humanize and jor restructure 


mascu 


t 
ty. 


the institutions that employ us so th 
they no longer menace our masculini 
Or femininity, for that matte 
Robert Claiborne 
Truro, Massachusetts 


GAY THOUGHTS 

Gay Talese's thoughts on sex in The 
View from Talese’s Head (rtaynoy, Sep 
tember) are right on. Whenever I try to 


explain to а woman how much I need 


some sign that she feels sexual toward 
me, she shoves some article from Ms 
under my nose. Now I have an artide to 
shove back. 


Don Strachan 
Venice, Califor 


Talese's view on the relationship of 
drugs and sex is summed up by his feel 
ing that the supposed increase in the im- 
potence ratio among collegians could 
well have been because "so many of 
them were stoned during the Sixties." In 
response to this bit of police folk wis 
dom, allow me to say that stonedness—as 
distinguished from drunkenness—gocs 
with sex like bread goes with butter. 
Being stoned is an intensification of 
awareness, and thereby heightens sexual 
as well as every other kind of pleasure. 
OF course, there are a small minority of 
paranoids who cannot benefit from 
being stoned. These tend to become 
ed freaks instead. Now, speed dors 
e you impotent, and since the pop- 

of New York (of which 
Talese is a member) is about 95 percent 
speed feak, it is no surprise that from 
their point of view, impotence is break- 
ing out all over. Let it, I say. There is no 
way to shut a speed freak up, but the 
thought that he cannot reproduce him. 
self makes the endurance of his silly 
chatier more bearable. 
Art Kleps 
Burlington, Vermont 


According to self-prod: 
pert Talese, man is still 
around, looking for sexual diversion 
and, contrary to what he wishes to 
not finding it often enough." 1 
ye men who aren't getting enough 
really getting exactly what they 
want. Then they blame women because 
they feel guilty for not living up to the 
rraynoy standard of wanting more. 
Moreover, Talese blames women who 


1. SUBSCRIPTIONS: IN THE UNITED STATES, 115 POSSESSIONS AND CANADA: S14 FON | 
Wins. М0 топ TWO YEARS. $10 FOR ONC YEAR, ELSEWHERE $ 


акту PERKINS. MANAGER. 6721 BEVERLY COULEVARD; SAM FRANCISCO, ROBERT E. STEPHERS, MANAGER. £17 MONTGOMERY STREET. 


—High Fidelity Magazine 


‘There are only three 
automatic turntables in 
the world that have a 

‚ tonearm without 

| tracking error. 
All three are 

* made by Garrard. 
The unique 

| Zero Tracking Error 
| Tonearm featured by 
| these turntables has a 
| hinged head that keeps 
| correcting its align- 

| ment to the groove as 

it travels across the. 

record. 

This is asignifi- 
cant improvement over 

| the conventional fixed- 

head tonearm, which 
has tracking error built 
into it. 

| The result is a 

| small but irreducible 
amount of distortion. 

Can you hear the 
difference between 
the two systems? 


Yes, said the 
"Acoustics" column 
of Rolling Stone magazine. 


It reported that the Garrard 
turntable equipped with 
the Zero Tracking Error 
Топеагт “sounded markedly 
‘crisper’ than other turntables” under 
зем identical test conditions. 
your dealer about the top-of-the- 
line MESS 100c ($209.95) and the 
other zero-tracking-error models. 
Its и to tolerate a problem that 
yhas 


Ше, журе) Govard 
Danson of В Piessey Consumer Рода. 


To get your free copy of the new 16- page 
full-color Garrard Guide, write Garrard, Dept. P-12, 
100 Commercial Street, , Plainview, N.Y. 11803. 
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пе not yet comfor 
of impersonal sex" as part of the т 
problem. I, too, am not “comfortable 
with the notion of impersonal sex." But 
arc men? Or is it, rather, simply unac- 
ceptable for men to admit that they aren't? 
Deborah Perkins 
Toledo, Ohio 


POWLEDGE KNOWLEDGE 

Fred. Powledge's Memoirs of a House- 
husband (vtAvnov, September) is great. 
Jm a househusband and everything 
Powledge wrote is truc. 1, too, find that 
when I tell women that I'm a hous 
husband, most get insecure, especially 
when I tell them that when my vile 
comes home from work, I have coffee on, 
supper cooked, dishes done and the house 
cleaned up. 


Richard M. Hardin 
Tire Hill, Pennsylva 


ALL THAT JAZZ 

1 wish to congratulate you on the pub 
lishing of Evan Hunters Jazzing in A- 
Flat (oLavnoy, September). 1 found the 
story, though fictional, realistically de- 
ailed. especially concerning the musical 
s of the blind. It was а good piece 


Fred Pacheco 
New Bedford. Massachusetts. 


SURVEILLANT SURVEY 

David M. Rorvik's Bringing the War 
Home (riAYBoY, September), which ex 
mines the new uses to which Vietnam 
at technology is being put, shows how 


М 


the bureaucratic establishment in Wash- 
king over all of us—ou 


lands, our enterprises and our very lives. 


Reading the article together with the 
bill of particulars in the Declaration of 
Independence points up the fact that 
there isn't much new—we are back to 


the same old problems. We of the Lib- 
erty Amendment Commiuce of the 
U.S.A., of which 1 am national chairman, 
believe that such practices violate the 
Constitution and that the only way to 
put an end to them is to strip the admin- 
istrators of Government of their eco- 
nomic power over our lives by repealing 
the 16th (income-tax) Amendment, 

Willis E. Stone 

Los Angeles, California 


Bringing the War Home is the most 
thought-provoking and downright scary 
rticle I have ever encountered. The use 
of such surveillance technology, I be 
eve, goes against every concept for 
which America stands. I, for one, am 
damn tired of the military and the po- 
ice willing with my civil liberties and 
stock-piling arms for possible usc a 
me. In trying to protect us, the law 
enforcement establishment is turning 
Ame то a police state and it is up 
to patriots like Rorvik and yourself to 


keep the public informed of abuses in 
this area and how to comba 


Edmond, Oklahoma 


Rorvik's article sets out to discuss the 
applicuion of military technology to 
peacetime policing and, in the process, 
s law enforcement and the Law 
Enforcement Assistance Administration 
(LEAA) with a rather broad brush. Rorvik 
is critical of the development of nonlethal 
weapons systems for use by Iaw enforce- 
ment. Perhaps he would advocate instead 
the use of such traditional crowd-control 
the ezar’s cavalry and machine 
guns. For the sake of contrast, let me list 
some programs our department has im- 
plemented, thanks t0 LEAA funds: 
We've trained paraprofessional victim. 
advocttes who deal exclusively with the 
s of crime victims. We've hired 
le counselor, 
ized our city's archaic polic 
ations system and hired civilian 
professionals to handle nonpolice- 
ice calls rec 


com- 


turn, wi 
for the handling of more ser 
matters. 
Leo F. Call 


Fort Lauderdale, Florida 


T cannot in all conscience advocate 
т; of the devices and tactics described 
by Rorvik because of their obvious po- 
tential lor misuse. But, on one issue, he 
and I part ways: He is opposed to the 
use of surveillance devices to scan public 
streets. Certainly, the civil rights of ind 
viduals can be violated. through the use 
of such devices. But, as the victim of a 

i at included concussio 
(though 1 offered no resistance) and as 
the father of a 12-year-old girl who was a 
ctim of rape, 1 find it difficult to 
be objective about Rorvik's righteously 
indignant stand on electronic potice sui 


veillance of city streets. И surveillance 


devices, if only by the common knowl- 
edge of their presence, could have pr 
vented what happened to my daughter 
and myself, then I'm in favor of thei 
use. 


ne and address 
thheld by request) 


( 


though I agree with much of what 
vik writes, the fact is that most people 
are helpless in the face of the situation 
he describes. Helpless not because of a 
lack of interest but because such abuses 
of technology are more often than not 
veiled in secrecy. 


Jack Sague, Jr. 
Miami, Florida 


Bringing the War Home is a mislead- 
ing and demagogic picce of writing that 
purports to be a warning against the 
possibilities of our society's becoming 


a police state but is, in reality, nothing 


morc than nt against technol- 
ogy. Rorvik's technique is reductio ad 
absurdum; he lists technological advances 
and proceeds to conjure up the most 
ms to which they 
can be put. Granted. advanced technol 
ogy makes torships more all-encom- 
passing. Is it not also true that devices 
with which to sce in the dark can be 


as well as to keep dossiers on polit- 
ical enemies and that boots can be used 
to hike in as well as to kick in doors? I 
have to run now, I'm due out on the 
streets for a long shift of brutalizing the 
citizenry. 


Richard J. М: 
Denver, Color 


попу 
ido 


Rorvik misses the point, At the present 
time, there is no certain way to ensure 
both total personal security and unlimited 
individual freedom. And, though he 
voces a position very near unlimited 
idual freedom, the populace is lea 
ig toward secur 


у. 
ни 
р 


DeVenzio 
sburgh, Pe 


psylyania 


JERRY BUILT 

Though your magazine hit the stands 
within homs of President Nixon's resig- 
nation, 1 found Reg Pouterton's Septem- 
ber parody of those Readers Digest 
anatomy articles, Z Am Jerry's Bruin, w 
be neither timely nor clever. Dialog such 
as "Hi, this is the leader of the free 
world” and analogies likening President 
Ford's brain to an unfurnished room 
constitute simplistic crap, not humor. 
Judging from this article, it is Potterton, 
not Ford, who "must be prevented from 
g to do two things at once"—like, 
for instance, thinking and writing at the 
same time. 


Tim May 
Stockton, Californ 
Wunga, wunga, 


Polterion 
wunga. 


replies: 


MILLER TIME 

Many, many thanks to you for Henry 
Miller's piece on love and age, Insomnia 
PLAYBOY, September). 1 once had a lover 
ke Miller's. It seemed, just as Miller 
wrote about his love, that "everybody 
"had h 


For years I bave been Henry Miller's 
lawyer and, in spite of his dour view ol 
my profession, 1 have been his friend. I 
have found him intellectu: 
and. if he will forgive th e, spirit 
ually satisfying. Those ies come 
through in almost everything he writes 
or says, whether labored over or tossed 
oll casually. Henry Miller the artist i 
Henry Miller the man. Although the 
most gentle of persons in many moods, 


|" S S 
Inver House really _ 


Soft as a Kiss" |: 


com Kiss Compare. 


Go ahead. Sip some Inver House Scotch. 

Very pleasant. Then kiss someone. Even nicer. And — compare. | Ий 
Inver House Scoích passes the test every time. 

Because it’s distilled, blended and aged gently in Airdrie, Scotland 
until it is Soft as a Kiss. So find a friend and try it. 
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If you've got 
sensitive skin, 
now you can 
shave close. 
And feel good 


about it. 


New Special Edge, with morc 
protective lubrication than any foam, 
lets you press harder, shave closc, 
and still get a comfortable shave 
And that's somcthing 
a sensitive face can smile about. 


EDGE is a trademark © 1974 
S.C. Johnson & Son, Inc., Racine, Wisc., U.S.A. 


he does not strive for the gentlemanly 
As а matter of fact, he abhors 
that suggests artificiality, He is 
the natural man, the natural writer. I 
could not help thinking these things as 
1 read his little masterpiece in Pravnov. 
It is quintessential Miller. He writes 
about his deeply felt experiences with 
the sume eloquence and simplicity that 
would characterize his conversation. 
about them. ] venture to suggest that Zn 
somnia will find its place in many an 
thologies. It is a quick and unforgettable 

arning iat Henry Miller 


Elmer Gertz 
Chicago, Illinois 


Miller's rellections on the thrills of a 
newly discovered love at 75 radiate that 
search for truth that has made him one 
of the most avant 
ume. Seventy-five "5 . 105 
what does it matter? As a friend of long 
standing. I know Henry will always be 
in love. He must: it stirs the wonderment 
and the magic within him. 
parable man, with his abundance of love, 
will always stay with us as ап originator 
of freedom in writing, a smasher of tra- 
dition, a teller of things just the way 
they are. 


arde writers of our 


This incom 


Mildreth Sheinkopt 
Beverly Hills, Californ 


MARKING ANTHONY 

Your September interview with An 
thony Burgess is excellent. I found his 
civilization stardingly cor 
rect. His words stand. as testimony that 


ty on 


people of the arts can correctly diagnose 
the social and political ills that seem to 
be of epidemic proportions in the world 
these days. 
Tom Shelton 
Rockville, Maryland 


1 have had to listen to Anthony Bu 
gess talk about literature as if he were a 
great writer and informed literary think- 
er long enough. His writing is overdone 
and, although he can ranle off posh 
words in fat sentences, much of his 
brainwork tends to be fatuous. His com 
ment in the interview that “the basic 
rhythms of Joyce's figures are derived 
m Lewis" is unequivocally dumb. 
Anyone with an understanding of Joyce 
kl no need to par- 
ythms from another man. 
On the other hand, a goodly portion ol 
the "innovative" language in A Clock 
work Orange was extracted, without 
acknowledgment, from Finnegans Wak 

Ain't that horrorshowz 


ant Ruttinger 
Devoit, Michigan 


Oh. my brother Anthony, you have 
been both pee and em to me. But after I 
viddied the bezommy. cally chepooka 
you creeched in the bolshy-groody gazeta 


PLAYBOY about my droogie Kurt Von. 
теин, 1 must itty elsewhere on my own 
oddy knocky. Мау you stuf your 
rmens with bolshy deng gavoreet 
iu your holy goloss to the skolliwoll 
chellovecks. 


Alex 
inesville. 


Florida 


THE AHS HAVE IT 
Pompeo Posar's pictorial contribution 
10 your September issue, Sis! Boom! Al!, 
is the finest layout I've seen in some 
time. Posars camera successfully cap. 
tures one of the greatesclooking ladies 
ever to beautify your magazine. 
W. Mark Burow 
Des Moines, lowa 


MARKET ANALYSIS 

Andrew Tobias How ta Krep Your 
Head in Today's Market (ptavaov, Sep 
tember) has am ambitious tide. Few of 
us have been 


ble to keep our heads se 
curely fastened during this market's to 
boggan ride, a ride even more harrowing 
because, as we go down, interest rates 
and the prices of everything else go up. 
Still, Tobias strikes a commendable blow 
Tor simplicity and provides common 
sense guidelines for the novice investor 
Abo, he writes with humor, Neverthe 
less, several of his assertions—that there 
are just two dominant mike emotions 
and three kinds of stocks, that people 
will pay what they chink a 
worth, that IBM and Leviz may be 
grouped together and that the purchase 
of “top-tier” stocks is to be eschewed— 
strike me as simplistic. With most stocks 
at 


stock is 


c-ycar lows, it is our firm's conten- 
tion, after 106 years in the business, that 
blue chips, including top-tier stocks, will 
lead the recovery impressively, that mid 
degrade stocks may be sluggish followers 
and that lower-grade ones may not bloom 


gain until most of us are in our golden 
years. 


Albert Haas, Jr 
Senior Vice-President 
Suuo & Co. 


San Francisco, California 


THE NIXON LECACY 

Geollrey Norman’s September Playboy 
{fer Hours essay on what he sees as 
the grateful absence of. "Nis ^h. 
highways, parks" was fine except for onc 
fact he overlooked 


There is a Richard 
M. Nixon Freeway and it is located in 
Southern California. Like its namesake 
the freeway does not go all the way 
constructed as it is 
10 miles a 


vo sections about 
At present, the Nixon 
Freeway consists of wide portions of 
well-used strecis. The whole project—so 
far, at least —has accomplished little and 
has ended in dic middle of nowhere. 
Glenn D'Onofrio 
Torrance, California 


THREE WORDS THAT ARE GOING TO 
CHANGE THE LANGUAGE OF LEARNING. 


Micropaedia. Macropaedia. Propaedia. 
They're three words you probably haven't 
seen before. They had to be invented to 
describe the three parts of Britannica 3, 
the first new idea in encyclopaedias in 
over 200 years. Its 30 volumes, 43 million 
words, took 15 years and 32 million dol- 
kus to create. 

The three parts of Britannica 3 are: 
Micropaedia, or Ready Reference and 
Index; Macropaedia, or Knowledge in 
Depth; and aedia, or Outline of 
ENE and Guide to the Encyclo- 

paedia. 

Together, they add up to more than an 
encyclopaedia. Britannica 3 is an entirely 
new learning system. It organizes knowl- 
edge in a new and dillerent way, to serve 
your different learning needs precisely. 
When you want to find something out, 
what kind of knowledge and how much 
detail you want will determine which part 
of Britannica 3 you reach for. Once you've 
used it a few times, you will understand 
how its three parts work together—or 
alone. You'll see why Britannica 3 is the 
most usable reference work ever created. 


Micropaedia 
It means "little. 
learning." These 
ten volumes pro- 
vide quick an- 
эуез to the “look- 
it-up" questions 
that send most 
users to the епсу- 
clopaedia. Facts, 
dates, the essen- 
tial information а 
about people, places, things, ideas—all 
written so even junior high school stu- 
dents can use the Micropaedia effectively. 
The 102,000 concise articles, averaging а 
few words longer than this paragraph, 
lead you easily and quickly to exactly 
what you want to find out. You don't need 
to comb through a long article where the 
you want may lurk. At the same time, 
he Micropaedi: complete index to 
the main text portion of the set, sending 
to the volume, page, and section of 
е where your subject is treated in 
greater depth. 


Macropaedia 


It means “large learning" and its 19 
volumes make up the main body of 
Britannica 3. On its nearly 22,000 pages 
are 4,207 comprehensive articles totaling 
28 million words. The Macropaedia brings 
you knowledge you to 
understand you s 
ground, and its significance. These major 


articles carry the authority and scope that 
h ade Britannica famous for two 

ica 3 they are 
comprehensive and coherent to an un- 
precedented degree. Each article was 
written and edited according toacarefully 
prepared plan and outline. All were 
planned, written, and approved by ex- 
perts—but not written for experts. They 
were written for the curious, intelligent 
layman. Where technical terms, scientific. 


llustrations appear in the text, at the 
point they illustrate. The articles range 
in length from about 1,000 wordsto nearly 
a quarter million; a dozen and a half of 
them are as long as one or more ordi 
books, They are alphabetically arranged, 
and contain nearly 1,300 color and more 
than 6,700 blac hite illustrations 
and 160 color plate inserts. 


Propaedia 


N ——€— 


"The Propaedia ("before learning" or in- 
troduction to learning) was created out of 
the ter plan for the whole encyclo, 
. И is nothing less than a one- 
volume outline of human knowledge. Its 
45,000 references to the Macropaedia pro- 
vide ready access by subject to any part of 
the circle of learning, thus enabling system- 
atic study in any field of knowledge— 
ог browsing in м ку Propaedia’s 

or parts embrace all knowledge: 
Matter and Energy, The Earth, Life on 
Earth, Human Life, Human Society, Art, 
Technology. Religion, The History of 
Mankind, and The Branches of Knowl- 


edge. Each is introduced by a thoughtful 
and sensitive essay on its scope and con- 
cerns, and each major subdivision is sum- 
marized by a "headnote" explaining its 
focus and relation to other elements, The 
reader is referred to the volume, page, and 
page position where the Macropaedia 
deals with the topic. Thus the Propaedia 
serves as a catalog, a guide, to the mu- 
seum of man's knowledge. 

Asignificant milestone in the history 
of learning. Because of its unique design, 
Britannica 3 meets all three needs of the 
reference set user: quick facts, knowledge 
in depth, systematic study. Because of the 
thoroughness of its planning, its scope is 
virtually all-encompassing. Its authority 
is beyond i question, Because of its editorial 

always lucid, 
often brilliant, and many times fun to 
read. For these reasons it can be consid- 
ered one of the educational achievements 
of our age. And because the editors who 
conceived and created E ica 3 were 
dedicated not merely to a remarkable pub- 
lishing venture, but, more importantly, to 
the development of a vital educational aid 
to the family, it is their hope that people. 
concerned with intellectual growth—and 
the growth of their children—will seriously 
consider including this reference work in 
their libraries. 
n if you already own an encyclo- 
paedia, it can only benefit you to learn ай 
about Britannica 3. To do so, simply fill 
out the attached coupon. We remind you 
that you are under no obligation because 
you request material. 

‘The decision to purchase is yours alone. 

If card is detached, write to Encyclo- 
paedia Britannica, Dept. 300-F, 425 
North Michigan Ave, Gh: Illinois 
60611. 


Encyclopaedia 
Britannica. 


More useful in more ways to more people. 
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Our car is better 


Every car maker in the world tries to build a 
caras perfect as time and money permit. Some of them 
come pretty close. A lot of them don't. The only way to 
tell the difference before you buy is to take a really hard 
look ...which is what we're about to do with our car. 

The point were trying to make is that Datsuns 
are built better. Not just the big things we usually talk 
about, like fuel economy and performance. Little 
things, too. When you have to spend years with a car. 
little things mean a lot 

Were looking at a Datsun 710 because it's in 
the middle of cur price range апа we sell a lot of them. 
But we could say the same kinds of things about any 
other Datsun. from our most econom- 
ical Datsun B-210 to our most 
desirable Datsun 260-2. The 
question to bear іп mind 15 
this: How many of the 
same things can be said 
about trie car you now 
own...or were thinking 
about owning? 


Means of support 


The crankshaft 
in anengine takes a beat- 
ing you wouldnt even 
like to think about 
Every time a spark plug 
fires. “WHAM!” the 
crankshaft is jolted by a 
piston rod. Thats why we have five places of support 

five main bearings —for the Datsun 710 crankshaft. 
Lots of engines try to get by with three. But the crank- 
shaft is so important (and so awfully expensive 
to replace) we decided that two extra bearings 
were wel! worth it. 


Upstairs, downstairs 


Most cars have pushrod engines. A cam- 
shaft down in the bowels of the engine makes 
pushrods goup and down. which make rocker 
arms rock. which-—finally —openand close the 
valves on cue. That's a lot of activity to open a 
valve. The Datsun 710 has an overhead cam 
engine which uses 43% fewer moving parts. thus 
cutting power-eating inertia and friction. What's 


more. even if ycur car 
does have an overhead cam. the 

odds are that it is driven by one of those rubber belts 
instead of a stout, enclosed. oil-bathed twin chain like 
the Datsuns. Know why? Because rubber belts are 
lots cheaper to make than stout chains. 


Golf balls vs. luggage 


We must admit that there are bigger trunks on 
a few cars. Not many, mind you. But cubic feet do not 
tell the whole story. You see. trunk capacity usually is. 
measured with golf balls. You put as many as you can 
get into the trunk. then you calculate how much that 
is in cubic feet. Never mind that there's a spare tire 
sticking up in the middie or a jack protruding from the 
side. Allour trunk space is usable. There's a flat bot- 
tom. vertical sides, a straight up and down 
back wall. all closed up with a more 


than your сат. 


or less fiat trunk lid. Other cars may hold more golf batteries standard and often dont even offer a heavy- 
balls. We hold more suitcases. duty option at extra cost that's as powerful as our 


Is it a motorcycle or a car? siandare equipment battery 


Ifyou blowa headlight fuse on the Datsun 710, The old spaghetti factory 
you still have4 headlights working. complete with your On most cars, when you open the hood you 
Choice of brights or dims. тоок at a lot of plastic spaghetti. There are wires 
Thetwoontheside draped here. drooped there. clamped over yonder, 
witn the blown going Lord knows where. Even experienced 
fuse don't throw mechanics have their nands full tracking it all 
an awful lot of down when theres a problem. On the 
light. naturally. Datsun 710. all the wiring leads 
but they will neatly and cleanly to a big black 


tell oncom. box covered by a weather-pro- 
ing drivers P^ tecting lid. Open the box and 
that youre пеге you have all the resistors, 


cluster connections and relays 
that the mecnanic needs to get at. 
What's more, we even take the trouble 
to install all the hose clamps right side up 
tor the mecnanic. Why be so пісе to the me- 
chanic? Simple: the easier it is for him to do his 
thing. the smaller your repair Dill is likely to be. 


The moral of the story 


We could go on with examples like this for 
page after page. But there's really only one surefire 
way for you to find out if Datsun really is better: Put 
down this magazine. get your coat. до to your near- 
est Datsun dealer and take a test drive and a long. 
hard look at the Datsun of your choice. Lock at 
the little things. like how tne doors fit. now tne 
paint covers what it should and keeps off what 
it shouldn't. Check out the details as well as the 
big things. It'sthe little 
things that make 
your car a triend 
or enemy, over 
the longa haul. 
Andthe long 
haul is what 
Datsun is all about. 


Datsun 


acar. not a motorcycle. 
A long and zappy life 


Datsun s standard battery is 

P areally heavy-duty 60 amp/hour one. 

Most others come witn 

_ low- power. cheap 
"Сла 
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"And £ m president, we'll send him 
the Grand Marnier instead of the Chivas? 


More good things have been decided over Grand Marnier than any other drink in the world. 


For free recipe booklet, write Carillon Importers, Ltd., 745 Fifth Ave., NYC 10022. Product of France, made with fine ¢ognac brandy. 80 proof. 


PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS 


Ди right, we won't kick him while hes 
down; but we сап nudge him. can't 
we? A passage from P- С. Wodehouse's 
Brinkley Manor, published in 1933, 
reads as follows (Jeeves is speaking to 
Bertie Wooster) 


named Nicholls and 
ighton on 


“Two men 
Jackson set out to ride to 1 
a tandem bicycle 
10 come into collision with 
а brewer's van. Aud when the rescue 
party arrived on the scene of the ac 
it was discovered. that they 
had been hurled together with such 
force that it was imposible to sort 
them out at all adequately. The keen- 
est eye could not discern which por- 
tion of the fragments was Nicholls, 
and which Jackson. So they collected 
and called it 


and were so unfor- 
tunate 


cident 


as much as they could. 
Nixon. | remember laughing ve 
much at that story when 1 was a 


child, sir." 


g was it, Johnny? From a 
review in the publication Pyramid: 
“Duane Deckers cape caught fire, caus 
ing him to leap on top of his organ. It 
was an exciting performance by an cxcit 


How exci 


ing group." 

A policewoman in Bedford, England, 
was shocked to find a young couple mak- 
ing love by the banks of the Ouse River 

Stop it!” she shouted, yanking at the 
“Leave us alone!” the cou- 
unison. They didn't stop, 
the policewoman later told a judge, 
until male police reinforcements arrived 
and arrested. them. The couple spent an 
hour in jail and then posted bond. They 
ght to a public park, nestled in 
the shade of a bandstand and went at it 
again, starkers. A second policewoman 
stumbled onto them and placed them 
under arrest. 


man's arms. 


ple shouted 


went str 


Restaurant news: A bank in New 
York received a check made out by а de 
positor to a local dining establishment. 


Above the signature, the endorsement 


read: "For a dreadful meal, served ex- 
traordinarily slow." . .. And in Tel Aviv, 
a sign written in English and hung in a 
restaurant window read: CoME IN. LET US 
noserrALUE. You. The owner explained 
to a reporter that he thought he was 
using the verb form of hospitality. 


The Feder 
sent out a qu 


Government recently 
ionmaire to survey cei 
tices. Among the ques: 
"How many employees 


tain business pr 
tions, it asked 
do you have—broken down by sex?” A 
New Jersey firm answered: "Very few. 
Liquor is more of а problem here.” 

A newlywed couple in Taly installed 
a television camera in their bedroom to 
record certain events for posterity, or at 
least for reviewing. Wires got crossed 
and the camera was somehow hooked up 
to their apartment building's cable-TV 
system, giving neighbors keen insights 
into their family life 


Frederick N. Mellinger, whose person- 
al Bennify America campaign centers 
on the sale of padded bras by his famous 


Frederick's of Hollywood stores, recently 
spoke at the Chicago Association of Di 
rect Marketing. His topic: Mak 
Mountains Out of Molchills. 
Ho-hum, the hospital life: 
medical advisor for Blue Shield 
he report of a surgical 


reviewin 


Two couples strolled into a 
quiel bar in Craig, Montana. 
The girls, described as "very 
attractive,” must have liked 
something they heard on 
the jukebox, for they 
promptly stripped and 
an dancing tothe 
music. After they'd. д 
dressed and left 
with their ex 
coris, the Á 
bartender, 
still stunned» 
happened to 
notice that the cash 
register had been emptied. 


procedure was pleased to find that the 
usual tedious prose was enlivened by the 
following paragraph: "The patient was 
placed in the libhotomy position. and 
the pubic area thoroughly scrubbed with 
bedatine solution. She was then raped 
the usual manner, and the surgery 
commenced." 


A news dispatch out of Washington 
on à Supreme Court. decision that. dealt 
а blow to the tax-exempt status of cer 
tain religious groups announced that the 
ruling went against "a liberal religious 
greedom group and a fundamentalist 
university.” 


Sybil Leek, the witch, was profiled in 
а recent issue of the Chicago Sun-Times 
The biographical material read. in рап: 
"She grew up in England with a little 
bell to pull and а chaulleur would come 
when it I'm not ashamed to admit 
І enjoyed it,' she said.” 


Carol Doda. the famed 
voplessbotromless 
dancer—one of 

the first to have 

her breasts enlarged 
with silicone injec 
tions—was named 

Business Person 

of the Year 
by the Cam 

bridge 

Club of 
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Any economic crisis that begins, 
peaks and dics in less than an hour is 
а momentary crisis. During that short 
time. you can make or lose a fortune. 
ipating these crises is the key to 
ng a profit. Not anticipating these 
x the key to losing your ass. 

Why Crises? Why Not a Rash or the 
Mum ps? The primary cause of momen- 
is the decline in piggy banks 
ngs devices. The 
little people are no longer putting 
their pennies away; they are out there 
spending like crazy. Prices rise, the 
Government prints more money, the 
gold reserves are depleted by increased 
demands of dentists, the worth of 


crises 


paper money is lessened, the Govern- 


ment goes into the scratch-pad business 


nd the little people dic of starvation. 
comes the 


Into this environment 
greedy investor, si 
ш; of a тоте 

If more than 100,000 people invest 
in the same thing at the same time, 
a crisis occurs. Example: 400,000 
r money in wax lips. 
The price of wax lips goes up. An 
hour later, they change their collective 
mind, withdraw their money from wax 
lips and put it in gold stocks. The bot- 
10m drops out of wax lips and gold 

atures rise. The Shriners make no 
preciable gain on their investment. 
However. the man who took his money 
out of wax lips at the moment they 
peaked and put it in gold stocks makes 


a profit. 

An Abbreviated Course in Invest- 
ment? It takes character to invest and 
profit. 


ny fool can invest and lose, T 
sied several character strengths 
to investment gain: 

A. mals: Just as 
Taran was able to enlist the aid of 
the jungle creatures when he was out 
of smokes, you, too, need the help of 
the animal kingdom. Take the ex- 
mple of the fellow who packed a 
stockholders’ meeting with annoyed 
squirrels and caused such confusion 
that he walked out of the meeting as 
а major stockholder. Ail that power 
for the price of а bag of peanuts. 

B. Good table manners: No man 
can expect to be a successful investor 
without proper table etiquette. The 
ме John D. Rockefeller refused to 


YOU CAN PROFIT FROM 
A MOMENTARY CRISIS 


lend money to а man who ate soup 
with his fingers. He was, however, 
amused by people who ate chicken 
with a spoon. 

С. Courage: It takes guts to make a 
killing. As im battle, you can't taste 
victory if you dress as а woman and 
huddle in a potato cellar singing nurs- 
cry rhymes to a borrowed child. You 
have to be willing to sulter Ше conse- 
quences il you want to reap the bene- 
its and vice vei 

Investments: 1 have listed here some 
of the more promising investments. И 
they don't prove 10 be promising, I 
didn't list them: 

Raleigh coupons, Bazooka comics, 
Green Stamps: Premiums such as 
these, while commonly thought of as 
longterm investments are very un- 
stable. ll a Bazooka comic ollers a 
wristband pacemaker, a run can be- 
gin, IL you bought into Bazooka cou- 
pons at a tenth of a cent, sold the gum 
Tor three tenths of a cent and the wrap- 
per Lor «000000005 ol a cent and if you 
chose a hot offer, you could expect 
a staggering 40,000 percent profit. 
Impressive growth, to say the least. 
However, ib you buy into Pigeon 
Shoes, you сап lose your mittens. 

Foreign Currencies: А. Algi 
uga: Two years ago, an uga was 
worth .0000000000006 of a cent. To- 
day it is worth $34,000. This cxtraor- 
dinay gain is due to its scarcity. Ш 
you happen to be onc ol the lucky 
three who own an urga, hold onto it. 

B. Bulgarian ошип: The grot 
zinc is backed by vacuumeceaner parts 
and is very stable. Из annual growth 
rate is 5600 percent. 

C. Dutch ünc: The tine has re- 
placed the British tsk tsk as the 
glamor currency of the world. One 
side of the coin has an engraving of 
37 favorite royal sexual positions, 
the other has a list of rumors about 
Jackie and Ari. 

Ij You Fail: И you take the sugges- 
tions 1 have outlined in this article, 
you have a good chance of coming out 
ahead (filty-filty). 

IL you have lost and brought 
dishonor to your family, don't call m 
1 key to a freig 
(moving). —John Hughes 


the Harvard Business School. Miss Doda's 
initial $2000 investment bought her 44 
aches—a growth factor, the Harvard boys 
cited, that clearly displayed her "leader- 
ship in the feld of aset management 
and her cousistent attention to the bottom 
line." 


No charge Low Voltage Electric 
Blankets, Inc, is "apologctically" recall- 
ing its products. It scems that some “in- 
teraction” between the blanket filler and 

idividual body chemistry can cause the 
blankets to light up brightly at might. 


“A harmless in 
phenomenon,” says the company, but it 
would like to restufl them just the same. 


ACTS AND 
ENTERTAINMENTS 


Chris Miller, who's mainly funny for 
the National Lampoon, is à closet rock 
writer, here exposed. 
ans of rock "n roll are often so pre- 
occupied with their lament for the great 
lost acts of the Sixties (the Beatles, 
Hendrix, Redding. Joplin. the Doors) 
and for those other stars who have mel 
lowed into decline (Dylan, the Stone 
шас E wonder how many of them appre 
ciate the survival and continuing growth 
of the most sublime of all American 
white pop groups of that era—the Beoch 


Boys. 
Yeah, yeah, I know: Their lyrics are 
inane. They sing about girls and trees 


and water instead of transvestites and 
dead babies. They're WASPy and cle 
cut, even with their beards, at a time 
when it is de rigueur to appear either 
depraved or Third World. And they're 
so continuously. unfashionably good- 
humored that ceram critics have pro- 
nounced them "irrelevant" and labeled 
their output "rock Muzal 

Well, bullshit. These complaints are 
non sequitur. With the possible excep 
tion of Dylan, lyrics in rock ‘n’ roll have 
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ver much m d. Nor, beyond Chuck 
Berry's duck walk, has "theater." What 
has mattered has been the sound of 
group. If their sound made you feel good, 
you didn't care if the performers looked 
like cops and sang about hait tonic. One 
of the most exciting rock-n-roll offerings 
of the Sixties, better Шап nearly all of the 
war, acid and wegotto-gerittogether 
songs. was the Four ‘Tops’ version of 
Pepsi's Taste that Beals the Others Cold. 
So what is this noise about 
banal lyrics whenever the — 
Beach Boys come up? You 
want verbal profundity, go 
read the London Times. 
The best rock "n" roll 
has always utilized voices 
as other instruments, not 
deliverers of messages. 
Th mcdium—the 
music itself—is 
the message. James 
Brown, for one, 
grasps this utterly. 
More and more over 
the years, he has 
made his voice the 
lead instrument 
of his sound 
rather than 
medium [or lyrics. 
Today, he seldom 
bothers to express а 
lincar thought. The 
words he utters are there 
for the way they sound 
and make you feel, not 


the Beach Boys’ 
voices are their most in 
portant instruments. Wheth- 
er exquisite, shimmeri 
0000000lis 
wahs, their incredible harmon 
central [act of their music and the r 
why. recent performance 
ball stadium in Jersey City, they were 
to drive 28,000 kids (who didn’t yet have 
pubic hair when the Beach Boys released 
rst hit record) into a joyous frenzy 
hi 1 hadn't seen at a rock 


rolling driving ooh-wah- 
the 


their 
the likes of wh 
concert in years. 
To a strident group of song requesters 
n the human sea that lapped up against 
the foot of the stage in center field. 
Beach Boy responded, "Hey, we have tril- 
lions of songs. You don’t think we'd go 
away and leave you unsatisfied, do you? 1 
mean, really. After this many years, we 
know each other better than that.” Right. 
The Beach Boys really know how to do it 
to you. Their penne ng back 
full 12 years to Surfin’ Safari, is vast and 
diverse. Like few other groups, they can 
choose among newies and oldies, number- 
one chart hits and adventurous. complex 
album cuts, up-tempo hard-rockers (well, 
ach Boys get) and slow, 
ing their selections 


stretch 


show that becomes ever more excit- 


ing as it progresses. The first hall con- 
ied mostly songs from Pet Sounds 


а 
forward, thi 
performed w 


middle and late periods. 
th incandescent 
But of their final ten songs. eight were 
oldies, and й was these that the тома 
loved I 
Listen w this finale: After a pair of 
high, floaty, make-you 
feclstoned numbers, dur 
ing which the audience had 
drifted a little, the Beach Boys 
Launched into а spirited Sloop John 
D. The crowd came beginni 


mast 


nd dance. The Beach Boys 
segned into their primal ballad, Surfer 
Cil. The people put their arms 


around cach other and their heads 
on cach other's shoulders and 
ayed! When's the 
- you saw that at a 
rock concert? 

Then. 
sion—Heroes and Vil 
ins, Help Me, Rhon 
da and I Ge! Around. 


quick succes 


that, too?" Then— 
Good Vibrations. It 
was the ci 
moment of 
night and, cow 
the very end of 
s the Beach Boys 
t that high, ethe- 


id 


h 


real chord tht 
directly precedes the 
uptempo runout, some 


hot sh the stands fired 
oll a flare such as you see in war movie 
which shot high imo the air and floared 
slowly down on a lite. Tt was ог 
and it was like 

Then, without straight into 
Fun, Fun, Fun, the beginning of which 
happens to be, almost note for note, the 
matchless guitar opening to Johnny B. 
Goode. As though it was released from 
spell, the crowd shrieked with pleasure. I 
siw tears in eyes ar that moment and Te 
flected that, for the first time since the 
death of Otis Redding, the predominant 
emotion going down between 
and performers was Iove. 

The Beach Boys waved and left the 
stage. They waited until the screams for 
more had almost turned panicky before 
they ran back on and destroyed everyon 
once and for all with California Girls, 
Barbara Ann and Surfin’ U. - This 
time, when they left, the crowd cheered 
mightily but let them go. ‘The Beach 
l been as good as their word; a 
atisficd crowd would have been 


dience 


Boys h; 
less u 


inc. Nicest of all about the 
Beach Boys: They didn't come on like 
hey simply were superstars. 


RECORDINGS 


The good old Grateful Dead, last of 
the true n Francisco rock 
bands, just long. Its 
never had the hits of the Jefferson Ai 
plane, but Dead freaks form a fiercely 
loyal audience, convinced that Jerry Gar 
and the Dead. play rock W roll. just 
the way God intended it. With the excep- 
tion of U.S. Blues. which chugs right in 
there with Casey Jones and Truckin’, 
Grateful Deed from the Mors Hotel (Cralcful 
Dead) is a bit slow and solemn—but. like 
all the Dead's efforts, it repays careful li, 
tening. The rewards come faster on Gar- 
s new solo LP. Compliments of Garcia 
(Round), which is chock-full of some star- 
uing goodies. On it, Garcia. applies his 
wise and flowing guitar to Dixieland, soul 
nd The Rolling Stones. His version of 
Let's Spend the Night Together turns 
Jagger's punk-hungry plea into a gentle 
seduction: and Russian Lullaby gives you 
a flash of how the Dead would have 
sounded if ird started out in speak-easies 
instead of at acid tests. Garcia makes music 
ıs naturally as a bee makes honey, and 
"s at his best on this album. 


Oh, п 
Energy (Columb 


is Freddie Hubbard hot. High 
i md it’s hard to 
believe beer than anything he's done 
before. Hubbard has over the past couple 
of years ай but. eliminated the competi 
tion for the title of top trumpet. player. 
He is, simply and definitively, sensation- 
al, The Hubbard Quintet, which features 
reed man Junior Cook and pianist 
seorge Cables, is augmented by а stream 
of firs ding such 
stalwarts as Ernie Watts, Victor Feldman 
nd Joe Sample. But Hubbard ofi 
forget everything that’s going 
on behind him. His tone and technique 
faultless, but it’s th a stream 
of new ideas pouring out of his horn thar's 
hypnotic. There are six tracks on the LP 
nd every one is a mind boggler. 


makes yor 


cons 


A few months ago, Jimmy Buffett 
passed through Chicago and sang а dyna- 
mite tune called the Ballad of Spider 
John. The lyrics left us aching: "Lil she 
had no of my illustrious. occupa- 
tion /She thought I was а saint and not 
sinner gone astray.” Hey-hey. We bought 
Buffett's album to learn the song and dis- 
covered that it was written by one W. А. 
Ramsey, We called а fr 
dicted to songwriters and asked i 
recognized the name. “Willis Alan? Sure 
enough. He was encouraged by Gre 
Allman and Leon Russell. He's got an 
bum out coproduced with Denny Cordell. 
The collaboration may remind you of 


“Before I found Vat 69 Gold, friends 
were hard to come by. Now they 
come by all the time? 


“I used to call up the 
lady that gives you the 
right time, just to have 
somebody to talk to. 
Then I found Vat Gold. 
At last I could afford to 
entertain. It had that 
SNO famous Vat 69 label on 
the outside. What was on the inside 
was even better. And the price tag. 

I had to look at it twice to believe it. 

I said to somebody at the office, a 
‘Hey, I found Vat Gold: She said, 
‘Let’s have a party at your place’ jg 
She brought her friends. Now  ]^ 
they're my friends. I hope the 
time lady doesn't miss me too 
much,’ 


mobile Scotch. 


Blended Scotch Whisky. 86 Proof. Sole U.S. Importer: National Distillers Products Co.. New York. 27 
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Califonia brandy over 
ice If youre o rocks. 
drinker. ty California 
brondy instead of “the 
usual: The light clean 
toste mokes arefreshing 
chonge of pace. Its 
brandy so light you con 
drinkit ony time ct oll 


California brondy man- 
hattan Ifyou like mixed 
dunks, try substituting 
California brandy in your 
favorite recipe. California 
brandy comes from 
California grapes, so it's 
especially smooth in 
drinks that use wine or 
fruit-bosed mixers. 


There ore rore: юга eren Catonia Coloma Bondy Adscry оока. San Fancisco. тапа ) 


what Robbie Robertson did for Jesse 
Winchester on his first album— Ramsey 
would have been better lelt alone—but 
it's good in spite of the help. If you 
think Spider Johu was a classic, you 
should hear Muskrat Candlelight or 
Northeast Texas Women: ‘with kisses 
that are sweeter than cactus!" We or 
dered Willis Alon Romsey (Shelter); we don't 
know how we missed it the first time 
around, Ramsey looks like Jerry Van 
Dyke and sounds like a cross between Dr. 
John the Night Tripper and Leon Rus 
Sell. Some of the songs on the album have 
been covered by other cosmic cowboys — 
America recorded Muskrat Candlelight 
but called it Muskrat Love. Do yourself 
а Гауог and catch the orig 

Welcome Beck, My Friends, to the Show Thot 
Never Ends—ladies ond Gentlemen—Emerson, 
Leke & Polmer (Manticore) is a marathon. 
ibreerecord set of live performances that 
e assaults, They roar from 
start to finish with such frenetic energy, 
ad overkill, that you may find yourself 
wishing the show would end. This is not 
to diminish the dazzling, flawless perform- 
ices or the awesome tightness of the 
band, becuse йз all here, recorded 
with complete Laithfulnes—everythi 
E.L.P. freak could desire. For anybody but 
а diehard lan. however, there are no sur- 
prises in the album and бае chance of 
sudden conversio 


nd she are foundering betwe 
headed Scylla of Masters and John 
Ч the sudsy Charybdis of Fibber 
McGee and Molly, let Dixie's coast guard 
ter Wagoner and Dolly 
ou a line. Their Latest 
ver, Porter ‘a’ Dolly (RCA), is a ringer. 
The minoraorio runs the gamut ol 
styles from slow rockabilly through folk 
id pop to Cajun and calypso. And the 
scenario is elective: dove pledged in 
Please Don't Stop Loving Me and The 


лоптом 


Fire That Keeps You Warm; love rup- 
tured in Too Far Gone, love rcatlimed 
in We'd Have to Be C nd The Po; 


er of Love. The р side of the romance 
follows suit. Dolly's voice is an uncanny 
blend of Patti Page and Ethel Merman. 
But never was Мого" Bird Hill more 
sweetly rammed by Cleopatra's barge. 


V 


ih new jazz organists cc up all 
the time and doing their best to rip olf 
Jimmy Smith, its a pleasure to hear a 
young entry who comes out ol a really 
ıt bag. We mean Ronnie Foster, 
whose keyboard roots appear to be more 
Ray Charles and Booker T. On the 
ote) follows the pattern of 
it сот 
icated harmonic ideas with the 
space rhythms of jazzrock and some very 
dexterous keyboard solos. Produced. by 
nonpareil guitarist George Benson, it 
nonetheless features another top fret 


ines some 


The Brigade Shirt. The cut is French. 
The reeson for weering it is very French. 


Every Frenchmon knows that o woman is just 
os interested in the shape of o man’s body os he is 
in hers. So he wears shirts cut to show off his shope. 

But for some strange reason, American men 
have been hiding their shape behind shirts thor are 
too loose. billowy. 

So we created Brigade. Our French Collection 
of shirts. Slim. Trim. Higher armholes. Narrower sles 
Adjustable cuffs. 
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For sons, lovers, 
3 е 
and whats-his-name? 


Start someone on a pipe today. He'll be grateful to you for introducing 
him to a new way to enjoy smoking. Below are three of the world’s 
most popular pipes. Make your choice. 


MILDER: KAYWOODIE 


Custom-crafted from the world’s finest hand-selected 
briar. Aged and cured as only Kaywoodie knows how. 
Hand-shaped, hand-worked to lock a: 


smoke. Drinkless fitment condenses moisture, 


traps tars. $7.95 to $100. 


SWEETER: 
YELLO-BOLE 


No brecking-in. Real honey-caked bowls 

give you mild, flavorful smoke from the first 
pipeful. If you're not completely satisfied, return 
pipe with sales slip and we will refund 
your purchase price $2.95 to $7.95. 


DRIER: MEDICO 


Change the filter and your pipe is clean. The 
66 baffles in replaceable, absorbent Medico 
filters trap juices, tars, nicotine... make smoking 
cleaner, cooler. Nylon bits are guaranteed bite-proof. 

Pipes: $2.95 to $30.00. Medico Filters: regular 
menthol, charcoal, 10 for 15. 


KAY WOODIE/YELLO-BOLE/MEDICO 
The Worlds Favorite Pipes 


man—Phil 


Upchurch—on guitar and 
bass, and. the results are spectacular, in- 
deed, as "Church and Foster apply their 
educated chops t0 some Foster originals 
(Serenade to a Rock: the title типе). plus 
entries by Stevie Wonder (Golden Lady) 
and Freddie Hubbard (First Light) 
Light heavyweight champ Bob Foster 
be losing hîs knockout punch. but 
orgun-playing namesake appears ready 
to pick up the slack 


5 


Herbie Hancock's Head Hunters (Co- 
continues the ongoing saga of 
the composer pi opment into 
one of the moving forces in the Afro 
jazzrock 
ance of reed man Bennie Maupin Taste 
Paul Jackson, drummer Harvey Mason 
and percussionist. Bill Somers 
cock, perform no, clavi- 
ner, synthesizer and. pipes, fils this LP 
with mesmerizing sound. In addition to 
his classic а Man, there are 
ks—Chameleon, 
d if the 
10 you. you're 
Bill Evans / The Tokyo Concert 
(Fantasy) offers an absorbing cownter- 
point to the Hancock approach. Each new 
Evans album reveals another facet of his 
lent. We'd always thought of 
him as probably the most cerebral pianist 
ound, but with the Tokyo cuts, it be- 
comes apparent that some body and soul 


three extraordina 
Shy 


and Vein 


are being added to the mi little 
more flash, a little more spirit, a little 
more guis. Whatever, Evans, in concert 
with exemplary bassist Eddie Gomez 
drummer Мапу Morell, tore thi 

Tokyo. From the opener, Bobl 
wys Mornin’ Glory, t0 the 
Bronislau Kaper's 


capper, 
taz classic Green Dol. 
phin Street, it's all winners. 


As one of the initial hoy wonders of 
the rock-n-roll scene, Stevie Winwood, 
through а nine-album excursion with his 
fic amd a side wip with both 


ith and 


own 


Sina 


he's following the imaginative Seventies 


wend; bands of the middle and late 


Cointreau...the artof lingering. 


There isa time for slowness. 

Atime for not pushing it. 

Atime for reveling in the 
deliciousness of the moment. 
Moment of firelight, 

friendship, music, love. 

This isthe momentfor Cointreau. 
Clear dry, elegant Cointreau with 

its whisperof orange. Imported 

from France. And today the best selling 
brand of liqueur in the world. 
Because everywhere in the world 
there are people who believe that the 
secret of the good life may be found 
in the Art of Lingering. 


= LIQUEUR 
SPECIALITE 


Pronounced "Kwan-tro." 


INTREAU LIQUEUR SPÉCIALITÉ. 80 PROOF. RENFIELD WERSLTD.NY. 31 
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Sixties cither reforming or, if still hang- 
ing in there, returning to their roots and 
dredging up all the qualitics that made 
us love them, So Winwood has taken 
Traffic back to the John Barleycorn days 
with the band’s tenth release, When the 
Fogle Flies (Asylum). Together with origi 
nal and current members, Winwood ef- 
res that warm but spare 
lhe sound. Add an occasional dash of 
mellotron and todays production tech- 
niques, and you've got an enjoyable 
album of the first order. 

‘The electric utility companies ought to 
declare a special dividend for Eddie Ha 
tis, He's come up with the most produc 
tive use of electricity since Thomas Alva 
was doing his thing. ts ff tn (Atlantic) 
has Harris on electric sax and electric 
piano (he also pitches in on i 

no and does a litle vocalizing), Ron- 
ald Muldrow on organ and guitorgan. 
Rufus Reid on clecuic 


bass a 


electric bongos. And the juice is really 
loose. Harris has developed a high-volt- 
age hallmark that sets him apart from 
his jazz confreres. It may not be the wave 
of the future, but it will do for now. 


Bachma ner Overdrive owes its 
identity—and its platinum LP—to Randy 
Bachman’s lyrics: Тор 40 rockers about 
ard work and uying to make good that 
usually talk to you and leave you sing 
ing. Unforumately, Net Fragile (Mercury) 
won't. A couple of cuts do hit that B.T.O. 
push-button AM single sound—so you 
may find yourself. humming a liule and 
aving what passes these days for а good 
c—but the album is mainly rock ^n 
roll at its undistinguished best. Which 
is to say that it sounds in various places 
litle bit like any rock group you'd care 
10 name practically а summary of the 
So if your Ten Years After is out 
an, and Creedence is lost in the 
ks, turn up BETO, and hum away. 


Rock "n' soll and evening clothes? It 
may come 10 that, if Bryan Ferry is any 
indication, Known primarily as the lead 
singer, songwriter, musical majordomo 
and arbiter of elegance of a very man- 
nered aud witty English band called Roxy 
Music, Ferry has taken 10 performing in 
formalwear of latc, singing songs whose 
style and verve are the equal of his sar 
torial elegance. On These Foolish Things 
(Atlantic), his first solo album, Ferry's 
tment of 12 other classics is similarly 
unique. He sings them straight, almost 


nis Joplin, Smokey Robinson, John 
ion and even Lesley Gore did origi- 
nally—but not quite. The approach i 


that of an entrepreneur, a song stylist i 
the Sinatra vein, singing in a slightly 
dramatic, emotional manner that empha- 
sizes the lyric content of each song. Ferry 
considers a wellwriten rock song a 


poeuv тезй up and depend upon the maintenance 
1 but, judging by ol some very precarious balance. Let 
ce on. These Foolish опе fall and they all fall; let other people 
Things. eminently justified pull the rug out from under you and 
A you'll end up in a rest home foreve 


And Vadim works hard 10 take care of 
himself in the "real world" He hops 
Irom vile to wife and country to country 
and book to book and applauds his bril 
liance and his gorgeous body and his 
charm and his place in the history of Hi 


uitarist Cornell Dupree, a young but 
much-decorated veteran of the studio 
wins—he's played on a million things 
with people such as Aretha Franklin and 
his Fort Worth-home boy, King Curtis— 
gets to do Ais thing on Teasin’ (Atlantic), 


А erature. He is a giant. He has, in fa 
and it's а one-man, onealbum course in is 5 һа faa 
ae written many of the books Nabokov 
how to play great bluesaock guitar with- ү 

) £ himself has written and if reviewers and 


out geuing your hair mussed up. David 


scholars and translators have trouble hg 


Newman contributes his usual tough ren- duc liat he cupi cb. siida die 
or. Richard Tee cooks on the keyboards — worse for them. Some em'i even set ihe 
and the veteran rhythm wam of Chuck plors straight, and im the Formo 


Rainey and Bernard Рахе 
its too, too solid beat as Dupree runs 
through an r&b program rangiug from 
oll Ray Charles Gospelstyle numbers 
(What Would 1 Do Without You?) and 
rollicking jazz boogics (Okie Dokie 
Stomp) to the modern rock ol Jamaican 


ays down translation of Л Kingdom by the Sea, it 


is reported that for Al Garden. à wealthy 
poet who travels from resort to resort 
with a nymph named. Ginny, “all scems 
10 end honkydonky." Vadim has other 
problems. People try to get out of invita 
tions they have extended in some drunk- 


Lady and the title tune. The guitar sounds en moment and Vadim has to make it 
are relaxed and unpretentious—they seem — Clear that he is not your ordinary week- 
almost liquid—and every one is right Cd house guest. He comcs and he мауы 
in plas And it is not true that he drinks too 
much or weaves when he walks, chat his 

breath smells, that he is amoral or pa 

BOOKS жое Be a Mir ASHE 8 дси: 


He is only disturbed by his inability to 
imagine himself turning on his heel and 
reversing his direction in space or, more 
precisely, reversing the order ol time and 
going back to where he had been a mo- 
ment before. “Time is not reversible.” 
This is the terrible fact that can never 
be altered, no matter how fantistic the 
dream. At the end, there is just the 
old man who mumbles and 
yawns and waits for the nurse 
who has promised rum in the 
л. In. Nabokov's best 
work, there 
has been the fe 
of word game 
and quadritin 
gual puns and 


When an old man sity down to com 
pose his memois, he may try to set the 
st. He'll rummage in 
the рам and make а huge ellort to get 
the right 1 nd dates and the cor 
rect sequence of events. He'll. purposely 
avoid moral sing 
ments, the well-kept secrets and 
pieces of hot gossip his гє; 
waiting for. A te- 
dious business but 
bout all one can 
expect пот the 
ordinary mind. In 
Look af the Harlequins! 
(McGraw-Hill), Vlad- 
imir Nabokov pre- 
sents the memoirs of 
he exwaurdinary 
t of the 


record sirai 


mo- 


always 
t 


parodies and 
puzzles. b 


ic there have 


fail him, facts may have besa ihe 


to be invented and serious, of 
people, too, bur what ten sad 
the difference? He is well- sense of 


w; his version of the 
story and it is too Lue to begin again 
and look at the world through the eyes — love that is gone or never was, the fear of 
bookkeeper or book reviewer or hiss moving from the darkness of birth to the 
the poor batty Vi: darkness of death, the folly to which we 
aunt cried out one day all cling now and then that we might 
з he was seven or eight. "Play! In- somehow fool the gods. Things, people. 
at the world! Inv ity!” And he — places, sounds, smells, love. passions are all 
nd so helped keep his madness at always lost, and vet one cannot forget. and 
helped Паше survive—ater a remembering comes both the com- 
Of course, one invention leads fort and the terrible distress. In Look at 
time, all of them pile the Harlequins!, uie magician has taken 


loss and 
iness and longing for time past, for 


bay, 
shion 


10 another and, iı 
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Seagram“ 


BLENDED 


lı Scorcy wish” 


You'll go for the taste of the Scotcl 
It's imported — just like Pipers. It's soft like leather. And zippere о 
the greatest Scotch you ever gave or got. And you get it at no extra cost.* 
How's that for Seagram's Greetings? U^ 


100 PIPERS + BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY + B6 PROOF ~ SEAGRAM DISTILLERS COMPANY. NEW YORK 
* SLIGHT ADDITIONAL CHARGE IN CALIFORNIA, 


Imported by Peel Street Wine Merchants, San Francisco. 


Have a very merry cherry. 


Jacoby Compe, Copenhagen - неч, Deer 


From the unique Danish cherry comes Enjoy it in your prettiest wine glass. Or over 
Cherry Kijafa, the delicious wine that's a ісе with soda. Or in a festive punch bowl 
holiday tradition with the fun-loving Danes with fruit and anything else you care to add. 
and spirited folk everywhere. Cherry Kijafa. Any way you use this most 

Give it to good friends. Or to yourself. — versatile wine, it’s the merriest. 


Kijafa. The cherry wine from Denmark. We think the world is ripe for it. 


over and onc can applaud, but after all, 
one cannot care. Vadim is old now and 
dreaming of the end and it docsn't 
matter to anyone at all—even to Vadim. 


The SS. Ardshiel is a medium: 
(ie. immense) oil tanker, a clas 
ships that most Americans have seen 
only in Texaco and Exxon commercials. 
Supership (Knopf) by Noël Mostert, 
which uses one sailing of the Ardshiel 
ound the Cape of Good Hope to the 
Persian Gulf and back as the framework 


for am exhaustive report on the origins, 
economics and environmental dangers of 
the behemoths called VLCCs (Very 


Large Crude Carriers), is а welcome an- 
tidore to the famous and self-serving 
high-mindedness of those ads. The sheer 
size of the supertankers, Mostert argues, 
means that they mark a more radical 
break with the past than did even the 
wansition from sail to steam. Most of the 
damage to birds, coast lines and the life 
of the sea itself that they are doing now 
and will surely do in the future derives 
from the greed.driven economies of scale 
that produced them. Planned to be wri 
ten off in only ten years, many of them 
fiued with a single boiler (the Queen 
Mary had 27). operated by sailors so 
ienated from them that they're 
to refer to them in the traditional femi- 
ie terms and sometimes commanded 
rs gladly 
collide, founder, break apart or blow up; 
ıd every day they dump and spill oil in 
some of the world’s most delicue and 
productive seas. (Mostert cites. evidence 
that, in face, more damage is done by the 
slow, steady, routine spillage than by the 
newsmaking disasters such as the wreck 
of the Torrey Canyon.) So Supership 
will have a deserved. success as a Silent 
Spring of the oil industry, But it is m 
more than that: In a style that's occa 
ally prolix and repetitive but just as 
often stunningly dear and strong, Mos- 
tert draws a novelists portrait of the 
Acdshicl's master; describes the moods of 
the ship's crew, usually in unhappy cor 
чам. with the morale on the dozens of 
more human ships he's known 
well; pays homage to Kipling and Con- 
ad: digresses for a concise history of 
19th Century shipping: sings the praises 
of afternoon tea and mahogany fittings 
and the old charts with their fathom 
markings—of all manner of things alien 
to the spivit of the supertankers. These 
are the kinds of clements that make Su- 
pership more than merely an alarm and 
lilt it into the lasting literature of the sea. 


luctant 


"There's. this fellow who lives inside a 
cardboard box. He's The Box Mon (Knopf), 
by Коро Abé—a state of being that is 
both cause and effect of his living in 
ihe box. He begins by telling you how 
to construct and survive in а box. He 


also tells you how а box man (there аге 
others in Tokyo, setting of this novel) 
affects others. For example, one guy 
shoots him with an air rifle. And at the 
hospital, he switches identities with a 
doctor—or their identities intersect, pass 
through cach other. These events and 
others that occur in every p: 
this book arc rendered tangible 
citing by the author's prose, which 
always the smoothest but. keeps popping 


open and illuminating all sorts of weird 
reality pockets. The novel is dreamlike 
in its spatial and temporal warps, id 
tity switches and telescopically variable 
perspective. The box itself is one of 
those rare symbols that ше s 
enough and inclusive enough to carry a 
work. Yet Abé—between whose writ 
apparatus and dh 
pens to be litle intruding. tissuc—has 
gone on from there to construct a wick- 
edly complex and ambiguous plot, alive 
ghemare tension and socked home 
by the constant graphic details that make 
you sense things that you always knew 
existed but didn't think anyone could 
get a handle on. He is some kind of so 
cerer and he's written us a great book, 
especially if you think there's something 
positive about the erotic impulse show 
ing up in the midst of ncartotal phe- 
nomenolopical disorder and behavioral 
paralysis. We obviously do. 


king organ there ap- 


with. 


Dog Soldiers (Houghton Mifin) is a nov- 
el we've all been waiting for. It proves 
that the post-1968 American madness has 
d all novelists numb. И а nov- 
as the inventive powers to do so, 
he can bring off an cra that has crazily ab- 
sorbed drugs, the Vietnam war and a po- 
litical situation so grotesque that it would 
boggle the mind if it did not daze it. Rob- 
ert Stone has such powers. He must ra 
with Thomas Pynchon as one of the most 
formidable young writers in America to- 
day. His first novel, A Hall of Mirror 
won him the 1967 Houghton Millin Lit 
erary Fellowship Award. Seven years I: 
comes Dog Soldiers as a reaffirmation of 
his talent. 

Stone is n 


ister of the chase and, true to 


form, begins his new novel with a setup: 
Converse—his antiheroic journalist, the 
selLdedicated nonswinger—arranges to 
have a psychopathic buddy, Hicks, trans. 
port a mighty stash of heroin from 
Viemam to Converse's wife, Marge, in 
Berkeley. ‘The attempt to unload the stuff. 
involves Hicks and Marge in a nightm 
flight up and down the West Coast as 
nares on the take and other assorted 1 
natics with sadomasochistic predilections 
pursue them. Marge becomes a junkic— 
as if the only way to dispose of the stuff 
to sclLinject it. Hicks becomes a mui 
derer—as if another solution is to O.D. 
somebody else with it. Converse is used to 
trap the pair and, at the end. after Hicks 
has been Killed and the drugs lost, Con- 
verse drives Marge away from her pursu- 
ers. As Marge shouts back at them, "Fuck 
you—fuck you!" through her junkie glaze, 
Converse tells her, numbly, “Let it be.” 

"Let it be" is all that Converse ci 
after setting her up. He feels remorse no 
more than he feels recrimination toward 
Д la belle indifférence in Viet- 
nam, who reigns as drug queen supreme 
and sets him up for the take. Charmian 
“belongs to a vanished cra in American 
history." Converse says. " Not many people 
can claim that condition at the age 
of 25" But Converse himself is not 
much older and he, too, is numb beyond 
the pale. number even than Rheinhardt 
in Hall of Mirrors. Rheinhardt was cau 
up im political-assassination plots 
plots like that have now become 
dozen, Raise the antc. and you 
threshold of pain. After Vietnam, what is 
there? Converse cannot handle it, To sur- 
vive. he will cut off the feeling to kill the 
pain. He has no mor: natives. But 
the author has. He has written a superb 
novel. 


е 


That military spending generates jobs 
and prosperity has been an article of 
American economic faith since World 
War Two brought an end to the Depres- 
ion. By the Fifties, this doctrine had 
given rise to what Seymour Melman calls 
Pentagon capitalism—the wedding of 
Government and the detense industry 
a mutually dependent, self-serving 


tionship that is progressively undermin- 
ing the national economy. Melman is 


л 
industrial engineer at Columbia Univer- 
sity and an unorthodox economic theorist 
who has published a number of articles 
and books on the Government's fiscal 
foolishness, In his latest, The Permanent 
War Economy (Simon & Schuster), he dis 
putes the notion that defense spending 
complements peacetime economic growth 
and thereby provides both guns and but- 
ter. He argues instead that “the perma- 
nent war economy, from solving 
problems of capital and labor surplus, 


[performs] as a prime generator of unin 
vestable capital, unemployable labor, and 
industrial incha and warns that 


the results are nt economy and a 
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Chanel No. 5 Spray Cologne 
1% ounces 7.00 


BODY LOTION 
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Body Lotion 
6 cunces 7.50 
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Chanel No. 5 Bath Powder 
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You know what she wants. CHANEL"’S 
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New! Continuous Spray Cologne 
З ounces 12.00 


Chanel No. 5 Spray Cologne/Bath Powder Set 
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100% Blended Scotch Whiskies, Imported by Gooderham & Warts, Detroit, Mich. 


Great Entertainers: 


WAYNE 
NEWTON / LAUDER’S 
SCOTCH | 
86 proof 


emn or RC 
tiro 5 


LAUDERS 


SCOTCH 
Жылым! Miot 


Lauder's is keeping 
company with some 
big names these 
days. It's the good 
honest Scotch at a 


good honest Scotch n p 
i uthentic Scotch IIT 

dollar price. You Dollar (Crown) minted po pis i 

can buy Lauder's between 1603-1625 мек on 

for a song. Symbol of Lauder's. 


See Wayne Newton at the Sands Hotel, Las Vegas, December 4 - 17 


m. Melman's anal 


compensating mil 
ysis is lucid, persu; 
chart of military-civili 
shows the result 
of life 
N Y 
one ABE. Intruder plane: the pro- 
posed 1973 child-nutrition programs fund 
ing cut of 569.000,000 could be cover 
by the cost of two DE. 1052 Destroyer Fs- 
corts: the otal cost of айгай lost in 
Indochina by October 1969 (six 
dollars) would pay for three cq 
schools in each of 250 communitie 
one-year salaries for 35.714 te: 


Ford's promises to fight inflati 
any curs in the defense lı 
Melman insists 
pletely contradictory 


As you might expect in the Age of the 
et is glutted with new sports 


There ате 


books -about 
a handful of g 


ones and, surpri couple 
lutionary ones. Herewith, а notso-random 
sampling 


The bondage syndrome is clearly evi- 
dent in the travails of a hapless retired 
ight end, Tom Beer, author (with George 
Kimball) of Sunday's Fools (Houghton 

iin), the "Harold Stassens of the 
" who've been “stomped, romped. 
ind chewed" as they muff their 
way from wam 10 losing team. from 
season to losing season. But Beer's anec- 
saga lacks both incisiveness and 
motions stir only near book s 
er poignantly reveals the empti 
anying his final cut. Inside the 
Pressure Cooker (Rerkley) covers the 1073 
New York Jets season and such eccen- 
tricities as Coach Weeb Ewbank's "Tues- 
day rule" for m yers ("И vou 
don't do it by Tuesday. don't do it"). 
Sportswriter Kay Felin Gilman (the team 
president's daughter) conducts the tour of 
players. wives. opponents. n 
and teams of hefty 
against the backdrop of Ewhank’s last 
as coach. Along the way, she discerns 
‘owing disillusionment with numerous 
ments of the sport too often held in 
e. (“In Kansas City." a player recalls, 
"d start out with "Our Father Who Art 
in Heaven’ and end up with “Let's 
and kill the motherfuckers!’ ") You mi 
Gilman made the most out of four 
s 
Talk 


you're 1 


nd ten losses. 
about revolution. in sports and 
Ling 
which everyone knows has come А Long 
Woy, Baby (Morrow). Grace Lichtenstein 
wailed the emerging women's pro cit 
cuit in 1973 and found it "a cross between 
a sorority and а summer camp, а team 
and а tribe, a jock sisterhood.” A Long 
Way is the result, and as а depiction 
of the s п and irs ant 

i ulerie and the 


bout women's tennis 


You could buy this 
Panasonic radio on looks alone 


Тү; 


but we won't let you. 


Separate bass and 
treble controls, 


AFC on ЕМ. 


Tech Series circuitry gives you 


Loudness control boosts the 
bass and treble at 

sensitivily and selectivily to pin- 

point and hold weak and distant 


T low volume. 
Stations. 


Panasonic Hi-Top. 


batteries. Also works — 
on AC. 


Mike mixing volume 
Control for a powerful, 
portable PA system. 


FM. AM. And High VHF Public Service 

Band. For police, fire, taxi calls, in- 

stant weather and other "as they hap- 
pen" broadcasts. 

The Tech 800 


» E 120-minute automatic 
on/off timer. 
(Model RF-888) 


Dual-cone speaker system. A 
6#” double-layer outer cone 
for bass and midrange. With an 


и Рапаѕопіс. 
Conditions on the warranty Card packed with the product. 
"Public Service Broadcasts vary by area. Check with local z 


just slightly ahead of our time. 
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Something nice 
just happened 
to the marker. 


Sheaffer introduces a complete family 
of gift refillable markers. 


The only way Sheaffer could. Helse, crafted 
in precious metals and shimmering chrome. In the quiet 
elegance of our five most popular finishes, You can give 

any one of these striking new markers as an individual gift. 
Or— for that special occasion — match it with a 
Sheaffer ballpaint, pen or pencil. Once you see them, 
you may decide to give one to yourself. All of them feature 
our new Tektor™ tip =the hard tip that writes soft. It holds 
its line width for the life of the refill and writes through carbons. 


Sheaffer's handsome new gift markers: from $5,00 to $40.00. 


SHEAFFER, WORLO-WIDE, A 


grind, it’s a good one. Lichtenstein is an 
imaginative writer (Billie Jean King 
"carved up Chris's game like a Beniha 
chef slicing up meat on a hibachi table") 
and a good interviewer. But the girls, for 


the most рап, are incapable of introspec 
tion—only Rosie Casals, Julie Heldma 
and Julie Anthony emerge as something 
more than jockettes. Chris Evert fails 
miserably to live up to the author's as- 
surance that she's intelligent and amusing. 
King. though worldly and bright, is 100 
superficial (as she is in her recent auto 
biography) for a thinking revolutionary 
So, in the end. what might have been 
extraordinary book is quite ordinary 

“A sportswriter.” the Iate Jimmy Can- 
hon told his colleague Jerome Holtman, 
‘is entombed in a prolonged boyhood 
Walter “Red” Smith's boyhood continues, 
and any season with a Smith collection is 
an automatic hole in one. He calls it 
Strawberries in the Wintertime (Quadrangle). 
and it exemplifies that pithy, pungent and 
loving journalism that molded many of 
our attitudes on sports. Smith is à master 
of the art of shutting up. An interview 
with Arthur Donovan, the Louis-Schmel- 
ing-fight referee, is 88 lines long—12 lines 
of introduction by Smith and 76 lines in 
quotes of pure Donovan. His leads аге 
arresting: his phrases are razorsharp (on 
the Munich Olympics: “bloodshed, bun- 
gling and bitterness”). To Smith, the il 
legal spitter is “clandestine driveling." 
and the black bass is Joe Frazier without 
Joe's cheerful disposition.” He doesn't 
like a fixed soapbox derby or the Si 
Court's Curt Flood ruling or 
Avery" Brundage or, we suspect, С 
Evert. But he mourned the passing of 
Gil Hodges and Jackie Robinson, “the 
ruined boy of summer.” Thats pretty 
good balance 

There's a last hurrah for the Golden 
Age of Smith, Cannon, Drebinger, Kieran 
Frick, Povich and others in baseball 
writer Hohzman’s oral history of the pre 
Cosell days of sports journalism. No Cheer- 
ing in the Press Box (Holt, Rinchart & 
Winston) explores 18 of those “prolonged 
boyhoods.” long on reminiscences and 
short on bitterness. Some, such as John 
Drebinger. retired as sportswriters. Others, 


n 


such as Paul Gallico and Al Horwits, later 
utilized their skills elsewhere. Fred. Lieb 
befriended Mom Gehrig, Dick Vidmer 
watched Harding piss into the fireplace 
and Cannon—unshakably impartial—re- 
ned [rom cheering iu the press box. 
In a press box all his own is Howard 
Cosell, whose Like P Is (Playboy Press) 
deals with his experiences with Don 
Meredith, Sonny and Chér, sportswrit 
ers and many others. including himself 

In Schenectady, New York. Destiny's 
Darlings (Hawthorn), the M kids who 
ittle-league world championship 
s ago, sparked a sports hysteria 
on's youth that lasted into 
Martin Ralbovsky, a 
sour taste for the 


young writer with 


азе. As Director of Le 


that ] like to live out of a suit 
for Dow 
outstanding tobaceos grow 
I don't think I've missed one of them. 
"In order to produce Amphora's ba 
Indonesia and, of course, the U.S 
exotic tobaccos as Basma, Katerini, 
cumes Harmanli, Krumovgrad 
from Turkey and from Yugoslavia we obtain 
Beautiful names. Marvelous aromatic tob; 


alanced flavor, 


“The funny part is that in tobacco, the 
‘who’ is more important than the ‘where’.” 


“Although 1 travel to every tobacco growing region I 
know that a tobacco leaf is only as good as its parentage. 
Give me a tobacco seed with a good genetic background, 
fawn over it with tender loving care, add the right en- 
vironment, and you'll end up with a solid citizen of a 
tobacco. No matter where it was brought up. That's why 
you can grow superior Virginia-type tobaccos in Malawi, 
And outstanding Burley in Mexico." 


VIRGINIA? BURLEY? 
WHAT'S THE DIFFERENCE? 


"Let me back up a bit. Basically, there are four kinds 
of pipe tobacco. Flue-cured. Air-cured. Fire-cured. And 
sun-cured. Curing simply means the different proce 
for drying and fermenting specific types of tobacco after 
they're harvested. 

"For example, Burley is air-cured tobacco. It has 
great bouquet and is sweeter than Virginia tobaccos. 

“By itself, Virginia is more sharp than sw But it's 
a more aromatic tobacco than Burley. Virginia is what 
we call a flue-cured tobacco. And when you bring Vir- 
ginia and Burley tobaccos together some wonderful 
things start to happen. 


WHEN YOU BLEND 
TOBACCO, IT’S LIKE 
MAKING A 
DELICIOUS SOUP. 


Nothing really good 
NA фи with tobacco or 
AY) soup, until you have all 
the nght ingredients 
in harmony. Take salt, 
forexample. By itself, 


able. But put it in soup, and its tasty personality еше erge 

“The same thing with tobacco. The 
cured types that are slightly sweet and a little hı avy all 
by themselves. But put them in a blend in the right pro- 
portions with some mildly sharp Virginia types, and you 
end up with a tobacco that’s great to taste and has a 
beautiful aroma. 


Egberts, my job is to buy good tobacco. And 
in just about a hundred countries. 


In Greece my shopping list includes such 
КЫК and Bashi Bagli. From Bulgaria 
d Nevrokop. We import S; 
Prilep, Оша and Djebel. 


* Sometimes I think the world is one big 
tobacco plantation.” 


A few off-the-cuff insights from Amphora’s 
Henk Kramer, the Marco Polo of pipe tobacco. 


“Every year I travel to almost every part of the carth, [t's not 


Pure 


I go to Tanz: 


nsun and Broussa. 


“We have a saying at Amphora, ‘if уоп start off good, 
you end By good.’ Which means you should always start 


with a ge, otherwise the blend won't balance. 
(For example, we use twenty rare tobaccos in Amphora. 
e Virginia types are wedded to Burley and 
for their specific characters.) But 


Hand cralted pipe 
by Nording of Denmark 


HOW WE GET THE MILDNESS WE 
WANT INTO OUR TOBACCO. 


“The tobaccos we buy are shipped to our factory in 
Joure, Holland, There they are mellowed by time, tem- 
perature and pressure. We ape our tobi і 
that they тау mature graciou: Aging tobacc 
s the same results as aging 
fine wines. The tobacco becomes smoother, while the bite 
is eliminated. Only the flavor remains. 

“I suppose this sounds like a commercial, but I sin- 
cerely believe that no other pipe tobacco receives the care 
and attenti e to Amphora. Probably, that's why 
you Ameri Amphora your most popular im- 
ported pipe tobac: 

Henk Kramer learned tobacco from his father who 
was Douwe Egberts’ Director of Leaf Purchases before 
Henk earned the title. Henk can tell you more about 
pipe tobacco than anyone else we know. But if you have 
any questions about pipes and pipe tobacco, please write 
directly to us: Douwe $943 Fullbright 
Ave., Chatsworth, California 91311. 


You could write to Henk Kramer, but the last we 
heard he was somewhere cast of the Cameroons. 
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sporis mystique, returned to his home 
town to find that few of the lives of the 
11, now in their carly 30s, had mirrored 
their hopes. For the most part, they lelt 
their dreams on the steps of city hall 
two decades ago. Searing though subtle, 
Ralbovsky lets the interviews themselves 
indict the system. There was little that 
he had to add to the litte leaguers’ re- 


Hections; the mess bout misguided 
Rmour energies was clear: 


Winning that world 
amour championship im 1951 was the greatest 
thing that’s ever happened to me.” “As 
dn this town IIl always be 
Vince Lombardi said, “Win- 
g isn't everything. it's the only thing.” 
Provocative challenges such as this sug- 
gest that sometimes winning is nothing. 
Funny. Hank Aaron clouts number 715 


(and more) and four books appear—on 
amour amour George Herman Ruth. "The Babe. Tem 

pestuous, libidinous, spirituous, legend. 
TWO PARTS LOVE ary. Indeed, how docs one separate legend 
ONE PART LEGEND that researching Babe: The Legend Comes to 

Life (Simon & Schuster) was “an explor 


from truth? Robert W. Creamer writes 
поп into a curious world of mislea 


JEAN PATOU 
JEAN DE A 
ey, 
„с ج‎ 


fact, perceptive misstatement, contradic- 
tory truth, substantiating myth.” For the 
reader, the effort. w: worth Parts 
en't exactly tailored to an eight-year-old 
heroworshiper's experiences, but at the 
same time, there's a thesis that ping 
Ruth’s lasting effect on the game and the 
game's effect on America: namely, that 
more than Aaron or anyone else, he 
changed the game from tight to wide-open 
in the course of two years The public 
Ruth fought with Barrow, Landis. Hug 
s and McCarthy. The private Ruth 
according to oue friend, “the noisiest 
fucker North America,” but he tragi 
ر‎ cally ruined his first marriage by his 
extramarital screw Creamer portrays 

A CANDIDLY SENSUOUS PERFUME capeli bali Кий us iaioe 
CREATED BY JEAN PATOU IN 1925 moments and fashions a portrait of а man 
NOW IMPORTED FROM PARIS FOR YOU who even amid complexities and trouble 
allowed noihing to suppress completely 

his casual, carefree personality. A sports 
writer once said that Babe was "one of 


Parfum Cologne Spray . . . Perfume , . . Parfum Cologne . . . trom $7.50 to $30.00. 


THE BEST WAY TO BUY 
COLOR TV ISTO 
COMPARE PERFORMANCE. 


RCA GENERAL ELECTRIC ZENITH 


We're not afraid to be compared 
with our competition. We think it's 
the smart way for you to decide 
which set to buy. 

So go into a store and compare 
General Electric's performance with 
RCA and Zenith. Thanks to five en- 
gineering advances in this year's 
models, we've got the brightest, 
sharpest picture in our history. 

Compare service records. In 
1973, independent surveys* of re- 
cent color TV buyers showed that 
GE color required less service than 
any other U.S. brand. 

The best way to buy color TV is 
to compare performance. 

To help you compare, get GE's 
booklet, “Ном to Buy Color TV in 
Plain English." For the store nearest 
you, where you can pick it up free, 
call this special toll-free number 
anytime. 800-243-6000. Dial as you 
normally dial long distance. (In Con- 
necticut, call 1-800-882-6500.) 


PERFORMANCE 
TELEVISION 


GENERAL O ELECTRIC 


"Details available on request 
IV Receiver Products Dept., Portsmouth, Va. 
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and believe 


The true test of any speaker system is how it sounds at home. 
You don't live in an audio laboratory, a demonstration room 
огап anechoic chamber. Bose speakers are designed 
with your ear and your room in mind. 

At a concert, your ear hears a mix of sound coming directly from 
the instruments and from reflections off the walls. 
However, conventional speaker designers are mainly concerned 
with the direct sound. Fortunately, Bose discovered it is possible. 
to deliver a significant portion of reflected sound by driving sound 
rearward at angles off the wall behind your speaker. 

The resulting reflections from your room's surfaces generate a 
stage-like presence of the musical performance and a spatial sense 
of reverberation. The precise sensation of sound spread through your 
room is uncanny. Marvelously clear musical passages seem to 
escape from your speakers. 

Years of acoustical research determined to rid loudspeakers of 

rsh, sandy sounds, led Bose to the state-of-the-art. The 901°, with 
the now famed Direct/Reflecting® sound, acoustically coupled 
full-range speakers, active equalization and flat power radiation, was 
a giant step in speaker design. 
The public responded with an unprecedented grand slam of 
rave reviews from top music and equipment critics around the world 
and enthusiastic feedback from thousands of new owners. 


Bose owners know that the 
difference between a fine ш] | 
sound system and a great one is - | 
their speakers. 
It all begins with the speakers. 
For detailed information on Bose 
901 and 501 Direct/Reflecting 
speakers, or a copy of the critical 
reviews of the 901, write us at Dept:B3 


То locate your nearest Bose dealer, call |5 
toll free, 800-447-4700. In Illinois, e 4 
сай 800-322-4400. Fem 


The Mountain, Framingham, Mass. 01701 


those exciting people who make life fun. 
and who give more to life than they tke 
from it," and this, basically, is Crcamer's 
view. “God, we liked that big son of a 
hitch,” said Waite Hoyt. No one can im- 
prove on that, 


MUSIC 


Before he traded in his horn on an 
IBM Selectric, way back in Texas, Staff 
Writer Laurence Gonzales worked the 
roadhouse circuit with Johnny Winter 
When he was in New York recently, Gon- 
ales caught Johnny at the Garden. Here's 
how il went: 

Johnny Winters long pink fingers open 
and close ay if he were consciously trviug 
to make a special pattern in the air, а 
pattern he cart quite get exactly righi 
His hands float above his lap to the level 
of his face, The fü 
cent—or lumine 1 ıo say 
which. A guitar | touched in his lap. 
He lets lus head hang forward, lets his 
Jong neck stick out. His hair falls across 
his chest, which is bare except where cov 
ered by а small silver vest. The strange 
fingers. like apparitions, move faster 
now and Johnny squints out the light 
He is composing music in bis head and 
it comes off the tips of his fingers 

No one is watchi The dressing 
room is jammed with noisy people in 
bizarre costumes—gitls in see-through 
clothing with loose breasts jiggling in- 
side, men in leather with jewels han 


agers move, manslu- 


all over them. The people are cating and 
drinking and talking—they аге caught 
up in the state of being in the same 
room with Johnny, who sits like some 
emaciated Zen idol, who looks as if he's 


been two years under a that rock. His 
beauty is metaphysical. He is a freak 
ey!" he hollers suddenly. “Гус got 
to try that new guitar!” And somebody is 
up and on top ob him, snatching the 
Stratocaster from his lap and Mindin 
him the "new" guitar. With no ampli- 
fier. Johnny plays barely audible notes 
the bright fingers disappearing now and 
then in a blur of motion. Jolmny is His 
tening to what he just wrote. 

1 used to play trumpet with Johnny in 
Houston, The last time I saw him before 
we were reunited in his dressing room 
was around 1068. He was not very well 
known outside the South, but to the 
people who worked with him he was a 
iius. Late one night, drinking 
F and riding in the front seat 
car with а poet named. P, S, Byers 
and Johnny, I listened to him talk about 
his girlfriend: "Man, pussy is so wonder- 
ful. It’s just so soft and—man!—you can 
just pu in it and touch it: 
oh, man!” He couldn't contain the mere 
thought of how happy it made him 
He stopped talking and grabbed 
head as if it were going to explode. 
Things got to him that way. He was like 
that about music. And I sar there that 


ITS OVER 4 GRAN 
BUT YOU GET 


WHAT YOU PAY FO 


Over $4,000 for a Volkswagen?** 
Sounds unbelievable. But then, so is 
Dasher. 

ABOUT 25 MILES TO THE GALLON*** 

With this kind of mileage, Dasher 
drivers aren't hurt as much by rising 
gasoline prices. So while others are 
counting out dollars at their local gas 
stations, Dasher drivers are zipping 
around town. (Dasher goes from 0 to 
50in only 8.5 seconds.) 

SEATS FIVE COMFORTABLY 

Saving money by riding in a car 
pool? Dasher gives you Big Car com- 
forts. Like wide doors that are easy to 
get through. And plenty of stretch-out 
room, so now you can be comfortable 
and still ride economically. 

17.3 CUBIC FOOT TRUNK. 

Even more Big Car extras. There's 
enough room in Dasher's trunk for two 
large suitcases, a suitbag, a couple 
of small suitcases, a briefcase, and 
plenty of small items that you couldn't 


cram into your bags. 
HOLDS THE ROAD 

Along with economy, you also want 
а car that’s easy to handle. We've got 
it. Dasher is specially designed and 
engineered to give you maximum con- 
trol while driving. Besides having front 
wheel drive and rack and pinion steer- 
ing. According to Imported Car Per- 
formance,**** "You get a rather 
amazing ride which would be hard to 
duplicate in a car that's 1,000 pounds 
heavier." (And it also lets you ses 
the road. Dasher's 26.9 square feet 
of window space gives you excellent 
visibility.) 

BIG CAR LUXURY 

We've mentioned it all before, but 
we'll say it again. With luxurious seats 
and built-in headrests. Plenty of leg 
room. Plus an incredibly smooth ride 
with superior handling. The only way 
you'll know that Dasher isn't a Big 
Luxury Car is when you look at its 


T / di 


sleek, compact design from the out- 
side. 

VW OWNER'S SECURITY BLANKET 

With the cost of living rising so 
sharply, who can afford car repairs? 
That's why Dasher comes with the 
Volkswagen Owner's Security Blanket 
—the most comprchensive coverage 
pian available. And also... 

COMPUTER ANALYSIS. 

So you'll be able to keep an eye 
on what's going on inside your car. 
Of course, like every Volkswagen, 
Dasher is made to be repaired easily. 
And amazingly, it only needs mainte- 
nance at 10,000 mile intervals. 

“А. МЕМ VOLKSWAGEN 
AS MODERN AS TOMORROW." ' 

That's exactly what Dasher is. The 
car that saves money on gas, upkeep, 
and all the problems of today. While 
still giving you the roominess and 
power that will be offered in the car of 
thefuture. 


DASHER® 


"Imported Car Perlormance, May 1974. 
covers shown are optional at exira cost. 
Science, February 1974. 


‘Dasher 2-Door Sedan $3875 suggested retail price. Local taxes and other dealer delivery charges additional. Wheel 
"Mileage based on German industry standards (DIN 70030). ****Imported Car Performance, May 1974. Popular 
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What Yashica means 
to the proud photographer 


Want to be just as proud of the pictures you 
take as you are of your family? You can if 
you own a Yashica electronic SLR. These 
cameras have amazing features. Like 

a transistorized computer brain. So you can 
take sharp, clear pictures and slides 
anywhere. Without any fuss. And never miss 
those "once in a lifetime shots" again. Our 
TL Electro-X and its budget priced brother the 
TL Electro (shown) аге waiting for you at 
your local Yashica dealer. 


4: VASHICA 


ELECTRONIC CAMERAS. 
22 Ses a whole new thing 


We put more into it, so you 
can get more out of it. 
The Maxell Ultra Dynamic Cassette. 


welded plastic shells popping open. Or plastic rollers jamming. 
Maxell Ога Dynamic cassettes eliminate these risks, We use tough machine screws to 
hold our shells together. Steel grips to keep our pressure pads in 
place. And steel pins to quide smocth roller action. 
Plus five seconds of measured, head-cleaning 
leader to begin every cassette. 
The tape in Maxell UCC cassettes is the best made. 
Itbrings out all the sound your equipment can produce 
=p to 22 000Hz high 
Ош UDC-46 is exactly as ong as the average Lp. No 
more blank ends. Cur other UDC cassettes are 60, 90 and maxell. 
120 minutes long Andyoucanfindthematbeter The answer to all your tape needs, 


audio shops now. 
ie Manel Corporation cl America, BOWest Commercial Avenue. Moorachie. NJ. 01074 


ng to the only 
gentle musician Td ever worked with 
ing that something good would 

happen to Johnny. something big and 
fine and sii 
And it did. And 1 watched as he slow- 

1у burned himself out with acid 

1 then coca 


rock bottom. About that 
was visiting Housto 
stopped by to see my brother Gi 
who'd played tenor with him. They 
went 10 ment Johnny was 
kee d Johnny laid open a medicine 
chest he carried with him. Inside were a 
paper of heroin, one of coke, some PCP, 
MDA, TH 1 
and a few assorted devices. "Меір," 
Johnny said, “we can shoot some ol this 
here smack or we сип snort some of 
this coke. Bu ип have апу of the 
h a big grin Thats 
Пе could hardly 
" And he 


te just Irom the thought 
of how good it was going to be. 

ar the end. Johnny 
went off до û hospital and we never ex- 
peaed to hear him And the 
strange thing tha the dressing 
room at the Garde 
ly made it all the way back. He'd gone lo 
the edge and looked over, amd where 
Hendrix and Joplin had fallen right in, 
Johnny'd somehow managed 10 come 
back from the dead. And i 
looki ill the world like a ghost o 


bon and ging g to go on 
was filled. I 
people's faces, 
And all 
Quialude, T 
nal, Seconal. downers. I mean to say, you 
could have gone up to any one of those 
people and solen his appendix amd he 
wouldn't have known it. And they wer 
kids, 14, 18, 20, 


es down to about 
10. A demented crowd, 1 couldn't 
figure what drew d d of people to 
Johnny, i 


kids 
door 
have 


id "for the psychological effect,” he 
4 with a soft, fluent Cajun accent. 
There is something truly thrcatei 
abou a single black glove. Т guess tha 
what movies will do to your sense of pro- 


portion. Except for that glove, you'd 
never have noticed him ший he ded 
Johnny to the stage. 

Johnny well to start 


with, because O. and that 


JUSTERINI 


Jinge Bats E 


(Sing it our way And make your Christmas merrier) 
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86 Proof Blended Scotch Whisky © 1974 Paddington Corp., М.Ү. 
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With De Kuyper 


everything goes. 


De Kuyper 
Blackberry Flavored 
Brandy 


De Kuyper 
Creme de Cacao 


aluet 
Jaha ا‎ 


SUE ] 
Deut 


) CREME ae ОАО? 


Add equal parts De Kuyper Blackberry Brandy, De Kuyper Creme de 
Cacao and cream. Shake with ice. Strain into cocktail glass. It goes to- 
gether like moonlight and romance. 


For more things that go great with De Kuyper, send for our 128 page Cordial Cookbook Мат 
50е (check or money order). your name and address to: De Kuyper Cookbook W. Вох 3432 
Grand Central Station. NY. NY. 10017 


Bracancity FovoreaBranoy, 10 Prt, Creme бе Cacao, Proc. Procucis ct USA, Jona е Kuyper Sor. NY NY. 


means that in the irises of his eyes there's 
almost no pigment, the coloring that 
normally screens light coming into the 
retina and keeps you from being blinded 
every time you look at something. 
Now Johnny's eyes are getting even 


worse, Almost like a blind person, Johnny 
curt sec. Unlike а blind person. who 
lives in a world of gray or darkness, 
Johnny lives in ihe center of one great 
whitehot flash, His world is on fire with 
light. People glow and shimmer in it like 
а sunspot on a photograph. So when he 
geo ou the маре under half а million 
саше power of stage light, he just give: 
up any attempt to see what's happening 
1 he plays, he wails in a void where 
other sounds—other musicians play 
are his only points of relerence 

The downed-out kids haul up close to 
the stage and scream at him with love, 
with demented, slowmotion hysteria 
From the upper balconies, bottles and 
cherry bombs and strings of Chinese fire- 
crackers float down. some landing on the 
sage and detonating there. Johnny 
cranks up amd tries to outdo those 
sounds. You can see the crowd surging 
like a very drunken man's body will be- 
lore he gets sick. Johnny's white-heat de 
lirium screens it all out and he keeps 
on playing. And maybe that’s it. Maybe 
these embalmed kids come to hear and 
see Johnny because anything less intense 
would never penetrate their Quaülude 
haze. In а sleep that deep, it takes some 
п. Maybe it 
t to get through to the dead. 


MOVIES 


A former SS officer and the girl he 
lelt behind—as a prisoner in a Nazi con- 
centration camp come together for a 
weird reunion in Vienna in The Night 
Porter, The year is 1957. Keeping a low 
profile, the SS man works nights in an 
elegant hotel and spends his spare time 
with a band of underground. Nazi freaks, 


BRYLCREEM EXPLAINS THE DIFFERENCE: 


BETWEEN 
THE SHORT HAIR 
THAT WENT AWAY. 


Just a few years ago, "short" 
meant short. 

A neck as hairless as a 

tile wall. 
Totally visible ears 

Sideburns? Never. 

There was a special 
way of grooming short hair then, based on 
Brylcreem. 

A little # dab held your hair in place, perfectly. 

Brylcreem helped create the short-hair look of the 
narrow tie years. And we're proud of it; it was a great way 
tolook—in 1962. 

Now, short hair is coming back. But 1962 is not. We 
want to acquaint you with the New Short Hair. 

(Let's face it: you knew short hair was coming back the 
day your Uncle Sid bought a hot comb.) 

The New Short Hair is different from the old short hair. 

There's more of it—no bare neck, no stick-out ears. But it's 
all short —about the same length all over your head. And 
loose-looking. Here's how you get it. 

Ask your barber to scissor your hair—no clippers—to a 
length of about an inch on top and in back, graduating to 
about an inch and a half in front and on the sides. 

Around the neck and ears hair should be left shaggy 
enough so that it will still meet your collar and the tops 
of your ears. 


-- AND 
THE SHORT HAIR 
THAT'S COMING 
BACK. 


y^ NM JH. 2 
Trim your sideburns slightly, to the middle of your ears. 
Now you have only two problems to cope 
with: fuzziness and dryness. 
In no time short hair can look like 
sunburned straw. It needs frequent 
conditioning. 
Re-enter Brylcreem, the conditioning hairdressing. 
Half of what used to be called “a little dab” can fight 


fuzziness and dryness while giving 
you the healthy, conditioned look 
ihe New Short Hair needs. 


Massage in well, especially 
after shampooing. Now, comb, 
following the natural growth 
pattern of your hair, Part it 
or not. 

The New Short Hair. 

It's easy to take care of 
It's easy looking. Brylcreem 
believes it's the 


Е 


hair you'll be е 2 
living with for Brylcreem я 
along time group. 

to come. 5 


We've come a long way since "a little dab'll do ya” 
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4outof 5 
айак tumtables 
sold in Britain are BSR. 


More automatic turntables 
sold in the U.S. are BSR than 
all other brands combined. 


9 out of 10 
automatic turntables 


sold in Japan are BSR. 


The fact EE 


Шен E 


in the world are BER McDONALD 


Zodiac SST Astrographi 
The most accurate 

dot in the world. 

The most exciting 
watch you can wear. 


A watch so advanced you can see, 
feel, and hear the difference. 

To start with, no hands. 

Two revolving satellites and 
a fiery-red moon tell you the 
hour, minute and seconds. 

Listen, and you'll hear the 
famous Zodiac Swiss 17 jewel 
SST (Split Second Timing) 
movement. 

Guaranteed* not to lose or 
gain more than a minute each 
month. 

Achoice of men's and ladies’ 
styles, Self-winding, stainless 
steel or 18K gold electroplate 
cases with stainless steel backs. 

Automatic calendar with push 
button date changer, Shock and water 
resistant. Priced from $155. 
Model shown, $175. 

For more information, write to: 
Zodiac, Dept. L, 1212 Avenue of the 
Americas, New York City 10036. 


who espiate their sins through а kind of 
group th mock 
ally ending 


s. usu: 
in acquittal. The porter's psy 
up is blown. of co 


by the arrival of the chic youn 
presently married to an American sy 
phony conductor, whom he instantly rec 
ognizes as the teenaged sex object he 
recruited for sadistic lun and games dur 
ing those long cold nights in camp. I 
vou expect for a m that Night Porte 
is a drama of confrontation built on the 
sccusaband-denial format, p " 
Instead of exposing her onetime ior- 
the [айу reveals a sneaky. lin 
fondness for v 


ous forms ol 


bond. 


—and before you can. say “Siew 
Auld la slaps 
her around, throws her to the foor, and 
their deadly love-hate relationship is on 


Neil” өг“ syne.” the por 


Spelled ош with frequent fash 
backs by айап writer-divector Liliana 
Gavani—a lady whose curious percep 
lions place her well bevond the main 
stream of the women's lib. movement— 


this Anglo production bears. а 
superficial resemblance w Last Tango in 
Paris, which 


кло make й а comer 
sation piece. Dirk Bosnde and Charlone 
Rampling play the odd couple with hyp 


notic intensity and are Liscinating to 
watch, even when Cavanis shambl 
drami of sexual ambivalence lx 
crumble around them. Murky 
tions and Gedibility gaps make the movie 


is ло 
motive 


unsitistying, as if a capricious editor had 
removed whole scenes in order 10 be sure 
the final ellect would remain v апу 
and elliptical. One is left with the. dis- 
turbing suspicion that nothing at all has 
heen said. or said clearly enough to put 
comparisons with Tango on solid ground. 


Night Porter's chick attractions are an 
cerie and pervasive sense of evil com 
bined with the shock value of scenes 
depicti 


sodomy, sadomasochism and а 


creepy moment in which the 55 master 
gives his toy mistress the gilt of a fellow 
prisoner s head, neatly boxed, Yech 


labs phenomenal Federico Fellini 
makes movies the way Picasso painted 
pictures or, Бецег yet, the way the great- 
est poets reduce а universal human truth 
g pase. Images all 
aquiver with елау humor and compas- 


to опе gliste 


sion are Fellini's novso-secret weapons, 


and in Amererd which means “Î re- 


dialect. Tue y—he has 
table dream ma 
chine hom memories of his boyhood in 
Rimini some 40 years 


one s Stormy Weather and fascism 


member" in 


constructed an unte 


. when every 


came gilt wrapped as an Italian-style 
New Deal. But 
politics, it is about Ше itself, with the 


accent on youth 


Amarcord is not about 


more or less as seen 
ged boy named 
yed Ьу 


through the eyes of a teen 


Bruno 


Tina (marvelously pl 
Zanin, as a kind of sandin for Fellini 
msell), plus a middleaged narrator 


December 25, 1974 


(As if you needed an excuse to be generous.) 


JOHNNIE WALKER BLACK LABEL 12 YEAR OLD BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY, 86.8 PROOF. BOTTLED IN SCOTLAND. IMPORTEO BY SOMERSET IMPORTERS, LTD., N.Y. 
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The Mercedes-Benz 450SL. 
Spoil yourself. 


Thisis no conventional 2-seater. 
It's a Mercedes-Benz. So, you 
expect the extraordinary. You 
won't be disappointed. 


"Technological triumphs are the 
norm in sporting automobiles. Un- 
fortunately, the same cannot be 
said for creature comforts. Happily, 
the 450SL breaks this convention. 

Standard equipment includes 
electric windows, air conditioning, 
power-assisted steering and brakes, 
automatic transmission—even a 
central locking system. 


Presence...and 
split personality 
This extraordinary au- 
tomobile has an undeniable 
presence. Апа а split personality. 

With the convertible top in 
place, it takes on the lean look of a 
jet aircraft. With the removable 
hardtop on, instant coupe. With 
no top, the outdoors is yours. Prac- 
tically three automobiles in one. 

The no-gimmick styling is an 
exercise in function.The crisp lines 
of the rear deck accommodate your 
golf bag and enough luggage and 
miscellaneous gear for a holiday for 
two without difficulty. 


Pure pleasure 


Women who hate cramped sports 
cars will appreciate the ease of 
entry and exit of a 450SL. Whether 
in evening dress or a brief skirt, 
ladies remain ladies. 

Orient yourself in the cockpit. 
Tailor the height and back angle of 
a formfitting seat to your body. Turn 
the key. 
Listen. 


There isn't another 
engine in the world like this alloy 
4.5-liter, fuel-injected, overhead 
cam V-8 which powers the 450SL. 
A special 3-speed automatic trans- 
mission was designed to comple- 
ment it. Shift it through the gears 
manually or let it do the changing 
automatically. The choice is yours. 
Now challenge your favorite 
stretch of country road. Feel how a 
separate suspension system for each 


wheel mates the standard radial 

tires to the road. Marvel at the road 

feel the variable-ratio, servo-assisted 

stecring transmits. And drive secure 

in the knowledge that a double- 
circuit, 4-wheel disc braking system 

is at your disposal. 


Performance and mileage 


One more thing. You can enjoy the 


precision and response of 
2 — cll а 45051. 


— 


without 
the annoyance 
of frequent fuel stops. 
Its efficient engine and 
generous 23.8-gallon fuel tank 
combine to give the 450SL well 
over 300 miles of cruising range. 
And even then, you will still have 
a comfortable fuel reserve. Perform- 
ance and mileage. Another truly 
remarkable automobile 
from Mercedes-Benz. 
The 450SL. Try one. Go 
ahead. Spoil yourself. 


Mercedes-Benz 


Engineered like no other car 
in the world. 


80 years ago 2 -Beniamino Cribari 
made a mellow wine just for family & friends. 


Nothing’ changed. 
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Litronix calculators: 
If yours gets it before you get it, 
the guarantee still works. 


Unconditionally. 


Whether Santa brings the 
Litronix 2220 calculator with 
Full Accumulating Memory, the 
2240 Scientific, or our brand 
new 2260 with Exponential 
Notation, you'll be filled with 
holiday cheer to know that 
every Litronix calculator 
comes with something no 
other calculator offers а 
unique T-year unconditional 
guarantee 


So remember When you re 
looking for a sturdy, practical 
gift that can handle a hard 
knock as well as a gitt wrap. give 
Litronix. The calculators you can 
count on. Unconditionally 


Free Personalized 
Calculator Offer. 

As a special Christmas gift with 
the purchase ot anv calculator 
in our 2200 line. we'll give vou a 


What it means is this: If a handsome bronze plate you can have per- 
pooch hounds your gift. Or if your kids sonalized any way vou like. Its free! And 
blow it up with their new Christmas chem- only from Litronix. 


istry set. No matter what. If any accident e ° 
renders your new Litronix inoperable, we'll I NIX 
From $29.95 


replace it, free. No questions asked 


AAI 


Д ЭЭХ УМХ 
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COLOGNE 


Chanel For Men Cologne 6.50 to 9.00, Spray Cologne 9.00, 
After Shave 5.50 to 8.00, After Shave Balm 6.50 


The word is "GIVE." Give a 
friend a subscription to OUI. It's 
better for him than a puppy— 
he won't have to teach it to 

sit, and we'll bet it will keep 

him just as warm. It's easy to 

do. Simply send us a check for 


$10 and we'll send your friend a 
year of OUI. Be sure to include 
his name and address, and send 
your check to: 


919 N. Michigan Ave. 
Chicago, Illinois 60611 


who addresses the audience with un- 
abashed nostalgia, rather like the stage 
manager in Thornton Wilders classic 
Our Town. In tone not so different 
either, from the lyric exuberance of 
Dylan Thomas’ Under Milk Wood. Ew 
erything that occurs in Tite's world in 
the course of a year or so becomes fixed 
in cternity once Fellini has waved his 
wand over it, transforming the seemingly 
common growing pains of a lusty ado 
lescent boy, hounded by priests and par 
ents, into a child's garden of sex and 
inarticulate romantic longings. A major 
part of Fellini's genius must be his un- 
Gunny ability to look at any subject, how 
ever decadent on the surface, with the 
wonder and innocence of youth. And this 
asset lends a fairy-tale quality to Amar 
cord, whether Titta is recalling communal 
jerk-offs, hysteri fights, his 
mother's death or a hilarious and oddly 
touching sequence about his mad Uncle 
Teo—who is taken out of the asylum for 
a Sunday picnic and straight: climbs 
a псе, yelling to high heaven that he 
ants а woman. Not surprisingly, women 
figure large in the fantasies of every red 
Blooded Italian ragazzo. and the sex syn- 
bols here range from Jean Harlow and 
Ginger Rogers at the local cinema to 
a deranged neighborhood slut named 
Volpina: from a sumptuous manicurist 
ned Gradisca (Magali Noël lends her 
stunning presence to the role) who is 
generally treated as one of Rimini's pub 
lic treasures, to a huge blonde at the 
tobacco shop. whose ridiculously ample 
bosom presents the first great (and finally 
insurmountable) challenge to Titta’s 
nhood. Such rollicking sequences are 
anced by the sly delicacy of Gradisca's 
wedding—which somehow marks the end 
of innocence for Tita and his friends— 
and the epic rhythm of a day when the 
whole town puts out to sea in small boats 
to hail The Rex, a great ocean liner 
passing that way. What the hell, why not 
just say it: Fellini's golden pastiche of 
time remembered is a terwork, a cor 
nucopia abrim with things to amare and 
gratify any moviegocr still capable of 
responding to priceless sonnets in an age 
dominated by the slam-bang, sledge- 
hammer school of cinema. 


Speaking of sledge hammers. Crude 
and crazy, and rowdy as а barroom brawl, 
The Longest Yard has Burt. Reynolds plow- 
ing into an explosive charge of the stuff 
that makes surefire hits—a ragged ode 
to the underdog. belted out as if scena 
rist Tracy Keenan. Wynn had written it 
with brass knuckles. Director Robert 
Aldrich is an expert at this Dirty Dozen 
kind of caper, though Longest Yard de- 
scribes the low jinks of an Awful Eleven 
football team made up of thieves, killers 
and rapists—thut takes the field against a 
semipro squad of sadistic prison guards. 
The humor throughout has about as 
much subtlety as a knee in the groin but 


Tough enough to take good taste wherever you go. 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. ел, m 3. atrnouas товассо со 
20 mg."tar", 1.3 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette, FTC Report МАВ. 74. 
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THE WORLD AS LEROY NEIMAN 


No C.O.D orders, please. 

Playboy Club credit keyholders may 
charge to their Key (please include 
Key number with order.) 

"Illinois residents, please include 
5% tax. 


SEES IT. 


in LeRoy Neiman: Art & 
Life Style. In this superla- 
tive selection of Neiman's 
finest works are 350 repro- 
ductions, 300 in full color. 
Plus informative insights 
into the man behind the art 
by the artist himself. It's 
a valuable addition to 
every collection. From 
Playboy Preferred, for 
$35* plus $1.96 shipping 
and handling. 

LeRoy Neiman: Art & Life 
Siyle is yours to read and 
enjoy for two weeks with- 
out obligation. If at the end 
of that time you aren't 
completely delighted, sim- 
ply return the book for full 
credit or refund. Send 
check or money order to: 


Playboy Preferred 

Playboy Building, Dept. PM53 
919 N. Michigan Ave. 
Chicago, Illinois 60611 


The Six-Function Corvus Calculator 

Does It All... 

* adds, subtracts, multiplies, divides, 
finds the square root anc calculates 
percentages 

* performs mixed calculations 

With These Special Features... 

• eight digits and sign display 

* automatic constant 

* floating decimal 

e true credit balance 


Its compact and fully portable with its own carrying case, battery pack 
and recharger adapter. The Corvus Calculator makes math no problem at 
all! Just $39.95*, plus $2.35 for shipping and handling. (Total $42.30*) 
The Corvus Calculator is yours to use and enjoy for two weeks without 
obligation. If at the end of 14 days you aren't completely satisfied, just 
return the Calculator and receive a full refund or credit. Send check or 


money order to: 


BQUINOXK 


Equinox Marketing Services, Inc., Dept. PM54 


919 N. Michigan Ave. 
Chicago, III. 60611 


No. C.O.D. orders, please. Playboy Club credit keyholders may charge to 
their Key (please include Key number with order). 


*Illinois residents please add 5% tax 


EARTH negative heel shoes 


are sold only at Earth shoe 
stores їп these cities. 


For the address consult your 


phone directory. 
Arizona... 
California..... 
Hermosa Beach 
Laguna Beach 
Palo Alto 
San Francisco 
Santa Ana 
Santa Barbara 
Westwood 
Colorado... Boulder 
Connecticut. .. Hartford 
New Haven 
District of Columbia 
Washington, D.C. 
Florida ............................ Gainesville 
North Miami Beach 
South Miami 
Georgia Atlanta 
Illinois ..... ....Chicago 
Indiana... Bloomington 
Louisiana .New Orleans 
Massachusetts. Amherst 
Cambridge 
Апп Arbor 
Birmingham 
..Minneapolis 
Kansas City 
New Jersey Princeton 
New York......... New York 
Buffalo 
Garden City 
Huntington 
Southampton 
North Carolina ................Chapel Hill 
Charlotte 
Ohio. .....Cleveland Heights 
Columbus 
Pennsylvania............... Allentown 
Philadelphia 
Pittsburgh 
Tennessee ..... ........Knoxville 
Memphis 
Texas... „Austin 
Dallas 
Utah... ...Salt Lake City 
Vermont... Burlington 
Washington „Seattle 


Madison 


CANADA 
„Montreal 


...... Toronto 
EUROPE 

Denmark... .....Copenhagen 

Germany... Munich 


If there is no store in your area, write 
to Earth shoe, Dept. P D, 251 Park Ave- 
nue South, New York, New York 10010 
and we will send you a brochure that 
explains how to order the Earth" brand 
shoe by mail. 


3 
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We're making our shoes 


Who ever heard of standing 
in line for a pairof shoes? 


We're amazed. Really 
amazed. At first people. 
called our EARTH * brand 
negative heel shoes strange 
and ugly. And now they re 
standing in linetogetthem. 

And while the ends of 
the lines are waiting to get 
intoour stores. the begin- 
ningsof the lines are buy- 
ing up all of our shoes. 

Of course we always 
knew Earth" shoes were 
a great invention. And 
we knew people would 
love them. But we had 
no idea the word would 
spread so fast. 


It all started with 
Anne Kalsi 

It started in Denmark 
17 years ago, when Anne 
Kalso had the idea forthe/? 
negative heel shoe. A 
shoe with the heel lower 
than the toe. 

‘The concept was that 
these shoes would allow 
you to walk naturally. Like 
when you walk barefoot in 
sand and your heel sinks 
down lower than your toes.) 
Anne was convinced that | 
this is the natural way the 
body is designed to walk. 
And that this shoe would 


Our shoes are sold at stores ti 


w 
with vour entire. 
body. 

Soshe worked 
for 10 years re 
fining every deli 
cate adjustment. 
Until finally they 
were perfected. 

The shoe 
that works with 
your body. 

And the result 
was the Earth 
shoe. The shoe 
that's not just for 
your feet. 

Not only is the heel 
lower than the toe, but the 
entire sole is molded in a 
very special way. This. 
allows you to walk in 
gentle rolling motion. And 
to walk casily and com- 
fortably on the hard, jar 
ring cement of our cities. 

Even the sh of the 
Earth shoe is different. 

and the toes are wide 

to keep vour toes 
from being 
cramped or 
squashed 


Now everybody 
wants them. 
So you started 
buying them. You 
told your friends 
about them. And they 
told their friends. 
Until finally its 
happened. Now you 
want them fast 
| than we can make 
| them 
j Mtakes time to 
make a good shoe. 
4 hnegative heel 
shoes take ume tomake 
Ofcourse we could 
| knock them out fast, by 


leaving 

outa lot 

of important 
features. Or by 

not paying attention to 
quality, But then it 
wouldn't be the Earth 
brand shoe. 


Lowering the heel 
isnt enough. 
We knew we had a good 
idea. And we knew others 
would try to imitate 
us by making negative 
heel shoes too, 
But just because a 
ў shoe looks like ours 
doesn't mean it works 
like ours. 
The 10 years that 
\ went into perfecting 
the Earth shoe are very 
important, We have 
many, many features 
built into our shoes to 
make them work, And 
that is why they are 
patented. 
jo to be sure you're 
getting the Earth neg- 
ative heel shoe, look on 
the sole for our Earth 
trademark, and U.S. pat- 
ent number 3305947. 


They're worth 
ing for. 


Please bepatient. We're 
sending out more and 
more shoes to our stores 


To yet un ideu of how the 
EARTH shoe works, stand 
barefoot with your toes ир 
on а hook. Feel what Û 


begins to happen i 


ihat sell only the EARTH shoe. For a list of these stores please see the facing page. 


The EARTH® shoe comes 
in styles formen and women 
from open sandals to high 
boots. From $23.50 to 
$42.50. Prices slightly 
higher in 
the west. 


every month. And 
if they've run out of 
your size or style. 
they'll have it soon. 

And when you do try 
them, you'll see, perhaps 
Torthe first time in your. 
life, what it's like to walk. 
more gracefully, naturally 
and comfortably. 

And. believe us, thai 
worth waiting for. 


EARTH is the registered. 
trademark of Kalso Systemet. 
luc. for its negative heel shoes 
and other products 


PLi 
Anne Kalse. 


Inventor of the EARTH' 
negative heel shoe. 


©1974 Keg Systemen le 
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To a vodka drinker, 
happiness is smoothness. 
Smooth mixing. 

Smooth tasting. 

And smooth going down. 


Gordon's is the vodka 
with the Patent on 
smoothness. 


That’s why Gordon's is the Happy Vodka. 
So make it Gordon's. And make it happy. 


80 PROOF. DISTILLED FROM GRAIN. GORDON'S DRY GIN CO., LTD., LINDEN, N.J. 


is good gut-level entertainment for audi- 
ences unlikely to savor the scrimmages of 


guys like Bergman and Fellini. Reynolds 
ind 


plays а former profootball С 
Most Valuable Player named Crew 
once known as Wrecking Crewe but an 
outcast from the sports world after he 
began to shave points for easy money 
(He needed the 
operation lor his old 
a cellmate—none te 
Burt at least manages not to laugh out 
loud during thi ely scene of a 
movie that doesn't waste a helluva lot 
acter developm 
is now serving time for lesser 
mult and resisting arrest, for 
mple) and pitting his gridiron skills 
ainst the warden (Eddie Alber), the 
guards and The System. “АП 1 want to 
do is survive," he says prior to a big 
touchdown finale that separates the good 
guys from the bad guys оп both sides of 
the prison bars, just as you'd expect. 
Anitra Ford and Bernadette Peters add 
decorative touches (with Peters in espe- 
cially good form as the warden's ravenous 


yet 


secretary, who has her own little con 
games going) to Aldrich's free-for-all, 
parts of which were filmed within the 
walls of Georgia State Prison. At be 

movie onc can enjoy without actu 


ally admiring it much, like junk food or 
pulp fiction, 


nt, and gen- 
prime exam- 
ple lost in the shullle 
Escape to Nowhere (alas, cven the tule 
sounds pretty routine in English) is j 

са bright 
ler. built 


the charismatic 
presence. of ura, a Europe: 
superstar in the Jean Gab 
Tracy tradition. Ventura plays a kid- 
naped Soviet physicist who is actually a 
Frenchman by birth (prior 10 another 
kidnapi the Russians, as part of the 
intern: i m) and whose 
work with the energy-producing. proper 
ties of sea happens to be of keen 
interest ta British Intelligence. Never 
ind the scientific data, since it’s clear 
the first reel that Ventura wouldn't 


ALL PURE WOOL 


A world of color and coordination, exclusive fabrics and designs, and the natural quality of the ultimate: 100% virgin wool. There's no place quite like it 


'om our Pacesetter ter, $18 50, slacks, $35 For further information 
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King George IV 
The Scotch the 


Scots cant get at 
the price you pay. 


You'd pay more for superior 
quality King George IV Scotch 
in Edinburgh than you do in 
New York. And you'd pay dollars 
more for it in Buenos Aires, or 

Paris, or Mexico City or 
wherever in the world people 

| appreciate and drink great 

I premium Scotch. 

| King George IV Scotch may 

| possibly bethe last value in the 

whole civilized world. It's the 

only premium Scotch that 

costs less herethan there. 
Don't ask why. Enjoy it. 
Now, while you can. 


It costs less here 
than in Scotland. 


100% BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKIES 80 PROOF. SOLE DISTRIBUTORU SA MUNSON SHAWCO, NEW YORK, N.Y. 


know a Bunsen burner from a sca bass. 
Derringdo is his specialty, and writer 
director Claude Pinoteau (with a script 
coauthored by Jean-Loup Dabadie) has 
him plunged across the map from France 
to Switzerland. hotly pursued by Soviet 
K.G.B. killers, because he informed on 
their undercover agents in London as 
part of a deal to keep the British from 
executing him. Ventura's principal stops 
abroad involve a famous Russian con 
ductor whose musical scores are heavily 
coded, and allow time for a brief, beauti 
fully muted visit with an cs-wile (marvel 
ous Lea Massari). more or less 
happily married to someone else. Corny 
as it seems to invoke the name of Hitch- 
cock when checking the achievement 
level of any movie calculated to t 
high suspense, Escape is a finely crafted 
work that might elicit a low whistle of 
admiration from the old master himself 


now 


Mere mention of 
tary about the war in Vietnam is w 
doubtedly an invitation to apathy— 
though the most hardened heats and 
closed minds will certainly be penet 
by Hearts ond Minds, if ever the Ame 
public gets а chance to see it, A cause 
this year's Cannes Film Fes. 
tival, the movie has since been stalled in 
complex litigation between Columbia. 
Pictures, as the distributor, and the inde- 
pendent company backing director Peter 
Davis (best known for that corrosive TV 
documentary The Selling of the Penta- 
gon). Hearts and Minds became further 
buried in controversy when syndicated 
criticcolumnist Rex Reed touted it in a 
blistering piece that his New York Daily 
News editors refused t0 print. The movie, 
God help it, is a strong, shocking and de 
fiantly one-sided view of America’s role in 
a disastrous. military Davis 
es overboard here and there with ir 
levant asides; using а football coach's 
getoutthere-and-kill’em-boys pep talk 
to illustrate the American way of vio- 
lence, for example, doesn't prove a thing 
that couldn't be proved just as easily by 
spying on a Brazilian soccer team in its 
locker room. But neither сап a few lapses 
wipe out die movie's withering truth, seen 
in filmed interviews with Daniel Ells 
berg (who is moved to tears) or George S. 
Patton (boasting of his troops as “a 
bloody good bunch of killers") or Gen 
eral Westmoreland (coming on right after 
the bereaved and weeping father of a 
North Vietnamese child killed in a 
bombing raid, to repeat his bland, facile 
assertion that “The Oriental doesn't put 
the same high price on life as does a West 
cerner"). From photography done over a 
two-year period on both sides of the 
battle lines, Davis collected some horrific 
testimony with pictures to match, Among 
the unforgettably chilling sequences is 
two nude, callow young GIs 
bedding "gook" girls im a Vietnamese 
brothel—and another of a returned 


another. docume 


adventure. 


one of 


4149-06 Pine* 


2746-66 Antique Wbite* 


The gift that starts your love nest 


Give your playmate — the one you sure to find the one that's right for 
plan to marry — something that will her. From about $100 to $200. For 
get things going for folders of chests and 
the two of you. Like other Lane furniture 
a Lane Love Chest. ® send 25¢ to The 
It’s the gift that Lane Co., Inc., Dept. 
starts the home. We K12, Altavista, Va. 
make more than 24517. In Canada, 
100 styles, so you’re Love Chests Knechtel Кит. Ltd. 


For Love Chest dealer, phone free: 800-243-6000 (In Conn., 1-800-882-6500) 


Chest above, No. 4114-23 Oak* 
*Veneered, **Simulated wood carvings, 


2741-22 Pine" 
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шыл е шк це ы 
autiful country, "except for the 
people.” Shame is the only civilized r 
nse to this indictment, which deserves 
n sick to death 


he all-American boys who have been 
alized du de- 
picted as sadistic, triggerhappy civilians 
in Open Season, a despicable little shocker 
about three apparently normal family 
men on their ing 
trip—wîth a live, kidnaped couple they 
have picked for big game. Peter Fonda, 
John Phillip Law and Richard Lynch 
play the hunters—a trio you would hard- 
ly think capable of any crime worse thi 
rape—while Cornelia Sharpe and Albert 
Mendoza portray the chosen victims, an 
illicit pair slipping off to Canada on a 
holiday Irom their respective mates. Open 
Season is a variation on the theme of The 
Tenth Man and а handful of previous 
suspense classics, and director Peter Col- 
on keeps it tighter than a cocked 
pistol until the closing scenes—wh 
William Holden reappears to polish off 
his cameo role 
donc. By then, of course, enough blood 
has been spilled to satisfy an audience's 
sest human instincts. Your average 
neighborhood sadist should love 
minute of it, since there is little sh: 
or subilety in the movie's portrait of man 
as a cruel. cunning and treacherous beast. 
Though they exude a kind of snaky fas 
cination, hunters and victims alike are 
viewed with total contempt by Collinson 
(abetted by scenarists David Osborn and 
Charles Williams), who goes for the 
iking deadly murder look like 
dy new outdoor sport for people 
who get off on gore 


every 


Amid a bumper crop of minor horrors 
Tor the holiday season, Craze stands out 
as a star-studded example of the terrible 
things actors are compelled to do just to 
pick up a little spending money. Veteran 
movie nce plays an 
antique dealer with black witchcraft as 
a side line. His murderous deeds—he is 
fond of impaling people—invite the con- 
cern (to put it mildly) of such personages 
as Dame Edith Evans, Trevor Howard, 
Hugh Grithth, Michael Jayston, Jule Ege 

nd Suzy Kendall. There's also а disarm- 

ing bit by former British sex symbol 
апа Dors, an overblown blonde who 
operates at gale force one of 
ce's alibis and has conceded пагу 
an inch in her compet th the late 
Marilyn Monroe. Though Craze is cer- 
tifiable lunacy, the British appear to have 
a soft spot for this brand of elegant, semi 
literate wash. 


Homebodies is an oftbeat American-made 
shocker about six senior citizens who are 


being dispossessed from а beloved old 
brownstone in the name of progress. They 
decide to fight back by bumping off con- 
struction men, social workers, а building 
tycoon—and ultimately one another, 
since a couple of the group seem a mite 
absent-minded. Ruth McDevitt, lan 
Wolfe, Paula Trueman and a band of 
apable character actors are employed by 
director Larry Yust in a freak show at 
least as macabre as What Ever Happened 
to Baby Janc? and occasionally as zany 
as Arsenic and Old Lace. Though awk- 
ward and overdone at times, Homebodies 


may haunt you, if only for a bizarre scene 
n which several eccentric old charmers 
dispose of a builder—alive and 

ing—by burying him in a block of his 
de all 


own cement, 
for geriatrics. 


lds up to a bad day 


nong women film mak- 


A queen bee 
ers, Italian writer-director Lina Wert- 
muller is quickly working her way to 
the top echelons, where male supremacy 
has seldom been questioned, Her prize- 
winning but overpraised Love and An- 
archy opened in the U.S. this year, 
followed by The Seduction of Mimi—: 

r and much superior work, again 
starring Giancarlo Giannini, who has en 
deared himself to European audiences as 
а schlemiel hero on the order of an 1 
ian-style George Segal or Elliot. Gould. 


chieftains at clection time. In the factory 
town of Turin, he becomes a union 
metulworker and ardent Comm 
tles down wi beautiful left-wing 
(Mariangela Melato). who bears him a 
son, and gets along fine until his bosses 
transer him to a branch near his home 
town. Mimi describes with hil. 
compassion how sex, pride, provinci 
ignorance, economic necessity and the 
strains of a double life between his 
wife and mistress ultimately transform 
the militant Communist into a company 
man, who learns to liv у 
but has a harder time living with himself. 
Though Wertmuller's style is rollicking 
and unstructured to the point of chaos, 
she obviously knows her characters. One 


crucl and bawdy episode has Mimi, en 
raged to find his wife made pregnant by 

revenue officer, setting off to revenge 
himself by performing the same stud 
service on the officer's wile, The signora 
turns out to be a beefy mother of fi 
bambini, with a large wart on her cheek 
To his horror, she agrees to let Mimi 
make her pregnant, a challenge roughly 
comparable to launching a sexual assault 
on a carload of pasta. If a male director 
had filmed such  sidesplittingly funny 
love scenes with a lady's mottled bottom 
as the butt of the joke, angry feminists 
would have wanted him tarred and 
feathered, or worse. 

The Ro Expeditions is a documentary ac- 
count of two transatlantic voyages by c 
plorer Thor Heyerdahl (of Kon-Tiki) in 
1969 and 1970. The Ra I sank at sea, 
though Heyerdahl and his crewmen were 
rescued. А year later, the Ra И sailed 
successfully from Morocco to Barbados, 
lending credence to Heyerdahl's theory 
that primitively hand-wrought papyrus 
boats may h icd sailors of ancient 
terrancan civilizations hom Afri 
10 the New World. How replicas of such 
boats were built, d and buffeted by 


conviction is an enthralling sag: 
but not quite so enthralling as the Kon- 
Tiki film. perhaps because the buoy 
Kon-Tiki crew iure time to 
fiddle with thei . Or it could be 
that a cumulat of déjà vu sets in 
alter a slew ol kindred contemporary 
movies about heroic adventures by land. 
sea and air. 


Graphics designer Saul Bass, famed for 
his imaginative movie titles (Anatomy of 
a Murder and Psycho are memorable ex- 
amples), has mounted Phase IV, his direc 
torial debut in full-length features, with 
a strictly personal emphasis on visual 
splash—as if credits for а whole string 
of science-fiction epics were going to be 
superimposed on the film at some later 
date. The movie looks fabulous to а 
fault, all but glutted with striking images 
and incredible closevp photography ol 
insects, Dramatically, however, its 
stonedead effort to squeeze “ecological 
suspense" from that overworked war- 
with-the-ants shtick (which was done ber 
ter in a dated sci-fi shocker called Them. 
still clacking around on your TV-movie 
schedules). Phase I's cosmic climax is 
a direct steal from Space Odyssey: 2001 
but rings hollow, despite noble efforts by 


desperate timetable in their futu 
desert fort, with Lynne Frederick as the 
lovely, ple refugee from the last 
big ant attack, Handling real actors and 
dialog— particularly the simplistic d 
in Mayo Simon's screenplay—does not 
seem to be Bas's strong point. 
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е аба 
What? Sip Bacard 
Sure. And what a pleasant surprise you're 
infor. 

You'll see what Bacardi rum tastes like all 
by itself—very mild flavor, dry (which means 
not sweet), and delightfully smooth. 

'That's why a lot of people prefer their 
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When It Comes 
to Your Slacks... 


THE NAME 
OF THE GAME 
IS THE NAME! 


Tom Shaw, our young touring golf 
professional. wears his Jaymar 
Sansabelt Slacks every day of the 
week in the wind. in the rain. and 
out in the hot sun. Yet Sansabelt's 
exclusive hidden 
ceases to slim him 
his shirt tail in and provide an in- 
credible feeling of comfort around 
the middle. 

Sansabelt Slacks with Dacron 
polyester come in virtually every 
cut. color and pa each de- 
signed to look lavish, yet made to 
wear and wear and wear! 

So if you re looking for a "look. 
if you care about quality. consider 
that when it comes to your slacks. 
the name of the game is the name! 
Consider Sansabelt made by Jay- 
mar. Jaymar- Ruby. Inc.. Michigan 
City. Indiana 46360. 


ue SLACKS vou f SEE ом necrvi 


SANS BELT S 


Made by people who care 


for people who care 


Only the unique triple-stretch web 
bine in abelt can provide the 
ia] Sansabelt kind of comfort 


DuPonrs res. VM. 
Camis Ruby. lnc. 1974. 


Jaymar Slacks available at these and 5,000 other fine stores coast to coast... 
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We'll give you the first 200 flashes 
on our new Vivitar 50 electronic 
flash... free. 


It's part of an introductory offer on 
an incredibly compact new 
electronic flash for 35mm cameras. 
The Vivitar 50. Color corrected for 
perfect indoor or outdoor pictures. 


e: 


Probably the smallest electronic 
flash available anywhere. 


And the lowest priced of any major 
brand electronic flash. List price 
only $11.95. 

The Vivitar 50 is a highly sophisti- 
cated electronic breakthrough using 
the fantastic new Mallory Duracell 

6 volt battery. One of these new 
batteries has twice the power of two 
ordinary AA batteries. It delivers 
more than 200 flashes. Cool, 
electronic flashes. 


How much would 200 flashes cost 
with old fashioned flash bulbs? 


+ 450/510 


More than $40 plus a lot of hot, used 
flash bulbs to litter your lawn. 


The new battery sells for $1.95. 

But as part of our introductory offer 
we'll give you the battery free 

with the purchase of a Vivitar 50 
electronic flash. 


There's a two year guarantee behind 
the rugged Vivitar 50. Backed by 

the number one name in electronic 
flash...Vivitar. Ask your participating 
Vivitar dealer for your first 

free 200 flashes. 


Marketed in the U.S.A. by Ponder &Best, Inc. 
Corporate Offices : 1630 Stewart Street, 
Santa Monica, Calilornia 90406 


Vivitar 


lower prices through higher technology 


Vivitar 


ACTUAL SIZE 


THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR 


Alter reading the lener in the Av 
Playboy Advisor about the gentle 
with the H-inch penis, 1 took out a ruler 
and, well, I discovered that H inches 
quite long. According to one book | 
read. the average penis is only six inches 
ous, I took out my own penis 
at there was a difference of 
total length, dependin 
laced the ruler. Do the sta 
тор to tip. or along the 
to include the part under the 
Wh; 
the measure 
lifori 
Sex researchers: Masters and. Johnson 
w the correct way but won't tell any- 
one, for reasons of national insecurity. 
So feel free to invent. Our guess is that 
anyone who feels compelled to pull out 
а ruler will discover the two points that 
yield the largest figure; that's the way it 
should be. Then he'll convert the meas- 
urement to the metric system (one inch 
equals 2.54 centimeters). If anyone asks, 
he can say that he's a healthy 15.24 or 
whatever, It might interest you lo know 
that size does make a difference—at least 
to some folks. We received eight letters 
requesting the address of the 1inch 
penis, Two were fiom girls. 


is the correct 


V. it posible to have an acid flashback 
without having taken LSD or mescaline 
My girlfriend, who has never take 
drugs seems to have had one. She visited 
me lor a week in the Rockies (she goes 
10 graduate school in the East; we 
made love in the snow, in a sauna, in 
front of a fireplace, in the back of an old 
Dodge van. Our sex seemed to have an 
acetylene Паге and we really got it oi 
Subsequently, 1 received a lever from 
her—she said that om the flight back. she 
had an uncanny feeling that she was still 
ng love to me, The [cel of her blouse 
nst her skin, the slight rush of t: 
olf—something caused her to relive what 
we had done together. She said that the 
memory was incredibly exact. The whole 
flight was a balancing act between be 
sexually excited md being sexually satis 
fied. Was this some kind of temporary 
с psychosis:— D. O., Vail, Colorado. 
Helen Singer Kaplan. states in 
“The New Sex Therapy" that "some pa- 
tients (їп my experience women only) 
report that sometimes the day after they 
ла 


Dr. 


w engaged in a particularly arousing 
xual act with an especially loved and 
desired partner they experience pro- 
foundly pleasurable ‘flashbacks’ These 
arc triggered by memories of the erotic 
experience and ате accompanied by in- 
tense erotic sensations and feelings of eu- 
phoria and love.” (Possibly а man fects 
the same thing when he has а day-after 


hard-on—he just has to work at it a bit.) 
The mechanics of the phenomenon are 
will a mystery, but flashbacks of one 
form or another are part of human na- 
ture. Students who have read "Remem- 
brance of Things Рам” might say that 
your girlfriend was coming home to 
Proust. A vivid recollection can release 
the emotions that accompanied the orig- 
inal experience—cven the bummer rerun 
oj an acid flashback may be an ordinary 
response to an extraordinary experience. 
Therapists from Freud to Janov have 
with such 10 cure 
people, so we wouldn't classify it as а sign 
of a psychosis, As long as you g 
around only once in life, you might as 
«ll recycle the apod. parts- 


memories 


el lo go 


noxious. 1 


st rime out, we ram in 
who nearly rui 


us at the coat- 


crctinous club own 
the evening. Stoppi 
room, he announced to the whole restau 
rant that we could not enter his 
establishment because we were improp 
erly dressed, That was news to us—our 
dates were wearing long dresses and. 
frankly. looking out of sight: we had on 


cotton bell-bottoms, chambray or plaid 
Western-style shins and embroidered 
denim jackets. Crisp, clean and casual, 
The cub owner was w опе ol 
those artdeco acetate shirts that don't 
seem to button. slicks and a gold neck- 
lace with a tiny gold whistle—vintige 


Mod squad. My dite politely asked him 
to define prope ice she couldn't 
see the dillerence between what we were 

ing and what he had on. He became 
ely abusive and we left without 
mg enlightened. The confrontation 


ascos. 1 was under the impression 
that there were no set standards of fashion 
ıymore. Am I mistake 
Ilinois. 

The new clothes cilic states that you 
can go anywhere in anything, ij you can 
carry it ofj. As long as you are the scene, 
you should avoid scenes. Some cubs 
allow the outrageous (the customer is 
part of the floorshow); others insist that 
you blend in with the atmosphere (the 
customer is part of the decor). The dis- 
tinction is often arbitrary. When you 
зип into one of the latter, simply turn 
the other chic. 


Hip! 1 have sex al 
one form or another. I try to 
airs to ome person, but it is getting 
very hard. You sce, unlike most males, I 

a I have had an 


Or they wear 


All my men 
wear English 
Leather. 


nothing at all. 


An opinionated statement? 
Sure. I'm an opinionated woman. 
I know what I пке. Especially when 
itcomes to men. And the ones 
1 like wear English Leather". 
It smells so clean and natural. 
So all my men weer English Leather 
-or they wear nothing at all. 


40 


ТЕН SHAVE $3.00, COLOGNE $4.00 
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Only one camera has 
landed on the moon. 
In Hasselblad, NASA 
found a camera so 
simple to operate the 


astronauts could handle it with gloves on, 


зо reliable it was virtually fail-safe, yet 
So precise it would catch history down to 
the last speck of moon dust. 

Just as the space Hasselblad won praise 
on the moon, the electrically driven earth 
Hasselblad hes made a name on earth. 
With its large 2%” by 214" format that 
produces sharper images than any 35 
тт camera, and invites easy framing, 


HASSEL 


Hasselblad. 
Eo 


viewing, and focusing. 
With the compactness that 
allows it to weigh only a few 
ounces more than many 
motorized 35 mm cameras 
(a critical factor in a space capsule, and 
a considerable advantage for any earth- 
bound handheld camera). 


Hasselblad is not only the finest camera 
anywhere. it's also remarkably easy to 
operate. To find out more about the cam- 
era that made it to the moon, write for 
our 54 page color booklet, to: Paillard 
Incorporated, Dept. P5, 1900 Lower Road. 


Linden, N.J. 07036. p 


B L A р" Itimproves your image. 


Barbi Benton's first album 


hailed as “а fresh approach to 


country music." Ten fine songs with originals by Shel Silver- 
stein...country classics like Teddy Bear Song...warm ballads 
-..lonesome blues... naughty but nice down-home rockers. 
Recorded in Nashville. Barbi Doll. You'll love her. 


On Playboy Records and Tapes. Y 


credible amount of sexual stimulation 
This usually translates. into balling scs- 
sions that last for several hours. My girl- 
friend just doesn’t have my endurance. I 
bring her to an average of four or five 
orgasms, until she says that she can't take 
any more. 1 n then left unsatisfied. 
while she quickly dozes off. My passion 
being worked up 10 where it is. many 
times I am forced to masturbate in bed 
until relief comes. My ginllricnd discov 
ered this practice recently and said that 
unless I stopped. she would leave me, I 
don't want to lose her—t love her and 
ма! her to be ту м 1 would like 
some advice on how to bring myself to 
orgasm during sex so that we сап both 
enjoy our reluionship.—$. D. Boston 
Massachusetts. 

Endurance can be the enemy of sexual 
satisfaction, especially when it is not ap 
preciated by the recipient. Il sounds li 
you may suffer [vom ejaculatio retardata— 
which is nol one of the тоте famous 
Gregorian chants but. rather, an inability 


to achieve orgasmic release even. after 
sufficient stimulation, The symptoms vary 
from one individual to the next. and even 
from one partner to the next. Some men 
equate staying power with the perma- 
neuce of a relationship—they do not let 
themselves go, lor fear of losing their 
partner. Others hold. back as а sign of 
Their lack of Commitment. Sometimes the 
condition is the result of an carly sexual 
trauma—a parent walking into the bath. 
room while you were masturbating, a 
policeman investigating the [o 
dows of a parked car ог bush 
tossing à cherry homb into your room on 
a big college "them. [or 
they knew nol what they did. In your case, 
the almost daily indulgence in sex may be 
taxing your natural urge—lay off for a 
week and sec what happens. Explain your 
problem to your girlfriend. Perhaps you 
can adopt a style of lovemaking that com- 
ines coitus with manual stimulation (for 
example, the girl reaches down ta grasp 
and stroke the testicles). Or she might 
learn to masturbate you 1o orgasm. Other 
wise, if you keep it up as you've been 
doing, you may succeed in limiting your 
affairs to one person—youiself. 


BA friend who studied iheology in col 
lege told me that he once come across a 
description of bestiality in an old Latin 
text that concluded with the s; 
vation. "lt is seldom done with tigers.” 1 
can believe that. but I wonder И you 
could verily another story that Гус heard 


© obser 


animal: an Francisco. Califor 
According to a popular myth, Cutler 
ine the Great was crushed to death when 
the royal stallion slipped and collapsed 
on top of her during intercourse. Апо! 
er version dispensed with (he missionary 
(от was it veterinary?) position and had 


з=, d 
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Separation saved 


thanks to Marantz speakers. 


"Where's the flute Henry?" my wife complained con- 
stantly. | was about ready to leave her. Then we saw a Marantz 
dealer. He told us that separation of sound is a true test of a 


speaker system. He suggested we put Marantz and 
other popular speakers to the test by listening = 
to a familiar recording so we'd be able to hear 
for ourselves that it’s the speaker and not the 
recording that makes the difference. Oh, what 

a difference Marantz made! What we thought 
were two oboes were clearly an oboe and a 
flute. And that barbershop quartet...well, 
they're really a quintet. 

The proof is in the listening. And that's 
where Marantz design concepts come into 
play. The transducers in Marantz speaker sys- 
tems are engineered to handle an abundance 
of continuous power, so you get distortion-free 


sounds that are as pleasing as a nibble on the ear. 

We bought the Marantz Imperial 5G Two Way Speaker 
for just $99. Perfect for our budget and it delivers fine sound 
separation even with minimum power equipment. And there 
are five other quality Marantz speaker models 
starting as low as $59 and all are available 
with the new Marantz acoustically trans- 
parent foam grill 

Whatever your power and budget 
requirements, keep this in mind. Marantz 
speaker systems are built by the people who 
make the most respected stereo and 4-chan- 
nel equipment in the world. 

To find out how much better they sound 
go to your nearest Marantz dealer and listen 

жалата ага ш ® вла шта Ш zr. 
We sound better. 


©1073 Marantz Са ne э subsidiary сї Superscope he, PO Bex бө Sun Valley, Cait 91152 In Europe Supericope Europe SA Brussels. Brigum. Arasapie in Canada Prices ana models subject 10 change without nebee Consult 


ina Yetow Pages for your nearest Marantz деш Send lor Wee catalog 
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“Yes, there is a Santa Koss.” 


"This Christmos, instead af another paisley tie from 
Aunt Martha, remind her that there really is a Sorta 
Koss. Ard this yecr he'll be delivering c Saund af 
Koss that will make every music lover merry. 
Because from the world-famous PRO/4AA to 
the incredible new Phase/2, there's nothing 
thot brings back о live performance like 
Koss Stereaphones. Sa this year, after Aunt 
Martha gets the hint, start your Christmas 
shopping the way old ‘Dac’ 

does, with o stap ol your 

Audio Specialist. With 
Koss Stereophanes 
from $15.95 to 
$175.00, Christmas 
never sounded 
se good." 


ople who Invented Stereophone: 
KOSS CORPORATION, 4129 N. Pori Washington Ave., Milwoukee, УЛ 53212 
Koss S.r.l.. Milon, holy * Kon Limited, Ortorio 


The Only Full Feature 
Scientific For $99. 


95! 
The Commodore 1400 Advanced aatem. 
Slide Rule Computer 


* RECHARGEABLE (Batteries and AC adapter/Charger 
incl.) e 14 Character Display (10 Digit Mantissa) » Full 
Memory Storage = Automatic Floating Decimal 

* Overflow/Undertlow Indicators « Low Battery Si 
= Zero Suppression Clear Error Key + Bright 
Readout » Fully Depressed Keyboard « 1 YEAR 
FREE REPLACEMENT WARRANTY « Special 
PARENTHESIS KEYS—(2 Level) « Ra 

Mode Selection Key and Lamp Indicat 
= Exponent Key = Change Sign Key » Re 
Key * Square Root Key « = Key « Sine Key 

+ Cosine Key e Tangent Key = ARC Key » X Key 
= Y Koy « X-Y Key (enables factor reversal) 

= Common Log Key « Natural Log Коу 

= Common Antilog Function « Natural Antilog 
Function e Non-Scientific Not: 

e Compact Size: 314° x 6 x 1345". 


completely satisfied. | can return it wathi 
for an Immediate Refund. 
C Check or Money Order Enclosed 

(WL тез, add 5% tax) 


7 weeks 


‘The exciting new "1400" кын computes 
natural and Common logs and antilogs as well. 
It calculates sines, cosines, and tangents, and Eae nr credit ae a 
their respective inverses. It expertly handles use. hes tes Leer Mm 
quantities as small as 1.0 x 10-" up to Credit Card #- 
9.999999999 х 10". It features special Expiration Date 


parenthesis keys, prefers non-scientific 


notation, and has a 14 character display. The Мни. 
"1400" is quite comparable ta units selling for [rud 


9150-5225. Order now for immediate delivery. 
‘Compact Size: 3% ° x 6 x V 


Catherine plunging to her death from a 
position astride the beast (hence the 
phrase falling off a high horse). Neither 
story is true. In fact, one prominent Rus 
sian historian. devotes an entire lecture 
cach semester to disproving the myths 
about Catherine's death. (I's ami 
what you can get away with once you're 
granted tenure, isn't i?) Catherine died 
of apoplexy in 1796 at the age of 07. She 
did have an extremely active sex life, in 
volving some 20 or 30 lovers, but all her 
vuds were human. 


The Joy of Sex and similar books have 
advertised variety and more variety. My 
question is simple: Why? Alter an initial 
шту of exploration a few years 
my wile and 1 settled on, or into, a few Т 


до, 


vorite positions and techniques that are 
and rewarding. We can make 
red days in a row using the 


same position without getting tired of the 
orgasms, When we uy one of the more 
esoteric positions. there seems to be a 
ter chance of Failure. We don't al 
ways find the right fit. If we can't match 
our reguku perlormances, Im not sure 
it's worth the cllort to repeat om earlier 
mistakes. What do you thinki—W. O., 
Fort Worth, Te: 

We think that you should abandon à 
scoring system that equates lack of or- 
gasm with failure. We've heard of a cow 
ple who judge their lovemaking like an 
Olympie diving with separate 
scales for difficulty and execution, multi- 
plied by each other to give the score. A 
belly flop that results in orgasm might 
receive a 12 for intricacy and а 10 for 
success; total score—12. A rear entry 
with a half twist that lands one of you in 
the hospital might receive а 3.6 for intri 
cacy and a 4 for success; total score—H + 
Trying that would get you around the 
orgasm hang-up, but you should recog 
nize that sex isn't a contest. After all, 
you're the only one entering. Alex Com- 
Jort gives а very good reason [or system- 
atically reviewing technique in “More 
Joy": [ts a good way to find sensations 
you've missed. He says that “some of these 
won't work for you, but don't write them 
off until youre sure it's preference and 
nol inexperience which makes them Jail." 
So take the plunge. 


Eo since c 


lecture on handgu 


as- 


event 


X Eastwood. delivered а 
at the begi 


Magnum Force, Vve wondered 
is better—the 44. magnu: 
gnum. Can you compare the two 


Also, what is the best weapon for selt- 
defense2—J. M., Wichita, Kansas. 

Have considered outfitting a 
Brink's armored car as a cam per van? The 
prablem with handguns is simple: Put a 
pistol on the wall in the frst act and you 
have to use it by the third. (Hollywood 
speeds up that process—pul a gun in the 
title and use it by the first scene.) The A4 
magnum is the most powerful. handgun 


you 


e 
ORDINARY CIGARETTE DORAL 
1. Cellulon Fiber 1. Cellulon Fiber 
2. Polyethylene Chamber 
8. Smoke Baffles 
4. Air Channels 


ALOT MORE FILTER 
ALOT MORE TASTE 


Doral has fixed what you dont like 
about low “tar” & nicotine smoking. - 


If your cigarette is like most, all it can boast 
is Cellulon Fiber. But Doral's unusual Filter 
Systems different. The filter doesnt fight the 
taste. So, if your cigarette is tough to puff, or 
"Ho-Hum' on taste, switch to Doral: the low 
"tar" cigarette with the high taste difference. 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 


© 1974 в. 1. REYHOLDS TOBACCO со. 


king Is D; h. 
анн ls Dangerous to Your beet FILTER, MENTHOL: 14 mg, “tar”. LO mg. nicotine, av per cigarette, FTC Report MAR. 74. 
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All Canadians are not 
created equal. 


Seagram's 
| VO. | 


CANADIAN WHISKY 


A BLEND 
OF RARE SELECTED WHISKIES. || 
| "s V. 
USTILLED, AGED. BLENDED AND BOTTLED UNCER Seagram’s М.О. 
ME SUPERVISION DF THE CANADIAN GOVERNMEN! Canadian is a 


-of-a-kind creation. 
THIS WI RS OLD one-of-a : 
NDS IS SI E - The First Canadian 
JOSEPH Е SEAN E SONS. LIMITED in smoothness. _ 
WMERLCO-oNTARIO. CANADA - DISTILLERS SNE" "The First Canadian 
86.8 PROOF in lightness. The 


First Canadian in 
popularity throughout 
the world, All the 
others come after. 


Only V.O. is V.O. 
The First Canadian. 


— CANADA'S FINEST < 


CANADIAN WHISKY—A BLEND OF SELECTED WHISKIES. SIX YEARS OLD. 86.8 PROOF. SEAGRAM DISTILLERS COMPANY, NY C. 


made in America. It weighs as much аз 
some shotguns, kicks like a horse (try hit- 
ting a boulder with a cracked baseball bat 
and you'll get the idea) and costs a for- 
tune to shoot (Remington lists a box of 50 
cartridges at 513). The roar can cause an 
instant flinch: at night the muzzle flash 
can blind you—neither contributes to 
the асситасу of a second shot. Essential. 
ly, it is a short-range hunting weapon, 
adaptable to self-defense only if your 
home is invaded by Kodiak bears. In con- 
trast, the 357 has almost as much stopping 
power as its big brother, with consider- 
ably less kick and muzzle flash. Practice 
costs won't drive you to robbing banks. 
You can use 
357 for target purpose 
reloads for about $3.50 a Lox. Also, it's 
much lighter than a 44. magunm—vy 
quick-drawing one of those cannons and 
you'll end up with a hernia. (If you're 
seriously paranoid, you might consider a 
sawed-off 12-gauge shotgun loaded with 
magnum shells of 00 buckshot. It is with- 
out question the most deadly close-range 
weapon in existence and almost always 
produces fatal wounds.) Any available 
barn or mountain will do Jor target prac 
tice. Use it in your home and you can plan 
on starting that new wing where the wall 
used 10 be. Tale il, or any of these weap. 
ons, out of the house in most states and 
you'll go to jail, where you'll be safe from 
gun-toting lunatics. 


М, lover is partial to oral sex that in- 
dudes side orders of sauces, jams, pre- 
serves and even peanut butter (not the 
chunk style). We often proceed directly to 
intercourse and these foods ably 
end up inside me. By the way, preserves 
make an especially fine lubricant or 
The increase in friction is sub 
I'm concerned that some 
of these substances might not be re 
moved by douching and that. 
here quietly fermenting. Is 
harm in this menu 
Michigan. 
Probably not. Tell your lover that he 
has to join the clean-plate club before he 
gels dessert. That will settle the question 
of what to do with the leftovers, and you 
сап gel im a few licks yourself. Foodstuffs 
do make interesting lubricants, but stick 
lo something like honey that washes off 
easily. Then you won't have to worry 
about giving birth to an eight-pound 
peanut-butter-and-jelly sandwich. 


AIL reasonable questions—from fash- 
ion, food and drink, stereo and sports cars 
to dating dilemmas, taste and etiquette— 
will be personally answered if the writer 
includes а stamped, self-addressed cn. 
uelape. Send all letters to The Playboy 
Advisor, Playboy Building, 919 N. Michi 
gan Avenue, Chicago, Ilinois 60611. The 
most provocative, pertinent queries will 
be presented on these pages each month 


American Tourister: 


The stuff is so easy 
to carry, my wife 


carries i it." @ James Spero, Los Angeles 


‘American 
Tourister 


The Verylite 
In 8 soft-sided sizes and 3 colors. 


Walt Frazier really 
knows how to enjoy 
a time out. 


Up to the final buzzer it's hustle and pressure. For 

a complete change of pace Walt relaxes with his hi-fi 
system. He's а Pioneer hi-fi fan from start to finish — 
AM-FM stereo receiver, turntable, cassette tape deck 
and speakers. After all, one great performer appre- 
ciates another. For the finest in high fidelity, visit your 
Pioneer dealer. U.S. Pioneer Electronics Corp., 

75 Oxford Drive, Moonachie, New Jersey 07074 


Y PIONEER’ 


when you want something better 


West: 13300 S. Estrella, Los Angeles 90248 / Midwest: 1500 Greenleal, EIk Grove Village, 


|. 60007 / Canada: 5. Н. Parker Co., Ont. 
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Barbara Ernst wants things to be really "her" 
That's why she made this couch. And thats why she wears Cachet. Because itis so Barbara on Barbara. 


She wants Cachet. 
Because it’s 
different on her 
than anyone else. 


favorite gift is 

ahat. Her second 

favorite gift is 
sachet 


feels both reflect 
her individuality. 


Judy Haas has too many 
curves to be a fashion 
model. But she'd never 
trade her skin for bones. 
She laughs when 
someone says womanly 
figures are coming back 
She knows they never 
went out 


use she 


She doesn't want to look like 

the next girl. Or wear a fragrance 
like the next girl's either. 

That's why she wants Cachet. 
Because, besides being fresh and 
fascinating, Cachet was designed to 
pick up and play up a woman's own 
special chemistry. 

To be something a little different 

on her than on anyone else. 


Give her Cachet. 
Its as individual as she is. 


THE PLAYBOY FORUM 


on subjects raised by “the playboy philosophy” 


| 
an interchange of ideas between reader and editor | 


HEF'S "POT PARTY” 
The watchdogs of American morality 
ave at it again, snapping at Hugh Hefner's 
heels because of his fund-raising party for 
the National Organization for the Re- 
form of Marijuana Laws. An ad by the 
John Birch Society published in a local 
newspaper last August warned, "We are 
presently the greatest marijuana-usiug na- 
tion in all history 
defined. decriminaliz 
as “to cancel а 
went on 
lief that Hefner and his pot-promoting 
Playmates are in any wa 


a wholesome 
influence in America may now be cast 
aside. 


Ivy odd how the Birchers perpetually 
claim to be in favor of individual frec- 
dom and against policestate tyranny 

unless you happen to be doing something 


they consider sinful 


Norm Pliscou 
Holtville, California 


Tam writing not only for myself. but 
also for hundreds of people in prison 
like me to say bravo for Hugh Ней 
Tund raising party Гог the reform of mari 
juana laws. We're the victims of the harsh 
laws now in effect. We received stiff 
prison sentences for possession of mx 
juana and are behind bars with murde 
crs, rapists and thieves, 

In my state and in many others, it’s 
hard for a drug offender to be paroled, 
зо we must do our entire sentences, This 
teaches us nothing but contempt for the 
stupidity of society. Our dream is that 
one day the laws will be reformed and 
our sentences will be commuted. Our 
hopes are kept up by hearing about 
people like Hefner who care and are 
doing things to help us. 

David Hunnicutt 
Hendersonville, North Carolina 

In August, Hefner gave a party at his 
Westwood, California, mansion, charg 
ing a $50 per person donation to the N 
tional Organization jor the Reform of 
Marijuana Laws. Those attending i 
cluded Tony Curtis, Flip Wilson, Tommy 
Smothers and state assemblyman Alan 
Sieroty, a longtime advocate of marijuana 
reform. The party raised over $7000 for 
NORML. 


CONFIDENCE MAN 

"Washington, D.C., has one of the hi 
ем. violentcrime rates in the country. 
The local Keystone Cops, however, are 


not to be distracted by mere rape, rob- 
bery or assault; they know what's really 
important. Some time ago a plainclothes- 
man was trained to communicate in 
sign language and, pretending to be 
mute, spent six months as a student at 
Gallaudet College, an institution for the 
mute and deaf. He used his pretended 
handicap to worm his way into the confi- 
dence ol the students and was finally 
able to nab nine of them lor pot smoking, 
All of these hardened criminals were 
deaf and some were mute abo. They 


were convicted of possession, given one- 
year jail sentences, which were suspend 
ed in view of their condition, and fined 
up to S250 each, How's that for a major 


accomplishment in Taw enforcement? 

Now these nine stude: Iready 
handicapped by nature, have police rec- 
ords to make their lives more dificult 
The ethics of the whole charade arc re 
volting: The cop pretended he had 
newly lost his voice and thus won the 
sympathy and friendship of the students, 
who had be 5 with that problem 
all their lives. When such treachery is 
widely practiced and even glorified in 
our criminal-justice system, how can 
citizens react except with cvergre 
distrust? 


J- Anderson 
Baltimore, Maryland 


PLEA FOR REASON 
Give me a break, huh, fellas? I am im- 
pressed by your logical. intelligent, ob- 
jective response to my letter in the April 
Playboy Forum im which I point out 
many rehabilitated di 


users ab- 


the road 
addiction for some began with 
pot. But then, lo! In the September 
Forum, | receive one below the belt 
from а rehabilitated addict in Oregon 
who calls my lener “hysterical. unin- 
formed babbling" and “either gross ig- 
morance or the hype of someone who 
still can't Lace his own frailty." Well, God 
knows I have hang-ups and weaknesses 
If one of my minor frailties is the will- 
ingness to sound like some sort of a 
square in print, PIL accept that, but by 
no means intend to imply that 
y drug addict started with pot. Ob- 

of people who 

alanced enough to try pot 
s. My admo- 

to those who may not be. 
Tm a well-meaning person and 1 don't 
ady а laws that 


n You Hear It 


MALE Quad 


Designed for Super Stereo or ex- 
citing Four Channel, Empire's Sound- 


-the-Round Speake! ply phe- 
nomenal. With it’s rich lush bass and 
crystal clear highs, you get to hear a 
lot of glad love songs. 

Named 1974 “Best Buy of the 
Year” by a consumer buying quide, 
Empire Speakers can take all the 
sound your system can give them with-| 
out distortion or strain. 

Write for your free Guide to 
Sound Design. 

EMPIRE SCIENTIFIC CORP., 
Dept. E, Garden City, N.Y. 11530. 
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st in many states. What I do support 
people examining all sides of a ques 
tion before making a decision that may 
айсс the rest of their lives. 

Nathan. 
n Fran 


[man 
о, California 


SCIENCE AND PUBLIC POLICY 

George Berry's letter in the September 
Playboy Forum contains two statements 
that deserve comment: (1) “If one really 
believes in individual freedom, the ques: 
tion of marijuana’s harmfulness is second- 
and (2) “I have concluded that 
cart help us settle questions of 

ic policy 

If one really believes in personal Irec- 
dom, the question of marijuana's harm. 
fulness is primary. The harmful effects 
оГ any drug are of pu impor- 

nee de the individual. Meaningful 
choices are based. on ob- 
Infor- 


tained from a va ot 

ion obtained from scientific study 
сан provide. the individual with objec 
tive data regarding effects of drug use 
th: © long term or difficult to ob 
serve. Information ding the possi 


ble harmful effects of 


ijuana allows 


the individual to weigh reasonably the 
risks and benefits of its use. 


‘The notion that science can't help de- 
tide questions of public policy is inde- 
fensible. Science is essentially knowledge 
gained by systematic tion and 
observation. There a 
instances of pol 
been made on the basis of intu in 
stead of knowledge, but the uncertain re- 
sults of these tend to show that it is 
better to use scientific information in de- 
cision making rather than. to under 
its consideration. We do not imply that 
science is capable ol answering all ques- 
tions of public policy. Within the 
Iramework. of political decision making. 
however, sci n provide valuable 
formation on selected 
Several states. including California, H- 
linois and New York, € fonna 
chinery to provide scientific infor 
to legislators, giving legislators a chance 
to combine th йй 
knowledge provided by a ке stall. 
Many legislators are using this scientific 
information. when setting public policy 
es with obvious scientific aspects 
J. W. Ahlen, Stall Scientist 
Rescarch Associate 
Legi ve Council 
ngfield, Hlinois 


TS 


HEROIN MAINTENANCE 
E esional candidate Sanford P. 
Cohen advocates legalization of the sale 
and possession of hard drugs (The 
Playboy Forum, June). but, as a former 
heroin addict, I believe that there is no 
need for total legalization of hard drugs 
All that is necessary is Government 
thorized clinics in which doctors sup- 
ply addicts with the drugs they need at 


FORUM NEWSFRONT 


a survey of events related to issues raised by “the playboy philosophy” 


DON'T AROUSE THE INMATES 

WEST PALM BEACH, FLORIDA—A circuit- 
court judge ordered local jail officials to 
stop discriminating against a female em- 
ployee of the publicdejender’s office on 


the basis of sex. The jailers were not allow 
ing the woman to interview prisoners un- 
less she wore a bra. 


HARASSING THE HOOKERS 

kansas CITY, KANSAS—Police have 
charged 17 women under an obscure 1908 
Kansas City ordinance that makes unat 
tended women subject to arvest if they are 
“in the streets or any public place” at late 
hours "without lawful business and with 
out giving a good accounting of them 
selves." Police said the law, though rarely 
used, was designed to vid the streets and 
taverns of hookers who, for lack of 
evidence, cannot be convicted оп pros- 
titution charges. The president of the 
Greater Kansas City chapter of the Na- 
tional Organization for Women said she 
was shocked by the arrests and would file 
a complaint with city officials. A local 
LCL, attorney suid the law was obvi- 
ously unconstitutional. 


LESBIAN MOTHERS 
го women 


SEATILE—1 who live to- 
gether as acknowledged lesbians have 
won a second court baitie for the custo 
dy of their six children from their earlier 
s. A county superior-court judge 
ruled that they can yelain custody of 
their children and are no longer bound 
by an earlier cout order that they 
live apart from cach other, The women 
ere represented by the Washington 
JC.L.U., with assistance from the 
Playboy Foundation. 


THE FRENCH REVOLUTION 

такы Ге French National Assembly 
nol only has abolished the country's зе 
¢ laws on contraceptives but also 


strictis 


has authorized free distribution of con- 
Daceplives through the national. social 
security system. The new law replaces а 
1967 statute that permitted distribution 
of contraceptives only on medical orders 
nnd by prescriptions with a time limit 

In Dublin, the Dish. Republic has 
rejected legislation that would have per 
milled the importation of contraceptives 
and their sale lo mariied couples 


ABORTION BACKLASH 

Population experts attending the 
United Nations World Population Gon 
ference in Buchaest report that aboy 
tion is rapidly becoming a worldwide 
practice and that almost 30 countries 
now have legalized abortion on request or 
for social, economic, physical or mental- 
health reasons. In the U.S. however, 
the abortion. controversy continues. 

+ Connecticuts тес Roman Catholic 
bishops have warned that Catholics who 
participate in an abortion in any way— 
doctors, nurses, even orderlies who take 
a woman to surgery—face passible ex- 
communication. 

* The Massachusetts legislature has 
wenidden Governor Francis W. Sargents 
velo of a bill that places vestrictions on 
bution, though the law witt probably 
he found unconstitutional. I vequives 
physicians to declare that any abortion 
they perform is medically necessary and 
to perform any abortion after the 12th 
week of pregnancy in а hospital with 
lilesupporting equipment available in 
the operating room. 

* The Pennsylvania legislature has 
voted do override Governor Milton 
Shappîs veio of a bill that requires а wom- 
an fo obtain. her husband's consent he- 
fore receiving an abortion and. permits 
abortion only when the mother's life or 
health is endangered 

+ In Marlborough, Massachusetts, two 
Catholic priests refused to baptize Ihe in 
fani sou of а woman who had stated her 
support of abortion advocate William R 
Baird in a newspaper's man in-thestiect 
interview. A Jesuit priest from New Vork 
who later performed the baptism has been 
dismissed from his order, (See “Revenge 
of the Fetus People" үп this month's 
“Playboy Forum.") 

+ Louisiana's first and so jar only abos 
lion clinic is saying open under a US. 
uppealscourt ruling that has declared. 
ihe slates restrictive abortion law un 
constitutional. The state attorney gen- 
eral said that he still may enforce the 
state law and take the appellate-court 
decision to the U. S. Supreme Court. 

+ А Roman Catholic group has 
threatened to sue the school board of 


Birmingham, Michigan, if it refuses to 
discontinue classroom use of а booklet 
published by the Xerox Corporation that 
allegedly defames the Pope and the Cath- 
olie Church. The booklet criticizes Catho- 
lic teaching and influence regarding 
population control. 


RAPE-LAW REVISION 

SACRAMENTO, — CALIFORNIA—Governor 
Ronald Reagan has signed legislation to 
protect таре victims from public ques- 
tioning about their sex lives. Under the 
new California law, testimony about a 
victim's prior sexual experiences can be 
introduced in a trial only afier а closed 
heaving by the judge (o determine its 
relevance and, even then, such testimony 
cannot be used to measure the victim's 
consent or resistance 10 the rape. How- 
cver, the law does allow the victim to be 
questioned about any prior sexual con- 
lact with the defendant. Similar lows 
have been passed in Michigan, Lowa and 
Florida and are under consideration in 
several other states. 


FLAG FANATICISM 

EAST LIVERPOOL, OMIo— Two teenage 
girls who publicly burned an American 
flag were ordered by a juvenile-court 
judge to make a public apology in a news- 
paper ad. The judge also ordered the 


girls to attend the daily raising and low: 
ering of the cityhall flag for a week, to 
observe a curfew for six months and not 
10 communicate with each other by tele- 
phone, letter or in person for one year. 


YOUNG AT HEART 

cincaco—An 82»year-old housewife has 
filed a $250,000 alicnation-of-affection 
хий against an Slycarold widowed 
neighbor, charging that the woman has 
been husiling her 90-year-old husband. 
The suit alleges, among other things, 


that the husband took the neighbor on 
his annual health trip to Hot Springs, 
Arkansas, and left his wife at home. “Age 
don’t mean nothing to Albert," the pla 
uff told a newspaper reporter. 
reporter then asked the current where- 
abouts of Albert and was told, “He's out 
on the back porch washing clothes” 


BOTTOMS UP 

CINCINNATI—On (he complaint of a 
neighbor, police arrested a 28-year-old 
woman who was sun-bathing it her own 


back yard with her bikini bottom pulled 
down so she could get a tan on her but- 
tochs. complainant, also а woman, 
testified in court that the sun-bathing oc- 
curred in view of her ton 
The judge dismissed the indecent-expo- 
sure charge because no sex organ had 
been visible and commented, “I've never 
sven a fig leaf on a rear end." 


var-old son. 


SUPERCENSORSHIP 

cart rowx—The government of the 
Union of South Africa, whose censorship 
laws already are unusually harsh, is draft- 
ing new legislation that one opponent 
says will lead to a “Kafhaesque night 
mare." The proposed publications and 
entertainment bill, as it is called, pro- 
vides for about 100 official censors 
operating throughout the country to 
scrutinize all art objects, films, books, 
periodicals and even public entertain- 
ment. The new legislation also abolishes 
the right to appeal censorship decisions 
in court, because the South African judi- 
ciary has consistently overruled deci- 
sions of the government's. Publications 
Control Board. Opponents of the meas- 
ure predict it will generate enough. red 
tape to virtually strangle the publishing 
and entertainment industries. At various 
times in the past, South African censors 
have banned books by George Orwell, 
John Updike, John Steinbeck, William 
Faulkner and Vladimir Nabokov, among 
others, as well as works of art by Modi- 
gliani and Michelangelo. Films widely 
accepled in the U.S. and Europe are 
frequently banned or are so extensively 
edited that they become unintelligible. 


cost—which for heroin 
the same as the cost ol 

Proposals for such clinics have been 
made by people who have never used 
drugs and whose claims can easily be dis- 
missed as theoretical. T happen to have 
had experience as an addict with a main- 
tenance clinic in the U.S. I attended a 
drug-maintenance clinic operated by th 
board of health of New York City 1 
1919. That dinic se 1 over 7000 city 
addicts. It curtailed crime, helped ad. 
dicts to find employment and, һай it 
been continued, would have wiped out 
the underworkl diug market over 50 
years ago. 

1 became addicted at 15 and, as de 
scribed in my book J Was a Drug Addict, 
spent 13 y g to [ree myself. I 
siw most of my youthful. drug compan- 
ns die, spent time in prison, was treat- 
cd, and relapsed again and again. I was 
lucky to find a way out. [ believe it is 
time to eliminate the cause of the drug 
plague, which is the fact that there's an 
cnormous amount of money to be made 
in the illicit dope market. There is only 
one approach that will work: Take thc 
profit out of selling heroin by making it 
dinically available. 

Leroy Street 
t Morich 


Vew York 


DRUGS FOR KIDS 

It is truc, аз R. Hopkins suggests 
the September Playboy Forum, that 
there may not be any such thing as mini 
mal brain dysfunction (M.B.D). But 
there are such things as le: ШЕП 
ies and perceptual-motor difficulties, and 
пе not just a child's reaction to a 
boring or authoritarian school program. 

Approximately ten percent of chil 
dren suffer learning disabilities that 
until recent years were not. fully under- 
stood. Current research has helped us to 
detect these children, and they are usual- 
ly treated psychologically and education- 
ally, not medically. Bur there is a small 
portion of them who are hyperactive or 
etic, and amphetamines help 
Without such aid, they could not 
be reached in the classroom. Life for them 
is somewhar of a blur 

Most of the Iearning-disabled children 
who attend our school respond to the 
psychological and educational features 
of the program and are taken olf medi- 
ion as soon as possible. I think Hop- 
kins’ implication that medication for 
these youngsters is some sort of conspir- 
acy. or a violation of their civil rights, is 
absurd. 


in S. Helsinger 
€ Director 
chool 


«cut 
The Summit 
Levittown, Pennsylvania 


DEATH AT AN EARLY AGE 

A Washingion Post article reports that 
the return to normalcy on campuses is 
not as comforting as conservatives like to 
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Choosing a blank tape 
is like selecting a wine 


Ever notice how the audiophile (ond oenophile) hos 
built о woll of words—o sound barrier — around 
selecting о quality blonk tape (and o fine wine). Neither 
should be so complicated to enjoy 
Now you needn! be о sound engineer to buy tope. Now there s 
Just choose tope (like wine) to suit the occasion, For everyday 
dictation or closs lectures, use on ordinary tape (like vin ordinaire) 
But when you record music spend a little more lor premium. 
the music tope BY CAPITOL 
If you insist, we con pu! i! in oudiophile terms. the music tope 
BY CAPITOL is “brighter tape. Extra high output/low noise 
It voll extend the frequency response of any tape recorder 
Our bockcooted cassettes ore guoronteed jamproot 
Our 8-track cartridge is the industry standard — 
professionals buy more of ıt than any other And our 
bockcoated open reel tope is the some high quolity 
os studio mastering tope 
Gor i? Now forget ıt. Why work so hard? When all 
you have to know is 


When you record ordinary things, use an ordinary tape. . 
But when you record music, record on \ 


the music tape 


© cassette + cartridge • open reel "OL 
Capitol 


(CAPITOL MAGNETIC PRODUCTS - | 


think. Even though enrollment in the 
high-status schools of kaw 
is up 50 percent over the past five years 
and the incidence of students dropping 


out to experime ternative Hil 
styles is down 25 percent, there is no re- 
tum to faith system. Rather, 


reporter finds, there is a 
mood of embittered despair. 

According to the article, а former ac 
tivist who is now majoring in law says he 
feels "like а traitor” but "there's just no- 
where else to go—if you want to fight 
the system now, you gota do it from the 
top, and you've got to compromise your- 
sell to get there.” A Harvard studi 
deser to the corporate ide; 
equally bitier once he gets 
member watching kids getting 
the news and feeling more bewildered 
than I had ever been. 1 was 13. You grow 


up watching something like that—or 
watching Viemamese getting burned 
and it kills something in your mind. 


No. m not commited to anythin 
There aren't many things 1 believe 

anymore.” A third student is more sue 
cinet: “People are just out to get their de- 
grec. — , . Politics is bull." A fourth says, 


"Altruism is out. Everybody 1 grew up 
h is terrified about money.” 


The tear gas and clubs of the police in 
the Sixties and the guns of Kent State 
may have killed idealism and radicalism, 


as conservatives hoped, but they have 
Iso killed part of the soul of Ame 
youth. It will be interesting 10 se 
rs to come, what this new crop of ni- 
10—0ur society. 
M. Hodges 
Fort Worth, Texas 


THE BOOK BURNERS 
1 would like to thank Andrew Craw- 


ford for his kind leter of support that 
was published in the Septembr Playboy 
Forum th to The Playboy 
Forum for its ¢ 1 comments on the 


. North 1 . book-hurning in- 
at and its aftermath. 

My wife, my daughter and 1 were 
forced to leave Drake due to my havi 

job and the increasing threats of vio- 
le by a small group in the area. 
in Van De Streck, our A.CLL.U. law 
yer in Minot, North Dakota, assures me 
that our su d of edu 
tion's censorship will have be 
court in October. 1 hope PLAYBOY Wi 


i heard in 


cominue 10 keep its readers aware of 
events. The country must know that cen- 
sorship and ignorance are as prevalent as 


iust be faced squarely, 
Bruce Secery 
rgo, North Dakota. 


PREVENTING EDUCATION 

Having heard of some other students 
who had circulated the Bill of Rights as 
few years ago—and had it 
rejected by two thirds of those asked 10 
some high school students in 
Santa Maria, California, decided to sce 


ever and. 


how the First Amendment alone would 
fare in their town. 

Happily. 61 percent of the citizens 
polied approved of the First Amendment. 
Unhappily. the other 36 percent rejected 
it with excessive vehemence. Some of 
their comments were as follows: "Anyone 
in favor ought to have his head cx- 
amined.” “It is too radical. 
nd burn it up.” “I don't agree w 
of it.” “It would be unconstitutional. 
don't want to get involved —no com- 
ment" "Radical teenage kid!” "Long- 
hair stuff.” "OK, except I don’t believe 
in freedom of the press. 

Obviously, those folks are graduates 
of schools in which the faculty pursued 
a very vigorous policy of preventing 
rather than providing education. 

F. Martinez 
Los Angeles, 


iforni; 


WAR ON EVOLUTION 
William A. Collier of Nashville men- 
tions the Tennessee legislature's "war 
on the theory of evolution" in the Sep- 
tember Playboy Forum. That state's 1973 
1 ng science teachers to give the 
m могу equal time with 
evolution is but one instance ol a new 
апас on the teaching of evolution 
campaign, the most vigorous since the 
25 Scopes trial discredited the a 
evolution position, is abetted by an or- 
tization called the Creation Research 
Society. The society has about 300 mem- 
bers holding advanced d in vari 
scientific fields and 
beliefs that Genesis is 


all the species of animals now exis 
were created in one week 
Noah's flood actually occurred 
ered the whole earth. This org 
was active in promoting a 1972 Calitor 
nia ruling that evolution must be taught 
siricily as theory, nor as fact. The board 
of education of Columbus, Ohio, in 1971 
passed a resolution urging teachers to 
present both theories in disc 
origin of the universe, Unsuccesstul ef 
forts to insert the doctrine of creation 
into science Classes have been made in 
Federal courts and in the legislatures 
of Colorado, Georgia, Michigan and 
Washington. 

‘The business about teaching evolution 
is something of a phony 
issue. Evolution always is taught as a 
theory, but this does n it's just 
some airy notion no better or worse than 
y other explanation. 
the most probable explana 
known geolo 
faas. An expl: 
pernai 
for obvious 


аз a theory 
1 


ıs to be 
n of the 
ıl palcontological 
requires su 

and can't account 
imply doesn't deserve 
s, however 
compelling it may be as theology or 
poetry. Efforts by special creationists to 
get their doctrines included in science 
courses would, if successful, break down 


the distinctions between science 
gion schools and berwce 
nd church in our laws. Even more irag- 
this turning back of the clock would 
т that generations of children would. 
be badly educated 
R. Jackson 
Hartford. Coi 
A Tennessee court has declared uncon- 
stitmtional ihe law requiring that public 
school biology textbooks include the 
Biblical account of man’s о 


nd re 


THE LORD'S ECCENTRICITY 

According to a United Press Interna 
tional news story, 
in Memphis, Tennessee, was lured to the 
Sunday services of a local church by prom 
ises of hot dogs and soft drinks. During 
the service, the mi the Reverend 


ister, 


who don't keep it ir 
to hell. The child was terrorized into sub. 
mitting to a h ind there. The 
hellfire sermon 1 the boy, 
his parents say, ose bled all 
Sunday. altern © seeing an 
attorney about the incident. The Rever 
end Hobgood, not dismayed, told the 
press, “I didn't s . The Lord did 
And it wo 

If the Reverend Hobgood reports the 
Lord's position correadly, the Lord might 
need psychiatric treatment. Throwing 
Jiule children into eternal flames be 
cause of the length of their hair is not be- 
1 TEES the mentally 
sound. Such eccentric passions certainly 
do not fit a person lor a responsible 
position such as that of Creator of the 

verse 


acteristic of 


Robert Olson 
Dallas, Te: 


WHO'S TO BLAME? 

Child molesters are considered to be 
among the most heinous of criminals be 
cause they exploit innocent victims who 
will be forever emotionally scarred and 
incapable of a healthy enjoyment of sex. 
ybe irs true, though T was assaulted 
a Tittle girl and I can assure you it has 
not affected my enjoyment of sex. J am 
not about to defend child mo 
esting: however, | think simply con 
de it is an evasion of the real 
problems it represents. 

What I'm getting at is that sexual re 
pressiveness produces both the individual 
who turns to antisocial sexual behavior 
and the victim who will be irreparably 
damaged emotionally by an encounter 
with any form of deviant sexual behav 
ior. The repressive attitude fosters the 
belief that children are totally innocent 
of sexual knowledge and should remain 
so for as long as possible. The child 
who's kept uninformed gets the impres 
sion tl must be a powerful evil in- 
youngster is most likely to 
wmatized by almost any kind of 
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xposure to sex. Repressed kids are also 
the ones most likely to develop deviant 
nd criminal sex habits. As the Report 
of the Commission on Obscenity and 
Pornography notes, “The early social en- 
vironments of sex offenders may be cl 
acterized as sexually repressive and 
deprived." Ironically, the people who 
scream for the blood of a sex criminal 
are often the same oncs who fanatically 
oppose intelligent, organized sex-educa- 
tion programs. 

(Name withheld by request) 
Phoenix, Arizona 


BIBLICAL BRAINWASHING 

My formative years were spent in 
Seventh-day Adventist schools, where 
authorities never missed an opportunity 
to remind students of the wickedness of 
sex. The goul of such training, apparent 
ly, was to create an automatic guilt reflex 
whenever any kind of sensu 
were aroused. It succeeded: 1 
her crying from fear of God's disple: 
alter my first masturbatory experience, 
impotent by the time 1 gradu- 
кеу, 1 
understanding and thoughtful woman 
who helped me to overcome my associ 
tion of sex with guilt and to outgrow my 
flaccidity 

1 know that my case is not an isolated 
one. nor is it limited to my own religious 
background: Гуе talked to ex Catholics, 
Protestant. fundamentalists and many 
others who have experienced the same 
kinds of problems. They all agree that 
brainwashing with Biblical 
soup will take the starch out of any- 
body's noodle. 

(Name withheld by request) 
Sonora, Califor 


SEX EDUCATION ON TV 

А $0-program color television series ti- 
ded Human Sexuality has been pre. 
sented on Hawaii public television 
(KHET-TV). I conducted the series and. 
was produced by the University of. Ha- 
май and the Hawaii publictelevisior 
station. This is the first major «Шога to 
present a broad insight into human. sex- 
on TV. The favorable response 
any different community factions 
of the series in 
» elsewhere 


from m 
ures the rerun 
and distributi: 


the U.S 

The Public Broadcasting System plans 
to make the series available to stations 
throughout the country via the Public 


Library (formerly National 
Educational Television). However, the 
s lawyers are concerned about the 
ty that the Federal Communica- 
tions Comi 


Television 


iion n 


ned from 


though the others сап be obi 
the original producer. 

Our feeling is that the greatest. v 
of the series will be its nonbr 
fulness. Video cassettes of all 30 programs 
will be offered by the Public 
Library for purchase or for rent by such 
institutions as schools, colleges, libraries, 
church groups and health departments, 
which can use them ay audio-visual aids 


lor courses on sexual behavior. 
Ihe series indudes nothing that 
would be offensive to any reasonable 
person. Some program titles are: “The 
xual Development," “Abor 

Sexual. Object 

unerce," “V. D. 

Troubles; and the Law" and 
New The broadcasts. cover 


everyday emotional and. physical, sexual 
amd reproductive processes. We present 


most issues without a moralizing con 
text: however, we do discuss social and 
cthical questions where appropriate. We 


do not avoid difficult a rather we 
probe them with the aust that compe 
tent exposure of am issue should help 
people understand й and thus should 
better society. 
Miltoi 


Diamond, Ph.D. 


Honolulu, Hawaii 


NOSE AND THROAT 

St. Louis, the gateway to the Wi 
far from being a wide open town, Wh 
Deep Throat opened there last August, 
nearly two y ter its first run in New 
York, it was so obviously and so severely 
cut that one young man who had merely 
read reviews of the movie and was disap- 
pointed in the butchered film asked for 
nd got his money back. “This is ull St. 
s would accept” was the way 
spokesman for the theater explained it 
He was wrong. Even with laryngitis, Deep 


Throat was too much for St. Louis. A 
judge viewed the fil 1 declared it 
obscene; the theater has been closed and 


four men who work there have been 


arrested. 


has no hard-core рогпорт 
rs, no burlesque and not ev 

topless bars, Our largest civic monument, 

the Gateway Arch, should really be 

adorned with a big blue nose. 

Ray Gordon 

Ballwin, Missouri 


phy 
пу 


HYPOCRITICAL HARASSMENT 
Many of my European friends, as well 
stand why 

nd to living in 
the U. $. The letters and ne ns that. 
The Playboy Forum and Forum 
Newsjront often help me to explain. In 
the July issue. for example, there is an 
item Irom Smithtown, New York, where 
1 lived for 12 years. A topless dancer was 
rested: the arrestee turned out to be a 
id was allowed to return to work 


zer! 


ng the town boa 
the situ Why live in a place 
where people go so far out of their way 
to make trouble for others who are b; 
cally minding their own busines? 

The moral climate of western Europe 
certainly could stand some improvement, 
but it is without a doubt a far cry from 
the hypocritical harassment that passes 
for political activity in many small towns 
the U.S. 


Robert Lied 
Zeiningen. Switzerland 


TOO OLD FOR CHILD'S PLAY 
Middle-aged studs who feel a need u 

ility might be tempted to 
nd Latch onto a superheated 
1eeny-bopper. In celebration of my 51st 
birthday, 1 bı with a lusty 
I7-year-old. That she called me pop] 
and herself. рорра litle girl was only 


started when, after bal 
to run in the park. Г gasp С 
ask what was wrong: I'd tell her 
say. cuddling up. "Oh. no. FIL make you 
young." and want to screw some morc! 
The next day, instead of heeding my cry 


for plasma she'd want to see if we could 
do it while sprinting around the park 
n: Kama Sutra du vd 


Mier an affair like that. one 
conclude as I did that those wonderful 
ics of gymnastics in the back s 
that 


cav sl n just 
memories. A delightfully bounc 
girl can. provide 
gerous path over the hill: Im happy for 
the opportunity. but next time me- 
ks ГИ just look. 

Dr. Harry Schneider 
Lausanne, Switzer 


POSTMARITAL SEX 


Six months ago. I was a hospital ра 
tient be of insomnia, depression. 
weight loss and other indefinite com- 


plains. The Чопо gave me a whole 
amay of tests but found nothing wrong 
lly. A psychiatrist, however. con 
1 suspected but didn't want 
to admit to mysell—that I was lonesome 
sexually frustrated. and a psychological 
mess. 

My husband 1 
than three ус: 
and subsequ 
daughters һа 


been dead for mor 
13 when he died 
alone. our two 


t al and moved то 
opposite ends of the country. I пей 
in асма of shock for months, then 
pped out of it—I thought. I got a job, 
sold the old house, built а new one to 
keep busy and tried to start a new lile 
without а man, Thinking back, I realize 
that I wasted much of my car 
was a virgin when 1 met my h 
the age of 22. For УЗ years, our sex life 
was f in oq ad quantity. 
though | remained completely loyal to 
my original moral code. D never took 


emaii 


Tf you're confused about 
35mm single-lens reflex 
cameras, its no wonder. There 
are all kinds of cameras, all 
kinds cf prices, and all kinds 
of features and accessories. It's 
easy to get lost if you don't 
know the way. 

Well, maybe we can help. 
clear the air about 35mm 
single-lens reflex (SLR) 
cameras. 


Metering system: 
spot or averaging? 
Because there are an in- 
finite number of lighting 
situations, it makes sense to 
have more than one way to 
measure them. An averaging 
meter is great for landscapes 
and evenly-lighted scenes, a 
spot meter is super for harsh 
lighting like on beaches or 
snow. To get the most value, 
narrow your choice toa 
camera that offers both 
metering systems. 


The Creative Switch. 

The Mamiya/Sekor DSX 
500 and 1000 incorporate 
both metering systems in one 
camera. You pick the right one 
for the shot with the Creative 
Switch. It's located up front 
under the lens where its 
handy. And as you look thru 
the viewfinder, an arrow tells 


The to 


ughes 


you which system you've 
switched to. Instead of just 


taking photographs, the 
Creative Switch helps you 
create them. 


Next comes handling. 
Many photo opportunities 
are but fleeting moments. А 
camera that handles well 
helps you capture them. On 
Mamiya/Sekor cameras, 
you'll feel what we mean. The 
body has a special rubberized 
gi for a steady hold, the 
lens focusing ring is knurled 
and rubberized for finger-tip 
response. Even the film wind 
lever has tip that's easy on 
your thumb. Thats human 
engineering you'll appreciate. 


Lenses and accessories 
to grow with. 

Whatever camera you pick, 
make sure it has a variety of 
lenses and accessories avail- 
able. Mamiya/Sekor has a 
wide range of interchangeable 
SX lenses from a 21mm super 
wide-angle to an 800mm tele- 
photo. Plus a variety of acces- 
sories so you can build a 
system as your photographic 
skills and interest grow. 


Quality is where 
Price and value meet. 
Price is only one aspect of 


about 


mm photography is deciding 
Sch amrad Duy 


picking a camera. There are 
features you won't want 

to do without. Marniya/Sekor 
has a price/value story that's 
hard to beat. 

We have a quality story. 
toc, and a two-year warranty. 
If theres a defect in parts or 
workmanship the first two 
years, we'll fix it free. 

Sound like we're talking 
your language? Then see 
your dealer or write for 
more information. 


xe 


4 

mamiya/sekor 

 Nomiya/Sekor 35mm equipment is marketed exclusively 
in the United States by the Bell & Howell Company- 


Ё Berle Howe 


1974 BEL E HOWELL COMPANY AN Rights Rese 


= 
| For the complete story on Mamiya/Sekor SLR cameras, write: 
1 Merritt Flom, Bell & Howell Company, Dep’. PB-40. 
1 2201 W. Howard, Evonston, Illinois 60202 
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lovers during my husband's long absences 
on business trips and 1 refused to swap 
nother couple, even though my 
wd was for it. I tried to raise my 
aughters with the same moral code, 
stressing the importance of preserving 
virginity until marriage. Both of them 
ignored my views and 


n fact were enthu 
ly with а number 
1 college. So when my husband 

ly alone, physically and 
philosophically, in my straitlaced 1 
armor, I still believed sex outside ol m. 
iage was immoral and, more than that, 
Lonly fucked with опе man. 
ightened and insecure at the 
ht of sex with anyone else; hence 
опу to be a serene widow busy with 


other things, untroubled by sex urges. It 
didn't work, 
In the March Playboy Forum, you 


published a leuer from a 68-year-old 
widow from South Carolina who met an 
old friend, wasted а lot of time kidding 
ound. but finally began lucking with 
him regularly and expressed regret that 
she hadn't started sooner. 1 read that ler- 
ter after my release [rom the hospital and 
1 admitted to myself that 1 was out of 
touch with reality, that my celibacy had 
proved disastrous and done no good. I 
sold my house and moved to a new city. 
1 threw out my panty girdles and ma 
tronly dresses and spent nearly 51000 on 
а new wardrobe and two weeks at a re 
sort spa to learn cosmetics and to tone 
up a few flabby muscles. 1 started read- 
ing Masters and Jolson and many 
other authors to get with it mentally. 1 
set out deliberately to make myself sex- 
ually attractive, to adopt а predatory at 
titude, to become what I once would 
lled promiscuous but now think 
onable and sensible. Evenn 
began fucking again, first with one п 
then with more. 

Like the South Carolina widow, 1 re 
1 terribly the waste of time, I thank 
her and praynoy for the advice and the 


LOVE AND WHIPPING: 

J- Edwards does not know what he 
s talking about in criticizing sado- 
sochisis (The Playboy Forum, August). 


kick each other around; 
courage to face their deepest fe 
the skill ro explore those of tl 
ig the needs and capacities of 
the 1 deepen and intensify 
their feelings for each othe 
«mire the young wife from Louis- 
ville (same issue) who got the kind of 
husband she needs, but I don't agree that 
it is the young or the bored who will get 
the best results from spanking or whip- 
ping. I would recommend S/M only to 
lor icd couples who are very sure 


of themselves and each other and are 
deeply in love. S/M is not characterized 
by a desire to injure, punish or humiliate 
the partner but is a true sharing of strong 
feelings. 


(Name withheld by request) 
Boston, Massachusetts 


‘The young woman who enjoys having 
her husband. paddle her every night be- 
fore they have intercourse doubtless rep- 

jority view. In seven years of 
y husband has spanked me 
three times, and each time it was a painful 
and humiliating experience that was not 
lly arousing in itself, However. de- 

Îl the feminist ideas in the air to- 
I am a wom ms a marital 
onship in which my husband is 
ant and 1 am submissive. Those 
three spankings have been enough to cs- 
tablish in my mind that he is the boss. 
That feeling, in turn, makes him sexu 
1y atractive to me. So there is something 
to be sid for an occasional marital 
spanking, even among people who con- 
sider themselves relatively normal. 

(Name withheld by request) 
Baltimore, Maryland 


spite 


MASKED RIDER 
1 ат sexually fascinated by masks. Just 
iy type of mask intrigues me, es- 
pecially when worn by а woman. 1 won 
if many people share my feeling that 
ings are exceedingly sensuous. 
rc olten used to evoke emotion 
and they have been widely employed 
religion and in the aris for thousands of 
years—not to mention at masked parties 
d costume balls. Perhaps 1 would hy 
been happier in past centuries, whe 
masks were able on all sorts of so- 
cial occasions I hope I can eventually 
find a woman to share my fantasy with; 
most would be olfended ked them. 
to put on a mask before making love. 
(Name withheld by request) 
New York, New York 


LOVEMAKING WITH RESTRAINT 

Once in а while, The Playboy Forum 
publishes leners from devotces of sexual 
sadism and masochism. I hope no 
led to confuse those predilections with 
simple bondage. The practitioner of 
bondage simply uses his mastery of his 
pantner’s body to help her derive the ut- 
most pleasure from her fantasies of rape 
and sexual abuse. Indeed, a true bond 
master would never even tie his bondage 
belle too tightly, which could threaten 
circulation, but just tightly enough th 
she knows she is no longer the mistress of 
her body. And he would not do anth 
to which she strongly objects. 

A bondage relationship embodics love, 
trust and respect. The master expresses 
his love by accepting guilt and freeing 
his partner of any taint of sinning; he 
trusts that she will not ery rape and is rc- 


eds 


speeifully concerned for her well-being. 
The woman, on the other hand, shows 
her love by her complete submission; she 
trusts her partner not to harm her and 
respects him for making her the ul 
x object sans pareil. 


« his bondage belle to the 


m and then retreating time 

nature can no longer 
be denied. The excitement i need 
and ied by the 


one finds in a good horror movie. In both 
„ real terror would drive people 
ау, but the illusion ol terror will keep 
them coming back for more. 
(Name withheld by request) 
Torrance, California 


THE NEED TO BE NORMAL 

From time to time, I have read leners 
à The Playboy Forum and The Playboy 
Advisor from people who enjoy such 
things as tying each other up during sex 
al activity, spanking, anal intercourse, 
nd the like. 1 must admit Гус experi 
enced urges to experiment with such 
ned 
rimenis with kinky sex because 
such acts are not normal. PLAYBOY does а 
great disservice to the mental health of 
readers by either remaining silent or giv. 
ing instructions on how to do some of 
these abnormal things. 7 у ol 
people never engage in bondage, pecul- 
tercourse, sadomasoch- 
ism, amd the like, and they should not 
be encouraged 10. Departures from the 
norm can cause serious shame, guilt and 
depression and do permanent emotional 

age. 


Robert Strong 
Baltimore, Maryland 
Sounds like you make a fetish of nor- 
mality. However, since you don't seem lo 
view it as a problem, we can't recom 
mend that you seck help; therapists 
usually feel that curing а normality com- 
plex requires that the sufferer manifest a 
decp and sincere willingness to change 
Though we respect your sexual orienta- 
tion, candor bids us point out that nor 
mality is either a statistical concept or a 
standard based on some notion of 
morality. Thus anal intercourse might be 
described as abnormal, because, accord- 
ing lo our survey "Sexual Behavior in the 
1970s!" only about 12 percent of married 
couples have tried it or because a com- 
mentator considers il immoral but pre- 
fers to use the more objective-sounding 
word abnormal to condemn it. In either 
case, normal is а catchword, not a sensi- 
ble guide for conduct. 


MORALITY AND INSURANCE 

1 have been a lifeinsurance agent in 
California for about five уел 
senting a large company. Several of my 
dients are being charged extrachigh pre- 
miums because credit investigators. have 
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The only secrets 
in dancing 
are whispered 
in your ear. 

The rest is common knowledge 


at Arthur Murray's. 
Passit on 


The people who re-introduced 
"touch" dancing invite you to have a 
free introductory lesson. Their ex- 
pert instruction can help make danc- 
ing a very moving experience! See 
Yellow Pages for studio nearest you 


Arthur 
N Murray 


0 DANCE STUDIOS 


International Headquarters 
1077 Ponce de Leon Blvd. 
Coral Gables, Fla. 33134 


Over 200 studios worldwide: 
United States, Canada, Pucrto Rico, 
Great Britain, Australia, South Africa. 


80 © 1574, Arthur Murrey, tre 


discovered that they are living with a 
person of the opposite sex to whom they 
are not married. These 
adults. neither hes 


people are 
vy drinkers nor users 
of drugs. T asked my company's unda 
writing unit why they would charge 
more money to insure a person who vio- 
lates traditional morality, Their reply 
was that people in such situations rend 
to have а higher mortality rate th 
those who live more conventional lives. 1 
k this is hypocrisy: these people are 
alized because they offend the 
itanical sensibilities. 

(Name withheld by request) 

Los Angeles. Californ 

PLAYBOY contacted the Institute of Life 

Insurance, which informed us that there 
are no slatistics showing a higher mortal- 
ity rale among couples living together 
unmarried. 


In the August Playboy Forum, Ken- 
пеш Collier stated. “It seems to те u 
a private businessman. such as an insur 

xe agent, has no right 10 try to shove 
his own moral code down his customers’ 
throats.” Insurance agents do no such 
thing: the decisions about who gets and 
doesn’t get insurance are made by the 
companies: underwriters. The underwrit- 
ers rely on various sources of informa- 
tion about the person wishing 10 buy 
insurance. including creditinvestigating 
agencies, which sometimes report. false 
or insulhcient information. Collier is 
unfair dn out the 
ent, who is simply the man 
the middie between: underwriters 
investigators. 


Richard L. Col 
Baltimore, Maryland 


PROOF OF VIRGINITY 
T wust that the seach for the Wowser 
of the Year (The Playboy Forum. March, 
June) is an international competition. If 
so, it leading contender must be Bishop 
Augoustinos of Greece, who has ordered 
priests in his diocese to refuse to marry 
couples who have had sexual intercourse 
while e 1. Evidently the good Dish- 
op thinks that people who have discov- 
ered sexual compatibility and want to 
wed shouldn't be permitied to marry. 
while those who don't know if they're 
really ible are the ones who 
should marry. To complete: this ab- 
surdity, the bishop ordered. his pricsis 
to demand prool of virginity before 
performing a wedding, but didn’t say 
what such proof would consist of. (Lie 
detector? Swearing an oath on the Bible? 
Scout's honor?) Clearly, Americans have 
no monopoly on sheer idiocy 
John Tyler 

Los Angele 


com 


California 


WEIGHED IN THE BALANCE 

September Forum Newsfront tells of 
parish priest who forbade a Cathol 
burial for one of his parishioners who 


worked as а counselor and administrator 
in an abortion clinic. Evidently this 
priest feels that abortion is а terrible 
thing. Of course, the Catholic clergy 
could greatly reduce the number of 
abortions by making sex education and 

traception 1o everyone, 
every whi m why they 
don't do that 

IL it's any solace to the parents of this 

year-old woman, she probably did more 
good in her brief time at the abortion 
dinic than that priest will do in his 
entire lile 


Bill Wilke 
Sarasota, Florida 


REVENGE OF THE FETUS PEOPLE 

Those anti-abortion zealots, the ferus 
people, have struck again, this time stig 
g а dramatic farce that deserves to be 
called Revenge of the Fetus Peopl 
Shades of the Inquisition! Mrs Carol 
Morreale of Marlborough, Massachu 
setts, merely told a local reporter that. in 
her opinion, William A. Baird's Parents 
Aid Society had a right to open an abor 
tion clinic in the town. Her parish priests 
noted ber name in the newspaper and 
when she went to the church to have her 
by baptized, they questioned her dose 
ly about her views and .clused to baptize 
the child. Миз. Morreale kuer stated in 
an interview with The New York Times 
that she supports freedom of choice with 
regard to abortion but this docs not 
mean she 1. Suse. 
quently a Jesuit priest, the Reverend Jo 
seph O'Rourke, Hew to Massachusetts 
and performed the baptismal ritual out 
side the church. 

Tt hay been sid that the fetus people 
care more for the unborn than for the 
born and this case really proves it. The in. 
fant was pertectly innocent, yet the priests 
wanted to punish him lor his mother's 
sin of daring to think independently 
According to the priest. own theology, 
should а child die unbaptized it is con 
demmed to limbo, where he or she is 


lieves in ahoi 


eternally deprived of the sight of God. 
IE the child were unborn, they'd fight 
for his or her right to get born, 
born, they 


but once 
consign the 


© willing te 


©. 
nother act to the drama 
Jesuit authorities subsequently dismissed 
O'Rourke from the order for baptizing 
the child. It seems these characters have 
ver grasped the difference between 
morality and vindictiveness. 

stephen Gould 


Boston, Massachusetts 


"The Playboy Forum" offers the 
opportunity for an extended dialog be 
tween readers and editors of this pub 
lication on subjects and issues related to 

The Playboy Philosophy.” Address all 
correspondence to The Playboy Forum, 
Playboy Building, 919 North Michi 
gan Avenue, Chicago, Ilinois 60611. 


Wow...a Motorola 
mini car tape player 


Ed 
This is the first time you ever saw a 
Motorola 8-track car tape player at a manu- 
facturer's suggested list of $29.95. 

It's Motorola's latest, and it doesn't sound 
low priced. That's because it's engineered 
by Motorola and built to Motorola's exact 
specifications. 

Motorola Model TM124S is designed to fit 
neatly into tight places such as the glove 


for #29951" 


= \— 


Ў. CHECK THESE FEATURES 


Xe Individual left and right volume 
controls 


е Manual Program Selector 


* Program Indicator 
* Tone Control 


е Precision Head (no fine tuning 
adjustment needed) 


€ Solid state reliability 


compartment or under the dash in most com- 
pact and foreign cars. 

Visit your Motorola dealer and find out how 
much mini car tape player you get for your 
money. Wow! For sure! 


MOTOROLA 


SOMETHING ELSE in sound on wheels 
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Evyan Perfumes, Inc. 
NEW YORK, М.Ү. 


PLAYBOY INTERVIEW: 
a candid conversation 


He doesn’t have the Mediterranean 
sensuality of a Rudolph Valentino, the 
rakehell charm of a Clark Gable, the 
suave sophistication of a Cary Grant or 
the lady-killer reputation of an Errol 
Flynn. But ihere's no doubt that 37. 
old Robert Redford is the most powerful 
male sex symbol on the screen today. 

That's nol a label Redford particularly 
relishes: He dislikes all labels, in fact. 
An accomplished dramatic performer 
(with several critically acclaimed stage 
appearances and one Academy Aw 
nomination, for “The Sting,” unde 
belt), Redford is a concerned environmen- 
talist, a fiercely independent thinker and, 
in the words of one of his producers, “so 
smart he could be the first actor to be 
President.” (Today that may not be a 
compliment.) 

Born in Santa Monica, California, in 
1937, Redford went from Van Nuys High 
School to the University of Colorado, 
where he found himself majoring in 
mountain climbing, hunting and skiing, 
rather than їп more conventional aca- 
demic pursuits. He dropped out in his 
second year to spend 13 months studying 
painting in Europe. Returning to the 
United States, he enrolled at the Pratt 
Institute in New York. Vaguely motivated 
by some idea of becoming an art director 
for the stage, he followed the suggestion 
ој an instructor and enrolled in the 


“Most interviews make me look so perfect, 
so lucky, so one-dimensional. Nobody ever 
gives me credit for having a nightmare, for 
making people unhappy. 1 can be terrifi- 
cally irresponsible and selfish." 


ROBERT REDFORD 


with hollywoods most self-effacing superstar 


American Academy of Dramatic Arts. The 
original notion was merely to obtain 
theatrical background, but once Redford 
tried acting, he was hooked, 

While Redford was studying in New 
York, his heart was on ihe West Coast 
with young Lola Van Wagenen, a Utah 
girl he'd met in Los Angeles. Following a 
courtship conducted partly by long-dis- 
tance telephone, they were married in 
1958 and have since become the parents 
of three children: Shauna, 14; David 
James (Jamie), 12; and Amy, 4. 

After impressing critics and directors 
in a series of supporting roles on stage and 
television, Redford landed the lead in the 
Broadway production of “Sunday in New 
York" in 1961. His first big break came 
in 1963, when Mike Nichols cast him as 
the young husband in Neil Simon's com- 
edy hit “Barefoot in the Park." Six mod- 
«Пу successful motion pictures, includin, 
the screen version of “Barefoot,” preced- 
ed Redjord's. blockbuster breakthrough, 
when he teamed with Paul Newman 
in 1969's “Buich Cassidy and the Sun- 
dance Kid.” That was the first time any 
body stole a picture from Paul Newman, 
and it should have led to an unbroken 
stream of film roles. What it did provide 
was a chance for the unpredictable Red- 
ford to be very choosy. In the same year, 
he did a skiing movie, "Downhill Racer," 
with his own production company, and 


“I'd certainly like 10 be very vich. Just 


because E like wearing Levis and have a 
disdain [or certain material things doesn’t 
mean for a second that 1 don't 
the richest guy in the valley.” 


a motorcycle film, “Little Fauss and Big 
Halsy,” and starred in “Tell Them Willie 
Boy Is Here” Then he holed up in his 
secluded Utah home, refusing all movie 
commitments for a two-year period. Not 
until 1 when he made “Jeremiah 
Johnson,” did he emerge from his self- 
imposed retirement—alyeady the fourth 
such extended absence from filmwork in 
his career. Suddenly, there was Redford 
again, all over the marquees with “The 
Hot Rock" and "The Candidate” in 
1972, "The Way We IY ” and “The 
Sting” in 1973 and “The Great Gatsby" 
in 1974. In 1975, Redford will be seen 
in “The Great Waldo Pepper” and he'll 
shoot a Western about Tom Horn, the 
scout who tracked Geronimo in the Sierra 
Madres (the script to be done by William 
Goldman, who wrote “Butch Cassidy"); 
and he's bought the film rights to “АЙ 
the President's Men,” the Carl Bernstein- 
Bob Woodward best seller (first intro 
duced in PLAYBOY) about the uncovering 
of Watergate. Despite this spurt of activ- 
ity, Redford keeps talking about retreat- 
ing back into his Ulah mountain [astness. 
To find out if he really means it, YLAYBOY 
assigned free-lance writer Larry DuBois 
lo track down the elusive Redford. Du- 
Bois’ report: 

“Redford isn't really comfortable with 
any of the hoopla that goes along with 
his new superstar status, and so spending 


STANLEY TRETICK 


“I have a gutlevel feeling about politi- 
cians that goes way back, that there's 
nothing lo sce in their eyes. They all talk 
as though they're addressing а room 
Jilled with 10,000 people. 
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Nobody's been making satin sheets for 21 years. 
Except us! The secret? We know what we're doing. 
We use only the softest acetate satin, 225 x 78 
thread count. (Some people don't!) Our sheets are 
| completely MACHINE WASHABLE. And we offer 12 
colors for regular er round beds! NEW Hot F 

Tangerine, Gold, Red, Black, Bronze, Blue, Silver, 


Pink, White, Mint or Orchid. Isn't it time you came 


of age with satin? 
‘SHEET SETS Q sti 
Double Set — $23.98 Queen Set 
Twin Set 2238 King Set 
Round 84” Set 48.50 Roun 
3 letter monogram on 2 cases—$2.50 
For fitted bottom sheet, add $2.00 to double or twin 
ice; $2.50 to queen: $3.00 to king price. Round 
attom sheets are fitted. Odd sizes on request. 
Send check of m.o. 30% deposit on С,0-0-5. 
SCINTILLA," INC. сере, m-60620 
Free 40-Page Color Catalog of ай Our 
‘Satin Fashions With Every Order! 


Every busy person needs the Organizer. Its ingenious 
Norwegian design helps you get moro work done in 
lose space, beautifully. Open, it's БАМ x 45"H x 30"D, 
and includes a olide-away desk. 19 adjustable 
shelves, a separate verlical file, compartmented 
drawer, built-in lamp, апе a lock. When it's time to 
close up the Organizer, it becomes a handsome 
cabinet 32°W x 21"0, and fils easily into your living 
тоот, den, bedroom, or wherever you like to work. 

The Organizer is imported from Norway, where 

ʻe still an ап. And as the importer. we 

keep tho price low (S445 in Teak or Walnut: S495 іп 
Rosewood). It's usually tex deductible and comes 
with а 60-day, money back 
guarantee. Come in and see the (8 
Organizer. Or write for color 
brochure No. PO 12-4 

To order, call or send check, of 
charge to Amer. Exp., DC, Master 

e. or BankAriericard. We 

ip anywhere in the Continental 
.S. for $25.00. Isn't it time 
you got organized? 


GREATWOOD 


Greatwood Products of California, Inc. 

101 S. Robertson Blvd., Los Angelos, Cal. 90048 
(213) 273-5007 

Groatwoot Products, Inc. 

800 Third Ave. New York, N.Y. 10022 (212) 355-3160 


his time in froni of a tape recorder, par- 
licipating in the invasion of his own 
privacy, came very low on his list of 
preferred pnstimes—somewhcre down 
about where most of us would place 
going to the dentist. That may be why il 
took almost two years to acquire roughly 
eight hows of recorded conversation. 

“The first time I met him, in his office 
in Los Angeles about four movies ago, 
he asked all the questions. Who was 1 
And why did I want to interview him? 
How did I feel about this and that? He 
likes to save his performances for the 
screen, and if I expected to find out 
about him, I was going to have to let him 
find out about me. The questioning was 
sharp and precise, his manner polite but 
firm and—well, suspicious. He didn't 
start to relax until he found out that 1 
was а Mormon from Salt Lake and final- 
ly he said, ‘OK, what the hell" As soon 
as he got out of Hollywood, a place that 
gives him a pinched nerve in the brain, 
and back home to Utah, 1 could meet 
him there to begin the interview 

“The weekend 1 arrived was the last of 
the ski season, and what he mostly want 
ed lo do was ski. So cach morning, it was 
straight to Ute lifts, straight to the top 
and straight down again as fast as possi 
Ше, hooting and hollering all the way. 
You don't have to be from Utah to un. 
derstand why he loves living there. His 
home, which he and his wife built them. 
selves, brick by brick, looks over those 
Spectacular Wasatch mountains where he 
filmed ‘Jeremiah Johnson’ and where he 
has developed a ski атса called Sundance. 
The people in the area are pretty much 
unawed by celebrityhood, so it's easy for 
him to get away from its pressures. And 
those mountain roads, where there are 
few cars and соеп fewer highway pairol- 
men, ате perfect for Redford's passion 
for driving his Porsche, his motorcycles, 
cven the family station wagon, at truly 
immoderate. speeds 

“We talked a lot that weekend—about 
Henry Miller and Hunter Thompson 
and skiing and Lola and art and self-dis- 
cipline—you name it. He's a first-rate 
storyteller with the satirical eye of an 
editorial cartoonist: He loves to jump 
on himself, politicians, movie executives, 
anybody he catches indulging in any sori 
of phoniness or pom posity. But somchow 
we never gol mound to turning on the 
tape recorder, which was just fine with 
him 


Phe next time 


arranged a meeting 
was ou the set of ‘The Great Gatsby’ in 
Newport, Rhode Island. He was in a very 
different mood, not loose and high-spivit- 
ed at all. He was feeling suffocated by 
that high-sociely world he was immersing 
himself in on the set, and the locals in 
that statusconscious community tended 
to be impressed with Robert Redford. 
He was getting а lot of fancy invitations 
10 a lot of fancy tennis clubs, and he gave 
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High Rise 

Dopp Kit: 
Ittakes alot. 


Just when you think its oll filled ор, odjust 
the exclusive Snop Straps and fill it up 
some more. Alwoys the only Dopp Kit. Now 
it rises to new heights. S18. 


DOPP 


A Samsonite Company 
Chicogo 60616 


With a little help from a friend 
. . - you can host the perfect 
party . . . from an intimate get- 
together to a large convention. 
It's like being a guest at your 
own party! Whether business 
or pleasure, a little help from 
your Playboy Club can help 
you make a big impression. 
Call the friendly Catering 
Manager at any Playboy Club, 
Flayboy Hotel or Playboy 
Club-Hotel today. Or write to 
Marilyn Smith, National Sales 
Director, Club Division, Dept. 
09324, Playboy Building, 919 
N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, 
Illinois 60611. 


little help 
froma 
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STR-7055 
“The overall perform- 
ance of the Sony STR 
7055 left nothing to be 
desired, and our posi- 
tive reaction to the re 
ceiver was enhanced by 
the smoothness of its 
controls, its noncritical 
tuning, end its noise- 
Tree РМ muting system” 

—Reprinted from 
Stereo Rev., Nov 1973 


STR-7045 
“The IM distortion, start- 
ing from 0.1 percent at 
0.1 watt, increased to 0.2 
percent at 30 watts and 
0.5 percent at 40 watts 

IM distortion was less 
than 0.2 percent at all 
power levels from 30 
watts down to а mere 1 
тимати" 

Reprinted trom 

Popular Electronics 

June 1974 


"Sony's conservative 
power ralings were em- 
phasized by the fact that 
at the rated 30 watts/ 
channel (or less), the 
THD was under 0.1 per- 
cent at any frequency 
from 20 to 20,000 Hz 
end was typically about 
0.02 percent" 

— June 1974 issue of 

Popular Electronics 
“The published ratings 
of the STR-7045, good 
аз they аге, do nol do 
justice to this fine 
receiver” 

June 1974 issue ot 

Popular Electronics 


No matter how good we think we are, 
there are people who think were better. 


Understatement is as rare in the 
business of componentry as it is in the 


business of politics. 


Yet respected and responsible audio 
publications have seen fit, time and time 
again, to point out that Sony has a curious, 


habit of underrating itself 


Our predilection for this comes from 
two things. We tend to be conservative 
because we shudder at the exaggerations 


©1974 Sony Co 


р of America Sony. 9W 57 St. N ¥, N Y 16019 SONY is a trademark ol Sony Corp 


that others fling about. And we know that 
even though we play ourselves down, our 
specs still emerge as deeply impressive. 
And certainly, once you actually hear our 
underrated components, you will be 
deeply impressed 
You see at Sony, we're not only tough 
on ourselves while we're making our 
equipment. We're also tough on ourselves 
after we make it. 
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If you give us halfa chance, 
wel she you a full refund. 


Free Cavendish No.79 


If you like the lighter 
taste of imported tobaccos, 
you'll love the famous aroma 
of Mixture No. 79 in a great 
new Cavendish cut. 

Roll-up pouch, too, like 
the fancy imports. (But without 
those fancy prices.) 

When you buy a pouch, take 
a coupon from the special 
Cavendish No.79 display. Mail it 
tous with the word “Cavendish” 
from the front of the pouch, and 
tell us how much you paid. 

You'll get your money 
back. And we hope we'll 
get you back. 

Mixture No. 79 also 
comes in Regular and Cherry 
Brandy. 


ur tobacconis doesn't display. just send the word "Cavendish" from the 
г k to this address: Pree Offer, Box 4146, 600 Perdue Ave., Richmond, Va. 23224. 
(Limit: One per customer. Olfer expires 12/31/75. Allow 4-6 weeks for refund.) 


The case of the 
disappearing dial. 


The super sound sleuth who solved 
itis the amazing new Clarion 617. 
The in-dash, 8-track car stereo 
with a radio dial that flips up 
to become a cartridge slot. 
It's ultra compact, faster 
loading. 
The Clarion 617 has 
everything from improved 
AM/FM stereo reception 


and ВЕ stability to vertical 

head tracking, LED indicator 
lights, а power output circuit 
that protects against overload 
and a special adjustable shaft to 
fit the dash of most cars. 


Why not investigate the brilliant 617? 
Write for complete information 


€ Clarion 


5500 Rosecrans Ave., Lawndale, Ca. 90250 
421 N. Midland Ave.. Saddle Brock, М.1 07662 


off the feeling of a volcano that might 
blow at any time. His family was with 
him and, whenever he wasn't working, he 
wanted to be with them. So we shol à jew 
baskets on the court at his rented farm 
and hung around the set for a while be- 
fore I left carly, as anxious as he was to 
be out of there. Later, he laughed at how 
constrained he felt living їп Gutsby's 
world. 'H was like being in a strait jacket 
for weeks, he said. 

“Finally, last winter, we got in some se- 
rious work, sitting on two canvas chairs 
in the middle of a big field outside 
San Antonio, Texas, where he was film- 
ing ‘The Great Waldo Pepper; which 
was much move to his laste in lifestyle, 
and he was enjoying himself enormously. 
Waldo Pepper is a slightly zany barn- 
storming stunt pilot of the Twenties, 
and Redford felt right at home in the 
part. He was geiting especially high 
toing his own stunt work—things like 
walking on the wing aj an old biplane at 
2000 fect. God, how he loved thut. Any 
way, in between those wild scenes, we fi- 
nally got his words on tape. They wont 
reveal everything Je always wanted 
to know about Robert Redford, but 1 
think you will like, as 1 did, what they do 
reveal: He veally is a good guy. 


масан to do 


Vhy were you sor 
LCrvicwz 
REDFORD: | haven't had very good luck 
with interviews. 1 guess the press is [alli 
ble, human Jike all of us, but too often 
I've found myself in a situation where 1 
felt the interviewer didn’t have an open 
mind. He came in with 
maybe just ап angle on what I was all 
about, or should be all about. And when 
iew comes out, the angle over- 
whelms it and ГИ read abont "Redlord. 
the mountain man,” or "Redford, the 
7 or “Redford, the success.” They 
make me look so perfect, so lucky, so one 
dimensional. Nobody ex 
it for having a nightmare, for 
people unhappy, Tor inconven. 
them. 1 can be t Шү irresponsible 
and selfish, but 1 dont sce that coming 
through interview 

Besides, 1 think а Jor of my privacy. | 
believe in separating my work [rom my 
private lile, and I'd like people to judg 
me by my work, not by what they read 
about me. Especially if the 
kind of fix on n 


get some 
business 
s nor wue. IET 
lone, and Em 


a loner, Vd be living 
not. But alice people read а lot ol stories 
about you, they think they know you: 
they've made up their minds about you 
before you even meet them. So whatever 
spontaneity their reactions to you mi 
have had is lost. You've got this in 
which is 


ever more than 
standing like some gr 
you and other people, 
harder to get to know th 


ly accurate 
t shield between 
nd that makes it 
So at one 
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Authentic American 
Band Music of the 1890's. 


The Jack Daniel’s 
Silver Cornet Band. 
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Now that you’ve grown 
a moustache... 
make it the greatest! 
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burns and — After Shave Lotion 
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point T got so ange 
types that I just said. 
with that. 1 just woi terviews." 
PLAYBOY: So why do this onc? Do you 
think it will show you the way you 
really ате? 

REDFORD: | don't know if that's possible. 
Maybe the problem before has been that 
1 havent been completely honest with 
the interviewer, or maybe it's because I 
change from the moment I give the inta 
view to the moment it’s published. This 
rravsoy thing, I fe y the best of 
the interviews, because it's the straight 
estî ИМ be accurate in terms of what T 
said. But it's true that Fm not the same 
person I was six months ago, or even 20 
minute: And il you сап deal with 


d with these sterco- 


that —l ig somebody who's rid 
ing through and grabbing a piece of that 


person- fine. As la 
whole piece of that perso 
ed phony imagery. 

m 1 originally agreed 10 
though, was that 1 had 
wanted to say and 1 
ht be a good way. An 
person who's capable 
of the за that other people 
е He сап be just as up on issues, and 
ast as passionate about world events, 
and about what's the coun- 
try, as anybody ele 

PLAYBOY: Has it occurred. to уоп that if 
you weren't famous as an actor, few 
people would. be ested in reading 
about your opinions? 
REDFORD: That's true. Fam 


g as ds а 
nd not a lot 


do the interview 
some things 1 
thought this mi 
actor, aft 


is a two-edged 


lot of what y 
times it leels like a plague. You can court 
fame like a lover, or fight it like a spar- 
ring partner. Either way, it's trouble. H's 
gotten so that when I meet people, I 
e this impression that they resent 
resent the way I look, maybe, resent my 
success, Sometimes it's not really justi 
fied, and that’s even sadder. Let me give 
you am example. 1 went to а party the 
other night. which is something 1 seldom 
And I was feeling pretty good. look: 
forward to meeting some people 1 
t know. So I went in and started in. 
troducing myself: "Hello. I'm Bob Red 
ford. How are you?" and so forth, And 
this one guy me a real weird look, a 
sort of blank stare, like T was some scum 


he didn’t want to be bothered dealing 
with. Aud 1 thought to myself, "Fuck 
nd moved away. 1 found out 


was so impressed by the fact 
tiat: Rabari Redford lud actually come 
and introduced himself tiat he was 
speechless. 1 misread his reaction. and 
that's a shame. Maybe we could have 
talked together and come away 


over 


with 


with old friends, I sense a differ- 
ence in atitude, One of the last outposts 
for me was Madison Square Garden. 1 
used to love to go there 
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Authentic replica of the 1930s 
Franklin ‘‘Cathedral" Radio. 
Radio is equipped with 
AM-FM-AFC circuitry, housed 
in a handcrafted wood cabinet. 


FBQUINOX 
Marketing Services, Inc. 


919 N. Michigan Ave. 
Chicago, Illinois 60611 


Please send me. — — "Cathedral" 
Radio(s) to use and enjoy lor two weeks 
without obligation. If I decide to keep the 
Radio(s), the cash price for each is 
$49.96", plus $2.96 for shipping 

and hardling. 


O Payment enclosed. 
(Make checks payable to Equinox.) 


O Charge to my Playboy Club credit Key no. 
T T 
mmn | 
No С.0.0 orders. please. Cash keyholders. 
please enclose check. 

"Illinois residents—please add 5% tax 
($2.65 for each Radio). 
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Wish you could take pictures like this? 


Splash! Flash! You got it! 


Now, you can stop 
wishing. And start 
shooting great, life- 
like, action-stopping 
pictures, with Honey- 
well electronic flash. 
Dayor night, in any 
light, get crisp, sharp == 
color ог black and white exposures that 
double the excitement and fun of 35mm 
photography. 

It's easy. Just trip the shutter. Your Honey- 
well Auto/Strobonar sends light to your 
subject, shuts off at exactly the right time 
automatically. At stop-action, blur-free 
speeds as fast as 1/50,000-second! 

Its economical. Costs less than a penny 
a flash, compared to a dime or more for 
old-fashioned flash bulbs 

Which one is right for you? If you shoot 
mostly family-gathering kinds of photos, 
the Auto/Strobonar 110—automatic from 


2 feet to 11 feet— 
is probably all you 
need. Want more 
power and versa- 
tility? Then you may 
need the Auto/ 
Strobonar 360. It's 
automatic clear out 
to 22 feet, with rechargeable Ni-Cad bat- 
teries. If you're getting into the more 
creative aspects of fine 35mm photography, 
you may be ready for the splash-stopping 
model 470 with professional power. Or you 
can choose from one of the 12 other 
Honeywell electronic flash units, starting 
as low as $14.95. 

Want to know more? Write for FREE 28- 
page brochure that tells all about the fun 
of flash photography. Honeywell Photo- 
graphic, Dept. 106-561, P.O. Box 22083, 
Denver, CO 80222. In Canada, McQueen 
Sales Ltd., a Honeywell subsidiary 


Honeywell 
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WE HATE LEAR JET 
CAR STEREOS. 


-BONNIE & CLYDE 
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Model A-72 in-dash cassette player 

with AM/FM stereo radio and dial- 
in-door. Radio dial camoutlages 
cassette player fools thieves. 

than $219.95. This message brought 

to you as a public service by Lear 

Jet Stereo, Inc., 6868 S. Plumer Ave., 
Tucson, Arizona 85706. Send Р 
your name and address. We'll send МІ 
you a no rip-off badge Free \ 


For 50* well tell you 
howto make it from coast 
to coast by Canoe. 


Canoe Cologne by Dono, made in France 
lortheguy who makes it everywhere. tells you where to make it. For cur guide to the bars. 
the discos, the best places, send 507 to Canoe, PO. Box 386. Bellmore, N.Y. 1710. 


Knicks. The Knicks are almost an art 
form to me, the way they operate, the 
moves they make. They play basketball 
supposed to be played, as à team 
without any stars. Anyway, I used to 
able to go to the Garden and soit of dis- 
solve into the crowd; it was kind of like 
going home to me, to be able to go to the 
Garden and scream and yell with every 
body else, and argue and piss and moa 
Bur the last time I went, a crowd started 
hering wound me, and people were 
aking pictures, and the cops were trying 
to keep them back. I spotted somebody 1 
few rows away, and duri 
intermission I went over to say hello, be 
cause I hadn't seen him in several 
nonths. And the | се was 
credible. Mixed with a certain pleasur 
п seeing me this absolute 
pic pain it imo the 
spotlight neras snap. 
ping away—and that look told me: Go 
away. Good to see you, bul go away. Lun- 
derstood that, certainly, but it was dis- 
turbing. That whole feeling of becoming 
an object rather than a person both 
me a lot. I don't mind being an object on 
the screen, because that's what a role is, 
thing you've worked at creating. ОП 
screen. Fm mot some kind of thing: 
I'm a human being. 

PLAYBOY: You rc alvo a sex symbol. How 
does it feel to know that so many women 
would like a piece of you for themselves: 
st wonder where they 


body who's up there on the screen, and 
ot so much with me. So I can't admit 19 

ing a problem with it, really. But T 
g stared at, by anybody. W: 


my lile is 


ening 
and I wonder 
reason, 


у 


why Fm so uptig 
I think, is that Гус lost the cap 
wander around anonymoush—just li 
g ош, being loose, wate 
and listening to them. 


PLAYBOY: When did people start starin 
at you? 
REDFORD: I think the first tine Û had that 


"t kı ture was goin! 
on the cover, just that there w 


ow шу pi 


to be 
in 
be an ticle inside. Well, 1 spent a lot of 
i loors that wee 


1 really couldn't 
wait for the week to be gone, because 1 
hear walking the streets and 
my face staring out at me trom 


every newsstand. And sure enough. nest 
ші 


our house in Utah got robbed, and 
around all 
We put up a gate, then a 
bu Nest come 
ins and the turrets, 


over the pla 
then 


sure, were some 


good feelings. You believed you'd gotten 


| 
Brawny—That’s the word for these Lee doubleknit A jeans and matching shirt-jac. The cut hails 
from the West. In every detail. Right down to the stylish flare. And comfort comes from the new non- 
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somewhere when you got on the cover of 
Life magazine. I meant you'd gained a 
certain amount of 
position in this world, so you had to be 
flattered. But r that in with the prob. 
lems it caused and it was a mixed bag. 
And the negative won out, I think. I 
don't know that covers on magazines 
aren't like Academy Awards, which I 
don't feel very good about, either. Never 
did, even before I was in the bu: 
PLAYBOY: Why not? 

REDFORD: Well, you know I grew up in 
Los Angeles, and the Academy Awards 
seemed to me sort of like California poli- 
tics. Weird. An awful lor of extravagance 
for nothing, and the awards were always 
getting won by people who had done bc: 
¢ work before. or did better work later. 
The Oscars just reflect the opinion ‘of 
Асайету members. The guy who wi 
award for а foot race gets it because he 
was the fastest guy оп that track at that 
moment. That's the only kind of award E 
have any teal respect for. 

I remember when 1 was in college in 
Colorado, there was a whole sm: s at- 
ade about Oscars. It was a camp eve. 
ning, watching the Academy Awards, an 
evening you got together and sat around. 
and booed and hiysed. Ull never forget 
опе time when this guy was sitting cross 
legged on the floor in front of me, watch- 
ing the television set in the fraternity 
house. He was so engrossed in what was 
happening that 1 just started llipping my 
ashes onto his head. I used to 
the time then, and 1 must have don 
cigarettes шр. 
made it Г 
whole pyramid of ashes on his head, P 
ty soon, everybody «Бе jumped on the. 
band wagon, and this guy was just weight 
1 down with these ashes. Somehow the 
mage of the awards sticks in my mind 
that way. When 1 first became tor, T 
was so against them that 1 would proba- 
bly have taken the same position George 
Scot, whom 1 admire tremendously, 
took. Or even Brando, whom I admire, 
100, though he kind of blew it 
PLAYBOY: Blew it? 
REDFORD: What he w 
out messy. 

PLAYBOY: Given your attitude toward Os- 
cars, how did you feel when you were 
minated for one this year, for your per- 
formance with Paul Newman. їп The 


ns an 


moke all 
five 


ted to do turned 


ttered, actually: 
extent. honored, because I 
there are people who do care about the 
awards. 1 couldn't understand why Paul 
wasn’t nominated, though, and I was. 
Mostly, I guess, 1 was surprised. 

PLAYBOY. How did you [cel when you 
didn't win? 

REDFORD: Sort of relieved. I didn't deserve 
it. 

PLAYBOY: Would you have accepted this 
ште? 

REDFORD: | didn't attend the ceremonies, 


to а certain 


but 1 had someone ready to accept the 
award in the unlikely cse that 1 had. 


Didn't the people from the 
Academy put the heat on you to attend? 

REDFORD: Oh, ye: 
arguments about supporting the industry, 
ad so forth. 1 support the industry. I 
give a perform and [m paid well 
for what E do. If the public enjoys it, 
then it makes money for the industry 
and thats the way 1 pay the industry 
pack. 

PLAYBOY: What do you do w 
money? 

REDFORD: 1 don't have a whole lapful of it. 
E fantasy that’s mostly been perpe- 
trated by the press. This past у 
half, doing four films back to b; 
longest I've ever worked since I've been 
the business. Гус had а lot of prob- 
lems in the past: I've gone in cycles, 
sometimes gone two years at a time with- 


h all your 


out working because 1 just didn't want 
10 act. 


or it took that loi 
CT really wanted to do. Fd 
ly like to be very rich. Just be- 
cause I like nature and 1 like wi 
Levis and 1 have a disdain for certain 

ial things doesn't m а see 
chest 
guy in the valley. By God, I think 1 could 
enjoy that without making myself soft. I 
think I could resist the temptations of 
success, like һа entourage of 


to develop 


maids, butlers. things like thar But no 
ter how you slice it, this busines of 
being a Jeremiah Johnson, like 


character in the film—of going up 
place 1 have in the mountains, Баск 
ing and living off а horse—ean't be done 
without moncy. Money is the single most 
dominating clement Our SOC : уон 
Yt live without it. We are, as à society, 
completely tied to ecouomícs. 1s a damu 
ing thing. a [rust thing, but 1 think 
it's worth the fight. I really do. 1 think 
you've got to have certain fights in you 
lile, or you just vegetable out. 
PLAYBOY: You still haven't said wh 
do with all that money you don’t h 
you had it. 

REDFORD: I'd travel, and Vd buy lind and. 
build things on it. Га like to use ilu 
money to create a litle freedom in my 
lile, as Howard Hughes has done. I hi 
Hughes. He's doing finc. I was glad they 
blew that what'shis-name, Irving, out of 
the saddle on his hoax, because it meant 
Hughes could buy some more time be 
fore he had to appear in public. There's 
a guy who's m xLto keep his privacy. 
PLAYBOY: II you're so hooked o 
why continue in mov 
form that’s most guarante 
of your ir Ly from curious stares? 
REDFORD: 11 you know the answer t0 that, 
you've solved the riddle of the Sphi 
have only a kind of half-assed 
which is that I suppose il the press 
bad enough, ГИ just pack acting in and 
do something else. Right now, I like to 


youd 
it 


think 1 act because it’s the thing T do 
best; and there ате things I really want to 
do in films that I haven't done yet. Things 
like my next film, All the President's Men, 
which 1 feel strongly about because of my 
beliefs about the whole Watergate mess. 
PLAYBOY: Isn't there a danger that the 
Watergate scandal will be very old news 
by the time the movie comes out? 

REDFORD: The Watergate scandal itsell is 
like being in a hotel room with a Gideon 
Bible. It's just there for everybody to see 
and know about, You're absolutely right 
that there would be no point in makin 
ic about Nixon. That's all. been 
documented very nicely. What interests 
me, thou is what АП the 
President's Men is really about—is how 
the whole thing was uncovered through 
the persistence of investigative reporting, 
which seems to be a dying art in this 
country. I, for onc, think there ought to 
be more of it. As a responsible, civil 
rights-minded citizen. I want to sec more 
investigative reporting that says, “Hey, 
Agnew, cut the shit. We've got the facts 
here.” “Hey, Dick, how come you said this 
yesterday and. you're doing this today?” 
That kind of reporting is a terrifically 
important part of our democratic system, 
and I want to know why so many papers 
lay back on the facts, what kind of ta 
boos existed, what a newspaperman has 


to go through to get his story. Besides, I 
think that Bob Woodward and Carl 
Bernstein of The Washington Post, 


whose story АП the President's Men аз, 
have given us one of the top suspense 
yarns of our generation, which nobody 
would believe if it weren't documented 


I think, really, the newspaperman is 
our one hero figure at the moment. Fol 
lowing these guys around in Washingto 
as I've done а bir kuely, 1 learned how 
э to be a newspaperman, be 
те always а moving 
in the business of grabbing hi 
tory on the run, and sometimes you grab 
lightning on the run. You're gathering so 
much information so quickly, so con- 
ману, that it's very dilhcult to be accu: 
rate every time, so you run the risk of 
ing shot down by cach person you 
refer to in print. But with all their flaws— 
reporters tend to be lazy and sloppy 
sometimes—they also tend to be honest. 
You can't say that about the Government 
PLAYBOY: What do you think would have 
happened in this country if Watergate 
hadn't been uncovered? 
REDFORD: І think we were h 
some kind of Orwel 
that it was blown apart just before it 
went over the line. They were getting 
everything so nicely stacked: Supreme 
Сошт appointments, trying 10 take over 
the FBI the whole mentality that said 
ditty ticks could be equated with n. 


geL 


tional security, the concessions lo big 


bu crests. One concrete thi, 


we 


Persistent rumors of the 
death of the Brass Monkey, the 
shadowy Allied operative, 
go back to early 1943 and the 
neutral port of Macao off the 
China Coast 

300,000 Chinese refugees 
crowded the town streets. Under 
cover of this chaotic situation, а 
"pipeline" was established from 
the Japanese-occupied mainland 
to the outside world. How long 
wouldit take the Japanese secret 
police, the dread Kempeitai, to 
discover that the route lay through 
H. E. Rasske's import-export 
warehouse? Why were they step- 
ping up surveillance of Rasske's 
favorite drinking spot, the notor- 
1ous Brass Monkey Club? And. 
what was Pete Yale (recall his 
name from the international set?) 
doing on the scene? 


Unlikely Warriors. 
The Brass Monkey Club, 
as is well known, gotits name 

froma small brass figurine in a 


кысса у 


niche by the door. The specialty 
of the house was a drink also 
called the Brass Morkey. It was 
much favored by those unlikely 
Ex warriors, of many nationali- 
ties, whose weapons were 
quiet words, small ges- 
tures, scribblings on bar 
coasters —and whose 
armor was a convincing 
"cover" Fora time, a bust 
nesdike truce was maintained. 
Then things began to happen. 
One night, Kwo Suey Jay, 
the dependable Chinese busboy, 
failed to show up for work. His 
Job was taken by a young 
Japanese 
A few nights later, the 
chanteuse Loyana was replaced 
—atthe height of her popularity 
Notlong after, on a 


crowded evening, an un-named 


ONKEY: DEAD OR ALIVE? 


the Kempeitai assassinate the Brass Monkey, 
е man behind the drink that defeated the Japanese Secret Service in W. W. II? 


American suddenly clutched а! 
the back of his neck, rose, knock- 
ing over his table (number six) 
and ran into the traffic outside. 
The police report said he died 
from a needle dart. 


The "Man Who Never 
Came Back" 

Who was itthat died? Cor- 
respondent Cossey's analysis 
tes in with the disappearance of 
Fete Yale from the society 
cclumns of the day. Perhaps Yale 
had been buying time for our 
side. Cossey's reference to Yale 
in the past tense ("had a sense 
of humor...) suggests that the 
"Brass Monkey" sitting at table 
six was Pete Yale and not 
Н.Е. Rasske. 

Apparently the Brass 
Monkey's work continued, be- 
cause the officially reported 
"death by hara-kiri" of the 
section chief in Macao was 
interpreted as a salute to the 
better soldier. 


What's А Brass Monkey? 

Its an absolutely smashing 
drink made from a secret com 
bination of liquors. Tasty, smooth 
and innocentlocking, but potent. 
When you drink it— 
over ice, with orange 
juice or with tonic— 
maybe you shouldn't 
sit with your back 
to the door. 


THE BRASS a 
from HEUBLEIN 


Heublein Brass Monkey? 48 Prcol. Made with Rum, Smirnoff” Vodka and Natural Flavors 01974 Heublein, Inc. Hartford, Conn 06101 


Why we eall him Big Майа John. 


There we were etting around in aeivele at 
Sohns place, when Marsha aid “Hey leks do something 
different tonight." 

"Tohun was 


Quicker 
ee аан ES «t idem ue watehed 


л. 


4 cup e£ жын ere, 
* Whats у р Еу os Bae 
“hats а Marge а, 
ee meen ing E little ones 
Tustin EL 


Ma We И У 
pit sy мрн E 
whew it came Des d 
John there was uo mote 
lett, So he ade make 
ancther bath, 


And thats why 
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should get ош of Watergate is campa 
spending reform. That was one of the 
reasons J made The Candidate: to show 
how our political process, as it now 
stands, shapes the kind of leaders we get. 
PLAYBOY: At the time you made The Can- 
didate, some politicians said you were 
being unrealistic, unduly hard on the po- 
1 process. 

REDFORD: That makes me laugh, because 
given recent developments, The Candi- 
date pales in comparison with reality. I 
mean, theres something dvasti 
wrong with a system that can produce, 
the country’s leader, a man who twice in 
his political career had to go on national 
television to tell the people he is not a 
ook. What The Candidate showed was 


that power docs corrupt, and that once a 


guy gets power he's likely to insulate 
himself from the people in the street. 
Nixon, too, is the type of man who's been 
screened against humanity. I have a gut- 
level feeling about politicians that gocs 
way back, that there's nothing to see in 
their eyes. They all talk as though they're 
addressing a room filled with 40.000 
people; there's no sense of one-to-one 
relationship. With few exceptions—and 
there are some, because I do have acqu 


ordinarily shallow people. 
Maybe it's by necessity. because they're 
always going to а Jot of luncheon: 
а lot of speeches, shaking a lot of hands; 
but whatever the reascn, they just lose 
the ability to deal with individual people. 
1 can see why so many of the 18-year-olds 
didn't vote, If I were 18 and I picked up a 
newspaper and saw that this person's been 
indicted, that person's been cheating, this 
guy's undergoing а tax audit, and every- 
body's living in a state of corruption, I'd 
turn my back and go to something else. 


Мете still being served up the same tired 
old hash like Rockefeller and Jackson and 


Ford, and I say they're cast in the sa 
mold. It's a mold that has to be gotten ri 
of I'm not saying they're incom 
cheaters, but that they're part of the old 
system, and unless the system cl just 
give me a backpack and ГЇ go live in the 
mountains. 

PLAYBOY: How would you want to sce the 
system changed? 

REDFORD: I feel, as far as pol 
cerned, we have all become somewhat vic- 
timized by a system that relies more on the 
representation of spe tcresis Шап on 
that of all the people. So until there is a 
major campaign-reform move like the 
recent one in California, we are all going 
to be saddled with the consequences of 
politics. 1 don't at this time bc- 
line politics; it is old-fash- 


con- 


ork or vote lor the per- 
son—the individual and what he or she 
nds for лупе struc- 
ture has produced а moral dimate that 
neither party can be proud of. 


salvation is to 


PLAYBOY: Both The Candidate and All the 
President's Men are topical films abou 
political issues. Do you feel all movies 
should have a message? 
REDFORD; Oh, no. If a film i: 
entertaining, and people 
good enough. It’s even better, for me, if 
make a film that’s both enter- 
aining and informative. And sometimes 
you have to make onc of the former in 
order to be able to finance one of 
the latter, 
PLAYBOY: With a 
now, do you 
overexposed? 
REDFORD: Sure. But it's out of my hands. 1 
can't help it if Columbia Pictures decides 
to release a film I've done for them in 
October and Warner Bros, decides to re- 
lease a film I've done for them in No- 
vember, even though they may have been 
two years apart in the making. If I 
produce the film, I try to contol the tim- 
ing of the release, becausc I'm afraid I 
might become а drug on the market. The 
though, have af- 
ety in the roles. That 
interested. me. They weren't always the 
Sundance Kid in a different situation. 1 
mean, you can really play the Sundance 
Kid in а detective story; you can play the 
Sundance Kid in a Western; you can play 
the Sundance Kid in a film about busi- 
ness; you can be the hired gun in any 
kind of tough situation, I was comforta- 
ble being the Sundance Kid, bec: 
there was something simpatico there, 1. 
I wouldn't want to play that role a 
next time. 
PLAYBOY: Butch Cassidy and the Sundance 
Kid is the kind of film that looks as if the 
actors had fun making it. Did you? 
REDFORD: No film is a laugh a minute, be- 
cause you always have problems. But for 
the most part, it was the most consistent 
fun of any film I've ever done. Paul New- 
nan is a very generous, giving actor who 
was at his happiest when the whole thing 
was working. Not just his part, but 
everything. George Roy Hill, the direc- 
tor, is scared to death of horses, and he's 
the tightest man on earth. That was won- 
derful, because it made us charge him on 
our horses whenever we got a chance. try 
to maneuver him into paying the tab in 
a restaurant. 
PLAYBOY: You said you felt comfortable 
playing the Sundance Kid. Why? 
REDFORD: | had a strange ideni 
with him that 1 can't quite put my finger 
on. There was a time when 1 was very 
young that I didn't think it would be so 
had to be an outlaw. It sounded pretty 


II the films you have out 
worry about becoming 


r3 


good to me. The frontier wouldn't have. 
been a bad place to be in the 1880s, it 
seemed to me. You didn't turn your back 


on too many people, but the atmosphere 
was free and you carved out of it what 
you could make out of it. One reason I 
liked Butch Cassidy was that it pointed 
out the fact that a lot of those people 


were just kids, doing what they did—rob- 
bing banks, holding up trains—as much 
for the sheer fun of it as for anything els 
PLAYBOY: Didn't some ol the critics take 
Butch Cassidy apart because of that sense 
of fun, saying it wasn't realistic? 
REDFORD: They were wrong about that. 
There are a lot of old people around, cs- 
pecially here in Utah where I live, who 
member having met the real Butch 
sidy and his Hole in the Wall gang. 
And what they say is that Butch and the 
boys loved life so much they couldn't be 
contained. They robbed banks, they were 
wild as hell, and they had а hootin’ time, 
and they liked each other. I've met 
Butcl's sister, Lula, who's a buff on 
Westerns, and when she saw Butch Cassi- 
dy, she said it captured an honest-to-God 
emotion that's missing from most. films 
on the West, that feeling of fun. Those 
guys got into so much trouble because 
they were having too much goddamn 
fun, When a guy just got too drunk and 
shot another guy's head off, he didn't nec- 
essarily mean to. The critics may not 
have liked Butch Cassidy, but obviously 
the reviews didn't make any difference, 
because the film was very successful. 
PLAYBOY: The critics generally. though. 
have been fairly kind to you, haven't 
ihey? 

REDFORD: Үс», I would say so. But I really 
choose not to think too much about 
critic. When I started acting, I was in 
the theater, and the snecess of а stage 
play was predicated preity much on the 
reviews of the critics. So obviously I pa 
more attention to them then. But my 
feeling is that, in theater or in film, some 
critics can be just as power mad as politi- 
cians. I really do believe they love the 
idea of deciding what something is all 
about and perpetrating that on the pub- 
lic. I know what I set out to do in a film, 
and often the critics completely miss it. 
They get very emphatic and. profound. 
and say, “The real message of this film is 
such and such." And tl horseshit. 
PLAYBOY: Can you give an example? 
REDFORD: The most grievous error, as far 
as Tm concerned, was when a ma; 
critic misinterpreted the end of Jeremiah 
Johnson in а way I never thought pos- 
sible. At the end of the movie, I make a 
gesune, which this particular critic inter- 
preted as my giving the Indians the finge 
That was absolutely mind boggling, 
PLAYBOY: What did you mean by the 
gesture? 

REDFORD: The gesture was an ad-lib re- 
sponse to the frustration of the pa 
confusion the character was experiencing 
in just continuing. Tt indicated a respect 
for the enemy—what Rommel and 
might have done if they had met. It was 
a salute of respect, but also of frustration 
in the knowledge that the hunt would 
never end. The criticism was especially 
painful to me because of my feelings and 
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the grown-up Clantons 
created chaos. 
They played with the electric 
trains, the toy trucks, the balls and the bats. 
You name it. The Clanton kids 
were left with nothing. 
Last Christmas, 
Grandma Clanton saved 
the day. She put 
EarlyTimes under the tree. 
Early Times. 
In the Clanton clan, 
it's the gift that 
separates the men... 
from the toys. 


Times. | 
А To know us is to love us. 


Kentucky Straight Bourbon Whisky = 86 Proc! = Early Times Distillery Co . Louisville. Ку OETDC 1973 


Indian. The 
fetched and per- 
of responsible 


concern for the Amer 
ark seemed to n 
1 beyond the 
aiticism. 


Who was the critic? 
‘auline Kael. She seems to be a 
good writer who’ 
ic | met her once, and she made very 
little sense. It was like meeting Captain 
Queeg: she had everything but steel balls 
in her hand. She was rauling on about 
how she was the only one who could 
influence film, aud how 1 had let her 
Чома 
PLAYBOY: How? 
REDFORD: 1 
in her opi 


am irresponsible 


is beyond me. except that 
ion, I had only been doing 
the last few years. So I 
it, well. you just forget about some- 
body like that. 

PLAYBOY: So you never let the critics 
get to you? 

REDFORD: Well, Fm only human. You 
know it hurts when somebody says you're 
bad in print. Its like somebody throwing 
a tomato at you onstage. Bur if you put it 
all together, it ave 
the tables in Las V 
the majority of th 
actor are just as mist 
sis of what was good about your р 
ince as the favorable res 


s were 


id whether the public likes it. So T 
amt pur too much stock in erities 
PLAYBOY: The one film you've made lately 
that neither public nor critics seem too 
erthusiastic about is The Great Gatsby. 
How does it feel до put so much work 
into a role and then find out that a lot of 
people think it was a [ail 
REDFORD: It’s like robbing a bank and 
then discovering you cm 
bag out, and all you've got for your 
trouble is а sackful of old rags. But most 
things [all short of the mark, and that’s 
the chance you take. The mistake. it 
ms to me, is to linger over it. The pub- 
lic will decide in the long vun, 
will decide whether the critics were 
or wrong: 

PLAYBOY: What's your own opinion? 
REDFORD: 1 think the hype on Gatsby was 
damaging. It was offensive to a lot of 
people. I'm not so sure а lot of ci 
would have recognize 
a faithful interpretation of Fi 
book, if it had come down the road, but 
this just stacked the odds up against the 
picture and the performers. Which were 
bad enough, because ary in 
terest the public has in Gatsby is over 
whelming. There was a time 
мацей shooting that I wished nobody 
had ever read the book. 


d the wrong 


REDFORD: so much of Gatsby's 
character is implied, which means every 
person has his ow 


image of him. The 
н the book is that of 


clearest: character 


YOU TO THE CHURCH ON TIME. 


т. =e The Bible tells us, there is a time for everything 
=}... Bot if your watch is not one of the faithful, your time 


a for everything will be wrong 
à A Toget back on the Don path, you need an 
Accutron" tuning tork watch. 


It resists the temptation of running fast or slow. 
It never needs winding to remind it of its 


& moral obligations. 
And unlike us mortals, its behavior is 
guaranteed righteous to within one minute 


amonth* 


BULOVA ACCUTRON" 


For men and women. 
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You've got it made 


with TABASCO 
Bloody Mary Mix 


Serve your guests the Classic 
Bloody Mary. Rich and right every time 
in this exciting new can. 


Football Party 
Cups 
25—10 oz. special Bloody Mary plas- 
tic cups. Send $1.75 to: Mclihenny 
Company, Dept. BFC, Avery Island, 
Louisiana 70513. Allow three weeks 
for delivery. 


@1974. TABASCO is the registered trademark of 
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Tom Buchanan 
body kept tellin 
chanan, mot Gatsby. “Why 
"Because. you're athletic, you 
polo pony and you're blond 
Why couldn't Gatsby be blond? 
Nowhere in the book does it say what 
color his hair is. 

PLAYBOY: But you dyed your hair brown. 
for the role. Why? 

REDFORD: Partly as a concession to the 
opinion people have—that blonds are 
privileged. 1 wasn't happy about dyeiug 
my hair, but in retrospect, L think it was 
ood idea, because it helped me feel 
lily awkward, and an important part 
tsby's character, it scems to me, was 


my opinion. Every 
me I should be Bu- 
Id ask. 
n ride a 
Well, so 


wha 


f his awkwardness—and the auempis he 


made to conceal it, That was one of the 
ons doing that film appealed to me; 
it was а chance to elude a stereotyped 
e me labeled as a 


image. Some people lı 


B kind of upper-class WASP all-American 


boy—winning, successful, intelligent, 


sured, born of wealth amd position 
Typecasting is always а curse in this 
profession; 1 once played a young Nazi, 
and for a shor period after tiat, to many 
people, 1 was this guy who just came over 
from Munich, and ГА be fine once 1 
earned the English lun, Then 1 
ed some psychotic killers on televi- 
ad E had to light to 1: 
с. "Well, hes a great 
he have a sense of humor? 


id а comedy 
; but does 
So it’s always 
а hassle. But this business of being over- 
privileged really makes me burn. “IL you 
didn't look as il you had graduated Irom 
Harvard, we could believe you as a gar- 
аре collector.” Well, Гуе got news for 
those people: 1 did collect garbage. 1 
don't know what the inside of Harvard 
looks like; the closest | ever got to Har 
vard was getting ihe Harvard Lampoon's 
We 
got through collegi 


st Actor of the Year award. 1 never 
f never got good 
grades. 1 wasn't a bastard son born in 
Hell's Kitche 
than privileged neighborhood, and 1 did 
run with a grim crowd for a while. I lad 


but 1 did grow up in a less 


my share of trouble, and 1 was ex posed to 
a jail cell a time or two. 

PLAYBOY: Whit lor? 

REDFORD: Oh, just your basic WASP juve- 
nile delinquency. J wasn't your fair-haired 
boy. Never combed my hair; couldu't, be 
cause 1 had too many cowlicks. No опе 
ever thought I was good-looking; 1 was 
always too messy. Someday I'd like to com- 
pare notes with these people who think 
they've been through more in life. 1 had 
all kinds of jobs, all kinds of stupid jobs, 
got tossed out ol a lot of them. Now that 
I look back, I realize that a lot of my prob» 
Jem was simply that 1 was growing up in 
Los Angeles—a city that was beginning 
10 Took like the front and back end of a 
Hollywood set, with a great [acude 
front supported by stilts hehind—in the 
Fifties, am era that somebody has de 


scribed 


an age in which the bland 
ling the bland. You could tell a 
man by the shine of his shoes, we were ad 
id 1 just couldn't buy that. 
PLAYBOY: Tell us about some of the jobs 
you got fired from. 
REDFORD: Oh, had my ego been а little 
smaller, I probably would have gone and 
jumped off a bridge, thinking there 
мамат anything in dile 1 could do 
succesfully, because 1 got fired from 
т I got fired Пот Von's 
supermarket in Van Nuys because | 
coukhrt мш groceries into a bag 
Couldn't stuff. groceries imo a li 1 
worked at the Standard Oil refinery 


was 


vised, 


everythin 


started аз а roustabout laying pipes, and 
1 ended up sleeping in trenches. So they 
canned me from that job and put me in 
the barrelaeconditioning department, 
and E stared playing games with the bar 
rels instead of just taking them olf the 
stack and walking over to the truck with 
them and loading them omo the truck. I 
found that by spinning the barrel a cer 
tain way, I could curve it, pretty much 
like а bowling ball. right into the slot by 
the truck. When I knocked down a whole 
truckload of barrels doing that, they de 
cided to get me out of the barrel depart 
ment and put me to work doing 
something with bottles. And I broke a 
whole load of bottles, pushed. them oll 
the end of the dock while I was looking 
up at the sky. The sky interested me: the 
boules didu't. I was lucky they didn't put 
me on a boat and ship me out to sca! 
couple of jobs as 
а carpenter's apprentice because I was al. 
ways crawling under the foundation to 
grab some sleep. 1 was a failure at every 
thing I tried. 
PLAYBOY: Why didn't you finish college 
REDFORD: Thought it was a waste of time. 
1 dropped out of the University of Colo. 
rado during my sophomore year. But I 
ever liked school, dow't think I really 
began to learn. much until I left. Most 
of my teachers were bureaucratic types 
tied to silly rules, "You must print on this 
X the paper.” "You must use this 
kind of line on your pape 
use this kind of pencil, 
textbook 


Then 1 was fired from à 


side 


ой must 
This is your 
“This is your seat in the sec 


ond row," It was so regimented it was 
d I didn’t like it, Didn't like the 
other guys who followed the rules, cither. 
I remember at my high school 
tion, the guy who was the studentbody 
president was giving a speech, I was read 
Mad magazine through the whole 
ceremony. E was a slow reader. And this 
suy 
started to cry, and I just had this weird 
kind of crystabball premonition: This 
guy ain't going to make il 

PLAYBOY: Were you really a slow reader? 
REDFORD: Well, I never liked books used as 
a form of instruction. I liked ‘om on my 


awful, 


adua- 


ot up and talked abour ideals and 
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own terms, just for enjoyment. 
PLAYBOY: What kind of bool 
you? 

REDFORD: Fantasies, fiction. I responded 
very strongly to Hei Miller's work; I 
think because he seemed to me to be 
breaking all the rules of conformity. I 
liked his irreverence. And he was carnal, 
nd 1 was going through what 1 thought 
was а very carnal period. His love was as 
strong as his hate, and both were full-out 
there for everybody to sce. And later, 
when I spent some time bumming 
around Europe. I identified with him, 
because he had had a preity grim time in 
Europe, too. I used 10 drive up to Big Sur 
and go past his house a lot. Onc timc I 
even walked up to the gate, but I couldn't 
self to go 
PLAYBOY: Why? 
REDFORD: Because at the 
have anything to give him, and I w; 
very taken—and still am—with the con- 
cept of a fair exchange of ideas. I don't 
feel I have the right to go up to some- 
body who's famous and say, “I like your 
work, so here 1 am: Entertain me." It I 
meet a physicist, I hope I can tell hi 
somethi about movies, because I'm 
terested If T sit with a Barry 
Commoner t feel it's fair to say. 
“OK, lay it on me. Barry. where's tech- 
nology taking us? How have we fucked 
ourselves ир?" unless Barry has some in- 
terest in movies and how they work, and 
1 can tell dim something. 50 I couldn't go 
talk to Henry Miller 

PLAYBOY: Did you ever meet him? 
REDFORD: In a strange sort of way, years 
later. I was in Santa Monica, driving 
along. and 1 pulled up to a crosswalk just 
as the light changed to green. It was a 
bright summer day, and all these kids 
had just gotten out of school and they 
were a little crazy, like kids are when 
they've just gouen out of school. and 
they were honking their horns and yell- 
ing at tliis old gent who was walkin, 
bicycle across the street. hadn't made it 
across by the time the light changed. I 
pulled up next to the guy and I saw that 
he was Henry 
and a tweed 
glasses. And it all came together rig 
there in the middle of Sunset Boule 
Henry Miller and all these punks yelling 
at him, things like, “Hey, move it or milk. 
it” “Haul ass, old man," "Get off the 
road," stuff like that. And I was filled 
with 80,000,000 things to say to the guy, 
but what I did was I hung out over 
the door, looked at him and said. “Take 
your time, Henry," and drove off. Tha 
was my meeting with Henry Miller. 
PLAYBOY: Driving cars is pretty much of 
consuming passion with you, isn't it? 
REDFORD: Yes. I love to drive around the 
count d opens up а lot when 
I'm on the open road. When I'm driving 
alone, 1 get so high, I talk to myself. 
PLAYBOY: Aloud? 

REDFORD: You bet. 


interested 


time I didn't 


PLAYBOY: What do you talk about? 
REDFORD: Whatever comes to mind. 
PLAYBOY: Weren't you once pretty heavily 
into auto racing? 

REDFORD: I used to think racing was every- 
thing when I was younger. ГИ never for- 
get my first car race. 1 was really jazzed, 
because 1 wanted to be uto racer so 
bad, and I went out to this race near Van 
Nuys, and we were all lined up in double 
file. The guy with the checkered Ilag was 
going past all the cars, slamming. the 
hoods shut, and you got in your car and 
started revving and revving, and every- 
body was getting ready to move, and that 
became such a high that I was just rev- 
ving out the top end. And when he 
dropped that flag. everybody charged off, 
and there I sat. I hadn't put it in gear. 1 
was still in neutral. and 1 had just wound 
that engine right to the moon. I had to 
sit there and wait for it to come down 
enough to get it in gear, grinding it like 
hamburger. It was an insane moment: 1 
just sat there like some great, dead turd 
on the mack. 


PLAYBOY: And th 


t experience didn't turn 


you ой racin 
REDFORD: No. 1 raced a little bit, But I 
think cross. country driving is more excit 


ing, because youre always varying the 


terrain. A race track, for the most 
round. You can predict whar's comi 
know whar obstacles are ahead. Driving 
though the desert, there’s always хопи 
thing new to sec: a rabbit darting across 
the highway, a wreck at the side of the 
n odd cloud formation, somebody 

jg. some unexpected obstacle. 

Driving. to me, is serious business. Not 
that cruising. d stuff like T used to 
do in high school—with your arm out the 
window and pretending to watch the 
road while you're looking out for girls. 1 
mean really driving, and that tikes a lot 
of concentration. There's such a release, 
not unlike coming off the wp of a moun- 
ta 
you know you're ready, that ihis run has 
really got it. It’s all going to come togeth- 
er. you're going to make all your best 
nd you really let it fly. You let 
the stops out, Ics the same thit 
т when you just take a breath and say, 
OK. 


arou 


on skis when you're really loose and 


m going, and you just pile through 
the night or the day. Its а great high. 
Eyen city, figuring out the lights 
and how to play them, maneuvering 
through walhe, allowing lor ways to han 
dle the guy who might run a red light— 
that’s exciting to me. 1 once made 
through all the lights on Park Avenue in 
New York, from 72nd all the way down 
to that Grand Central Building over- 
pass at 46th Street, without stopping 
once. Fd always had а fantasy about 
doing that, because those lights are al 
ays stopping you on Park Avenue. So 
one night | did it. Must have been 
around two o'clock in the morning, and 
what 1 had figured out was that you have 
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to get going faster and faster in order to 
catch cach light before it turns red. 1 was 
ир to over 100 miles an hour; it's awful 
to contemplate, That was ten years ago, 
and my hands get sweaty when I talk 
about it now. I went barreling into d 
overpass like some giant dragon, just 
belching exhaust fumes, with sparks and 
rubber flying all over hell. I didn't think 
I was ever going to get geared down. I 
did a big S inside and just had to pull 
over afterward and wait for my hea 
come back down lrom my mouth. 
PLAYBOY: You were alone in the 


PLAYBOY 


e someone else nervous, or 
hurt anybody. 1 suppose some people 
would consider that Park Avenue thing 
s reckless driving, but it was an incredi- 
ble experience, because it had always 
been one of my fantasies. I have а lot of 
Lantasies about driving. 

PLAYBOY: Whitt are some others: 
REDFORD: Well. а long t zo. when I 
was а student in New. York and stuck 
there without any money, the only way I 
could g у was by car, and 1 did a lot 
of driving from coast to coast. I'd sumt 
feeling good about the time Td leave 
Chicago, along around Elgin, Illinois. 
And that good feeling increased when Га 
get into lowa. And Nebraska was just ter 
тїйє. Omaha was one of the best spots for 
me. For yens, I've bought Porsches from 
a dealer in Omaha just so that Pd have a 


nt to m 


aw: 


long drive to the Coast after I picked up 
the сат. Anyway, D always felt good on 
these trips through Colorado 

and -1 just loved that bi 


a real power to it, like 
ture. The air took on a 
. Then I'd ман to get antsy 
about the time I got into Arizona, and as 
1 got to San Bernardino, just before you 
dip down into all that smog and shit that 
is Los Angeles, Td start to go way down, 
feel real bad, aud not want to go any fur- 
ther. I'd slow the car, stop more frequent 
ly. anything to prolong the pleasure of 
being ouside the gate 
then when 1 got to L. h for 
three or four days. Nothing could bring 
me up. Finally. 1 started to develop this 
fantasy about driving from one end of 
the country to the other, which always 
felt good. And when I got to New York, 
just before the Lincoln Tunnel, I'd just 
ull a big U right there at the toll sta 
tion and head right back to the West 
Coast. And just before San Bernardino, 
^d be another U. But in my fantasy, 
L.A. kept getting bigger and New York 
kept getting bigger, until pretty soon 
New York went all the way to Chicago, 
me right after Utah, and 


Nebraska, and 1 
g the rest of 

my life driving in a circle around. the 
101 state of Nebraska 


PLAYBOY: Do you really feel that uncom- 
fortable in New Yotk and Los Angeles? 
REDFORD: With New York, I have a kind 
of love-hate relationship. There is some: 
g quite tasty and honest about New 
York, because it’s dirty, really dirty. If 
going to get really loul and 
they're going to get foul and ugly in 
New York first, and Jd rather be where 
the ac The bad things that are 
happening in London and Rome now 
happened in New York 20 ye 
Pretty soon, І think, the London bobbics 
will start having to wear guns, and all the 
development going on outside Rome will 
eventually engull the beauty of the city, 
and it won't be such an Eternal City any 
more. I соцен stay in New York lorever, 
but after a certain period away Irom the 
city, you begin to get restless for its grit, 
its edge, its unexpected surprises. In New 
York, you know you're alive 

Now, Los Angeles, well, as a young kid, 
1 loved Los Angeles. 1 thought it was а 
fabulous place, and I really believe it 
wa as beautiful; I remember being 
able to see the mountains hom miles 
away, and smelling fragrances in the air 
you «апл smell anymore. But L. 
ig poisoned, really, from the time 
World War Two ended. Los Angeles was 
Our fist victim of technology, our first 
warning of the environmental à 
After the war, L.A, was the end of the 
rainbow for so many people that every- 
body was coming there to spend шей 
newly gained money. to sell thi 
ventions, to drive their new ca 


is. 


n—nobody bothered to 
whar effects 
n ihe air, When the Irec- 
ways сате, that really bothered me. 1 
never liked the freeways. They were too 
smooth; didn't have enough wrinkles in 
them, By the time 1 was 16 or 17, Los An- 
geles had changed, I began to feel that 
there was nobody at home in L.A, any- 
and that's one of the reasons I lelt. 
ией driving or hitching around. the 
country whenever 1 could. 

PLAYBOY: Where did you go? 

REDFORD: Vegas, lots of times. 1 used to 
love the smorgusbords there. ГШ never 
forget, though, one of the most embar- 
experiences of my life happened 
n Las Vegas when 1 was about 17. 1 was 
supposed to meet this girl there, and I 
wheeled into town and went into the 
hotel to find out where she was, and they 
she was out by the pool. So 1 went out 
the pool, and there I saw all these fat, 
wed slugs lying around. All uh 
money gujs— promoters, advertisers, pub- 
y people—ihey were lying 
the pool getting tan, to make it 
as if they did a lot of swimming, but 
what grabbed me was that they ne 
went into the water. The first thing that 
hit me was hey, 1 don’t have much 


money—I guess I had about 25 bucks on 
me—but I don't have to take а back seat 
to these guys. They're ай just ly 
around, probably have a heart condition. 
But I needed some kind of entry, some 
thing to make people pay auemion to 
me. So I figured, well. the thing I got to 
do is get up on that high dive there and 
really dazzle their minds a little bit, go 
through а few good moves, So I climb up 
md walk ош to the end of the high 
hoard—1 figure ТЇЇ go in dry, you know, 
to make it all the more impressive—and 
get ready to do this one and a half. So 
when I feel that all the eyes are on me, I 
go into my шохе. What I didn't know 
was that those boards im Vegas had so 
much spring. I knew the instant. 1 hit 
that thing that I was in trouble. The mo 
ment 1 sprung into the air, 1 thought, my 
d, Fm going to the moon! Anywa 
ne over and around and over 
and landed fat on my back. И hurt so 


much 1 was crying under the water. I 
never wanted to come up, and when 1 
did, there was that horrible moment 


when people were just looking away, you 
know? And my back was beet red. I felt 
ay if there were а seam up my back. It 
was just very cl whatever plan | 
ad had to establish any kind of posi 
tion with those people were just blown 
1 got out and walked around the pool, 
tying to keep my back turned away Irom 
everybody, and just slunk away. 1 never 
did get to meet the girl 1 was going to 
as never one for hanging in alter 
a great moment like that. 
PLAYBOY: Docs that sort of th 
often? 


ig happen 


Tough. Another 
dentally euo 


ише 
sh. in 


as 
sin 1961, in 
the days when [ used to play golf, and Га 
been at the Tournament of Champions 
ad E had to go tw Texas on 
some family business, so I just decided то 
put some miles on my Porsche. 1 went 
imo the Silver Slipper, loaded up on 
grub at the smorgasbord, got behind the 
wheel and just drove 1500 m 
Vegas to Austin. Stoppcd for 
1 a [ew beers, didn’t 


Irom 


es, 
ad ihat 


5 


d à night. Т got into Aus- 
t night and I was like a 
zombie, because Id been pushing that 
саг to full performance the whole 
1 literally had to pry my hands olf the 
wheel when I pulled up at an outdoor 
hamburger joint. I was starving, had to 


knew L looked berserk. So I went up to 
one window and said, "Lwanta-hamburg 

in a robot voice. I could sec the girl 
at the counter looking at me, and I real 
ized that everybody was looking at me, 
because 1 was sort of weaving from my 
legs being cramped up behind the wheel 
so long. So I put my hands in my pockets 


ha 
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waiting for them to fix my hamburger, 
trying to appear cool. I decided to stretch 
a litle bit. to let them know I'd bee 
driving lor a while, and I stretched and 
wahhh! Banged my head against the glass 
so hard it stunned me. This time every- 
one looked up. Well, Т didn’t want any- 
body to think I had done anything crazy, 
so Î just started) pounding my head 
against the glass, again and again, as il to 
say, Yes, lis is what 1 do, just like you 
scratch your ear; il's just my thing. That 
whole experience was weird. 

PLAYBOY: Was it only the driving, or had 
ilie beers on the empty stomach gotten to 
you? 

REDFORD: No. I 


only had a couple. There 
was a time when I drank pretty heavily. 
Belore I went to Europe, in 1956, and 
after E came back. 
PLAYBOY: You went to 
didu't you: 

REDFORD: Yes. I was in Italy, in Greece, 
Germany, 1 traveled а Jot. Ir was а great 
education in a lot of ways, but there was 
a big low in Italy- I guess what 1 
doing was testing my self-discipline, and 
finding out what 1 could do without the 
benefit of the crutch that alcohol had b 
come. But 1 was living in a very, very 
small room in Florence. 1 had only one 
outfit and 1 wore it constantly. 1 spent а 
lot of t 1 mean, really alone. 
I went long periods without eating, most- 
ly becuse 1 didu't have any money, but 
T enjoyed the fasting. E was willfully put 
ting myself into a bleak situati «E 
got into some wiid trips. I'd 
lor hows ot moving. just 
Jetting my mind go. Ud pick a small part 
ob the room and concentrate on it for 
hours to see what happened. And finall 
1 was gettin 

induced. lalluci 
but then it 
thought 1 was losing 

started to conjme up physical symptoms 
of madness and sickness, D was gettin 
these odd visitations from strange crea- 
tures, "c anything: 
could share with l was too 
young aud 1 didn't feel like any of my 
friends could understand. 

So it was a completely solitary experi 
ence, Everything was going into me, and 
nothing was coming out except in the 
painting: and when I Ielt that the profes- 


ope to р: 


es alon 


on end, 


imo honestto-God selt- 


sor | admired most was ag my 
painting, it was а terrific blow. So much 
was happening to entally thar I 
couldnt de: ad 1 began think- 
ing very h bout death and dark- 


ness. P remember one particular time 
lying there in that litle room, pulling 
iy on cigarettes all d wd thinking 
that no one anywhere knew where I w 
1 was completely alone, and E started 
thinking about Las Vegas, and it made 
me crazy. 1 could hear the slot machines, 
wd 1 could sce the Cadillacs pulling up 


aud the guys with the sharkskin suits 


stepping out with the chicks on their 
arms, and 1 was hallucinating like mad. 
1t was then that I realized how much you 


can really do on your own, and the idea 
of drugs and liquor couldn't carry much 
hi with me after tiat. But 1 was just 
so messed up it was ridiculous, and when 


1 left Italy to hitchhike prety much 
wherever a ride would take me, nothing 
seemed to matter. 1 had no desire 10 go 


home. J just wanted to move. And it was 
very frustrating when J came home after 
that experience. In about a year, I felt 
like Id aged and become an old man. No 
one could relate to what Ld been 
through at all, and so it went back inside 
me, and Е started drinking worse than 
ever because 1 didn't have anyone to 
share that incredible experience witht 
PLAYBOY: Was that when you met jour 
wile? 

REDFORD: Yes. 

PLAYBOY: What were you doing when y 
met her? 
REDFORD: Dying. 


we 


Just dying a lie bit 
y day. Heading right downhill, 
almost enjoying it. The worse it go 
more I kind of liked it. I r 
have the energy to come out ol i 
AYBOY: What do you think would have 
happened if you hadn't met Lola th 
REDFORD: | have a hunch, whieh probubly 
sounds melodramatic, that 1 might h 
under 


ve 


gone some way. Walked in 
front of a tuck, thinking about the 
moon, maybe. 1 just don't know. The 
fact is that 1 did meet her. I needed to talk 
to someone who could understand what 


Fd been through, and Lola's attitude was 
so fresh and responsive that 1 started talk- 
ing, all night long for a long time. She 
was genuinely interested in what [had to 
ay, at a time when 1 really needed to 
alk. There were nights when we would 
walk around Hollywood Hills and start 
talking, like alter dinner; wi 1 
Hollywood Boulevard to Sunset. then up 
Sunset to the top of the hills, then over to 
the Hollywood Bowl and back and watch 
the dawn come up, and we'd still be talk 
ing. 1 had always said С never get mar- 
1 before I was 35, but 
me that this w 
through lil 
PLAYBOY: V 


k dow 


ay instincts told 
a person Га like to go 


1 We've 
as time 


of a muse- 


still married. I's hard to be marri 
make a marriage work, but the rew 
re awfully rich if you can. Л 
exchange that gets deeper as you 
and it’s very fulfilling. A lot of people 
can have relationships that go ou for 
four or five yeus and then come apart 
or they сап just go their own way and 
have other relationships. That's just а 


acceptable, bur T just happen to like the 
wary things are going for me as is. 
PLAYBOY: Has having children changeit 
way? 


t 1 could broaden my capacity 
10 love people. There was a when I 
didn’t think I wanted kids, I used to have 
trouble expressing alfecion. But havin 
kids made me find out that 1 c 
one child as much as the next, and theu 
a third child as much as the other two. 

PLAYBOY: What do you expect 10 pass oi 
10 your children as advice on how to live 
their live 


REDFORD: Don't expect апус and 
lean to enjoy їйє sury because. 
they're goddamn enjoyabl lay on 
them the things D think they should 
know, but it's up to the 


à what they do 
with it. 1 wouldnt want them ever to feel 
they had to go along with peer presure, 
h is very dangerous. И they сап just 
develop their owi ing. their own 
» 1 hope Fm big 
enough to go along with them, One thing 
I hope 1 can give them is a sense of roots, 
in Utah. 1 felt no roots 
at all, growing up in Los Angeles. Living 
in Los Angeles is like living someplace 
on a two year lease. You feel no sense ol 
permanence. 
PLAYBOY: What was it that made you seule 
on Utah for your home? 
REDFORD; 1 wits exploring the West, ramp 
ing around a litle bit, hitting the road, 
and 1 came to this place, and 1 remember 
saying to myself, I really want to build a 
house here, right here on this spot that 1 
think is the most beautiful spot I've see 
so far. 1 know there must be a lot of people 
Who say the same th 
passing through some beautiful piece ol 
territory, but they pass right on throug 
the woods and only keep the place as a 
memory. Tht wasn't for me. 1 wanted to 
t cure what it took, what 
de; and 1 was 
Boing to do it then. It was wiklly intor 
i ly: my career was going 
«Шу and 1 didn't have any dough. I 
sides, 1 had my doubts about my ability 
to build the place myself because I al- 
ready һай а record ol being a klutz as 
carpenter's apprentice back in lı 
school, For another thing, E had signed to 
dway play Barefoot in. the 
Т had only four and a half 
hs belore rehearsals be Start 
оп the house was a monumental decision 
but 1 made it. And it was a good move. li 
was the beginning of so miny meaning 
ful things that have happened to me; 
helped me learn so much about myself. 
PLAYBOY: In what w 
REDFORD: | [earned 10 Gare for 
never thought I cared about, 
ple. E used to hw 
portant to 


^ they're 


For exam- 


hunting was very im 
But while 1 


(t one timc. 


Impress 12 friends. Or overwhelm one. 


Give Windsor Canadian. Canada’s smoothest whisky. 


CANADIAN WHISKY — А BLEND = BO PROOF « IMPORTED BY NATIONAL DISTILLERS PRODUCTS CO. NEM YORK 


was working on the house, deer would 
come down and feed їп the mornings, 
you know, and migratory birds would 
come around, and T маис looking at 
s from a dilferent v 
point. aged my whole atti 
about killing animals. And 1 got very, 
very deep into the experience ol living 
outdoors, being organically connected 
with the land. I guess Pd always had 
strong feelings about the land, but they'd 
been dormant: now they were becoming 
explicit, And Т could express them 
building the house, working with 
own hands, putting up a stone wall. 
OF course. not everything went accord 
ng to plan. There were some great асс 
dents in building the house. A stairway 
ended three steps before it was supposed 
to, зэ we had to improvise, do something 
with the space. 1 got so much into the ex 
perience of building the house that 1 
never once gave the Broadway ply a 
thought. 1 didn't want to go to New 
York. 1 wanted to stay and finish the 
house, and when the winter came I wane 
ed to sit inside and sce if the walls we 
going to fall off, or if the glass w 
going to crack, or whether the 4000г 
fireplace 1 built was going to crumble 
into the 35 tons of rock that I had collect 
ed myself. 1 wanted to find out if it was 
going to stand. to get a reaction like 
ank Lloyd Wright must have felt after 
wthquake ın Japan, when he got 
the telegram saying his Imperial Hotel 
was one of the few buildings in Tokyo 
still standing. So the night before E left 
for New York we were still working. with 
ig g the last of 
the rocks im place. Then 1 got on th 
plane: and when I landed in New York 
was like a reenuy from space, which E 
dint handle well at. all Everything 
seemed speeded up. Everybody was talk- 
ing too List and too loud. 1 felt as il 1 were 
ibout. 15 feet tall and a total idiot, as if 
everything 1 was doing w 
tion. And wl went into rehearsals 
I just couldn't adjust to it: the play 
seemed stupid, silly. lighnweight. 1 tried 
fired from the play. told. Mike 
Nichols, who was the director, to get an- 
other actor, 1 did everything but li 
on the stage 
PLAYBOY: What did Nichols do about it? 
REDFORD. He's 
tremely smart man, and something of a 
psychologist as well. He didn't know why 
1 didit want to act. but he understood 
the fact that 1 didn’t want to 
furthermore, that 1 should act. Не з 
determined that 1 was right lor the p: 
and finally he said to me, “Look, I know 
» only 
that youre not going to be fired [rom 
1 to go out on ope 
а script in your hand. 
the way it's going to be. So 
108 irs kind of up to you, and I don't thir 
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is and Lantern, puit 


slow mo- 


we 


down 


very smart n 


ась амі 


you can afford not to do your best.” бо 
from then on, I kind of straightened out. 
Bur what I really wanted t0 do was to get 


back to the house and our two 


cres of 


How much land do you have 


REDFORD: Eleven hundred t the 
] place, plus an interest in the 
nce resort, which is another three 
and acres. Then we just bought a 


acres 


n southern Utah at the 
pouth of yon. It’s an old horse 
palace, with arena, 


place for rodeos. 41 sı 
track, but the principal thing is that it 
prov 

beers, tomatoes and alfalfa. 1 
have land around me, 10 farm 
I'm really afraid we may be he 
a famine—and just to walk through, just 
to sit down on, get in touch with the ele- 
ments. We're running out of element 
we're abusing them so badly that people 
can't relate to anything. 1 think being 
away from the Land is screwing up most 
people's psyches. 

PLAYBOY: How can you reconcile this con- 
cern for the environment with the build- 
ing of a resort, which most ecologists 
would deplore? 

REDFORD: Sund.: t an ordi 
sort. We're developing an area ll 
antidevelopment. We're uying to 
hance the beauty ol the place, not destroy 
iv emphasizing the ecological underpi 
nings of the area, Ther 
owner at Sundance, i lly: 
just the one who gets most of the ри 
ty, because I'm an actor. One time they 
sked me t0 speak to a bunch of bankers 
bout Sundance, and 1 not much on 
public speaking. but I agreed t0 do it. 
Now, Utah is quite 
think the bankers there have a ue 
dous distinction in that they th 
сап м take their 
them. They sure are sitting on a big wad. 
They don't put it into the state and they 
don't send it outside the state. God 
knows what they do with it. So I was a lit 
tle uptight about talking to the bankers 
because 1 thought the way th 
doing business in this state was prehiy- 
toric. Besides, I didn't think they really 
wanted to hear me give a speech, Didn't 
they really want to see m 1 up and 
pull a fast draw, maybe, or find out if 
Hy six feet till or only five feet, 
six. or whether Fm really pudgy and 
wear a hairpiece? Well, one ol the other 
owners, who's a very dear friend of mine, 
wrote out something nice for me to say. 
But the moment | got up and looked 
down at the paper, I knew that speech 
had to go. 

I started out. vi 
lines—you know 
be here tonight 
the paper dow 


ce i 


other 
I'm 


conservative à 


chow 


mon 


y were 


I about the first fou 

"Well, it’s a pleasure 10 
ad that’s when I pu 
What D said w them 


was, “What are you guys sitting on your 
money for?” I said. “I would like to talk 
» you about how tough it is to do busi 
ness with the b. te” My 
end was w . but 1 
went оп, What 1 said was heartfelt and 
putdown or anything, more of a 
Like: “I don't understand. You 
to me. We come from outside 
the state: we want to improve the state 
We want to build a development here 
thar we think is unique. And we get no 
help or encouragement from you. You 
mage to treat people like they're in- 
lers from Mars, and you find it. dif 


ficult to give up ten bucks And 
meanwhile, all the development that you 
people scream and yell about wanting 10 


bring into the state is being developed by 
outside money: Texas money, Seattle 
moncy, California money, New Orleans 
money. Where's ih money? 1 
mean, are you pla n 
was kind of old-fashia gue. 
went on for about a half hour 1 guess 
nd P finally just sat down, kind of 
pulfing. 

PLAYBOY: What was the ba eaction 


REDFORD: Well. they clapped, and every 
one started to pile out. They came up to 
me like you do at a wake, when you look 
t the body in the coffin, and shook my 
hand. And I thought, well, this is going 
they're really 


to be interesting, be: 
going to jump on my bones. They'll say 
to me, "Who in the hell do you think you 
пе? Some two-bit actor coming imo an 
vena you know nothing about, tell 
how to bank? s not what hap 
pened) What did happen was that they 
came up and said, "Sure was an inter 
esting talk. Say, tell me. you know in 
Butch Cassidy, when you guys jumped off 
the cliff. did you really make that jump 


E 


you did. But 
little more 


task i 
four movies i 
re your pl 
: Im going to spend as much time 
as E can in Utah with my family. I guess 
after all is said and done. Pm happiest i 
the motni id the West. And we've 
started designing a new house up at ou 
new place. Um so excited about it 1 can 
hardly wait to get It's going 
to make even Interesting use ol 
space than our first one. We'll have water 
coming down from a spring above, and 
we're going to ny to use solar cell heatin| 
vbe a windmill for electricity. so 
the main thrust of its energy will be Irom 
Ces. 1 hope to do as much 
k on the house 1 myself 


» work c 


more 


«Ic 


PLAYBOY: And what do you plan to do 
finished 


with yourself after the 
house? 


REDFORD: lll think abe 


time comes. 


you've 


Ld 


WHAT SORT OF MAN READS PLAYBOY? 


A man who makes the most of any endeavor. On a cross-country ski trip or reading his favorite 
magazine, he gets more out of the experience by putting more of himself into it. And he finds being 
fully involved pays off. Fact: Men pay more attention to the advertising in PLAYBOY than to 
the advertising in any other major medium. Want to reach men who are really interested in all 
that life has to offer? You get their total attention in PLAYBOY. (Source: Media Insight, 1974.) 
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even stones live, suffer, struggle, desire— 
there is no such thing as death 


TALE OF 
TWO SISTERS 


fiction 
By ISAAC BASHEVIS SINGER. 


LEON, OR HAIM LEIÐ, DARDELEs, poured cream into his 
coffee. He put in а lot of sugar, tasted it, grimaced, added 
more cream and took а of the macaroon the w er had. 


my coffee sweet, not bitter. In Rio de Ja- 
пу little cups of coffee that's as bitter as 
gall. They serve it here, 100—espresso—but I like a glass of 
like you used to get in W I sit here with 
that I'm in Buenos 
. What do you 
took me a long time to get used to Sukkoth fa 
spring and Passover in the f n't even begin to tell you 
the confusion this topsy-turvy brings out in our 
people. Han 
melt, On Shevuoth, it’s cold. Well, at least the spring sm 
c has the same aroma that used to w 
Praga Woods and ilic ny Gardens. E 
nize the smells, but E cannot identily them. The gentile writers 
list every flower and plant, but how many names are there for 
flowers in Yiddish? | know only two kinds of flowers—roses 
d lilies. When I go to а while to buy som 
bouquet, J always re Drink your coffee! 
E 


jn? 1 promised to 
tell you everything, the whole truth. but can. yon tell the 
truth? W еце first. Actually, one of your 
American cigaret 
Leon Bardeles took out one of the packs of cigarettes 1 had 
brought him from New York. 1 had known him over 30 years. 
d once even written an introduction for а hook of hi 

s. He was 53 or 54 and had survived the Hitler hell 
he Stalin terror, but he still looked young for his age 
ad а head of black curly hair, big black eyes, a thick 
lip and a neck and shoulders that exuded masculine 
jka collar, just as in 


: Don't ask me 
I'm completely 
or maybe still the 
ja and gone back to Poland. 
supposed to go into the Polish Army, but I 
wormed my way out of it. 1 went through Warsaw and saw 
the ruins of the ghetto. You wouldn't believe this 
ally went looking for the house where 1 had lived in 1939— 
maybe I'd find some of my manuscripts among the brick 
izing the house on Nowolipki S 
useript after all the bombardments 
ало, but I recognized the ruins of the 
inted book of min y the one 
with your introduction. Only the last page w 
110 was amazed, but not terribly so. So many incredible things 


have occurred in my life that I have be- 
come completely blasé. If 1 came home 
d found my dead mother tonight, I 
К an суе. Га say, "Momm: 


how are you? 

From Warsaw I stumbled on to Lublin 
and from there to Stettin, Most of the 
cities lay in nd we slept in stables, 
barracks and in the street, too. They be- 
rate me here in Buenos Aires why 1 don’t 
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write about my experiences, First of all, 
Fm not a prose writer. Secondly, every 
thing has grown jumbled in my mind. 
particularly) the dates and names of 


towns, and I'm sure that ГА brew up such 
stew of errors that they'd call 


mad. One woman had lost a child a 
looked for it in ditches. in haystacks, in 
the most unlikely places. In Wa a 
deserter from the Red army took it into 


1 t there were treasures buried 
ath the rubble. He stood in the bitte 

d dug with a spade among the 

bricks. Dictstorships. wars and cruelty 


drive whole countries to madness. My 
theory is that the human species was crazy 
Irom the very first and that civilization 
and culture are enhancing man’s insani 
Well, but vou want the facts. 

The facts. to make it brief, were 
these: In Stenin 1 met a woman who lit 
erally bewitched me on the spot. You 
know that Гуе had a good many women 
in my life. In Russia there was а lack of 
everything except so-called love. The 
way 1 am, по danger, crisis, hunger or 
even sickness сап rob me of that which 


is now called a libido, or whatever 
names the professors dream up for it. h 
was as far from the roni love of ow 


youth as we're now [rom Jupiter. All 
sudden, Fm standi front of а 
woman and gaping as if Id never seen a 
female belore. Describe her? Fm not 
good at description, She had long black 
md skin white as marble. You must 
c me all these banalities. Eyes she 
were black and strangely fright 
g unusual in those 
days. You risked your life every scc 


Russia wouldn't let us out and we were 
supposed to emer Palestine ill 
since England. wouldirt let us in. 

were d for us, but it was 


avian 
at they weren't in order. 
Well bur those eyes reflected another 
kind of fear. It was somehow as if this 
1 had been dropped on earth from an- 
other planet and didn't know where she 
was, Maybe that's what the fallen angels 
looked Tike. But those were men. She 
wore cracked shoes and а пий 
nightgown that she mistook [or a dress. 
The Joint Distribution Commitee had 
sent underwear and clothes t0 E 
that rich America 

10 the refugees, and she had received this 
costly nightgown. Besides fear, her face 
expressed a rme kind of gentility. All 

this somehow didn't jibe with icality 

112 Such delicate creatures usually didn't 


ar. They dropped like flies. 
Those who made it were the strong, the 
resolute and often those who walked 
over the corpses of others. For all my 
womanizing, 1 am somewhat bashful, Fm 
never the one to make the first move. 
But I virtually couldn't tear myself 
away. I mustered my courage and 
her if I could help her. I spoke to her 
Polish. At first she was silent and | sus- 
pected that she was mute. She looked at 
me with the kind of helplessness often 
seen in a sick child. Then she replied in 
һ. “Thank jou. You cannot help 


“Ordinarily. when someone gives me 
this kind of rebuff, 1 walk away, but. this 
time something held me back. It turned 
ош that she сате from a На 
and was the daughter of a W 
lord, a follower of the Ab 
‚ was one of those Ha- 
sed 


isim 
private 
iano and dancing. At the same t 


her in prayers and Jewish law. Before 
she had two older brothers, the 
whom already had a wife in 
while the younger studied in a 
n older sister. 
quick mess of the fami- 
German 
the older brother in Bedrin was 
shot by the Nazis, the younger brother 
was drafted iuto the Polish army and 
killed somewhere, the mother died of 
Kidney disease im the 
nd the sister, Үца, dis- 
wb Dora never heard from 
n. Dora had a French teacher on 
the Aryan side, a spinster named Elz- 
biera Dol nd she saved Dora. 
How she did this would take too long to 
tell. Dora spent two years in a cellar and 
the teacher fed her with her last savings. 
t of a woman, but she perished 
g the Polish up 
the Almighty 

7I didn't get 
but gradually, literally drawing 
alter word. T said to her, "In Pa 
you'll get back on your feet. You'll be 
friends.’ 
t go to Palestine," she said. 

“Why not? Where, then?” 

“I must go to Kuibyshev. 

“I couldnt believe my ow 
ine, а wip în those days from Stettin 
back to the Bolsheviks—and to Kuiby- 
shev. The road was rife with danger. 

"What business have you in Kuiby- 

shev? D asked her and she told me a 
story that. if T hadn't confirmed it myself 
later, I would have called the ravings 
of a sick mind. Her sister, Yuta, had 
jumped fom the wain taking her w the 
concentration camp and made her way 
through the fields and forests to Russia. 
There she lived with a Jewish engineer 


cius, Imag- 


who had attained a high rank in the Re 
“This officer was later killed in the 


an insane asylum in that ares 
Though wild chance, actually a mi 
Dora found out thar her sister w 
alive. 1 asked her, ‘How ciu 
your sister whe 
at least gets medical c 
do for a deranged woman w 
apartment or a grosche 
You'll both die. 

And she said. You are perfectly 
right, but she is the only one left of my 
family and T can't leave her to waste her 
s away in a Soviet asylum. It's possi 
ble that shell get well when she secs me. 


cle 
as still 


you help 
she is insane? There she 
e- What can you 
thout mone. 
to your name 


уса 


"Its usually not my way to mix into 
other people's bu: 


ness The war taught 
me that you cant help anybody. In cs 
sence, we were all walking ou graves 
When you spend years in camps and 


prisons and stire death in the face ten 
times a day. you lose all compassion. But 
when 1 heard what this girl proposed to 


do, I was filled with a kind of pity th 
1 had never felt before. 1 ied to talk 
her out of it time and again. I offered a 
the ngum 


sand 


"s 
She said. "I know that you are right, 
but I must go back.” 
"How will you get there? 


I asked her 
and she said: 

“Tin ready t 
1 said. Tm 
than your sister. 
And she replied. 1 fear that vowre 


go even on lool.’ 
fraid you're no less crazy 


right.” 
After all his wanderings and vibula- 
tions. the person sitting here next to you 


gave up the chance to go to Israel. which 
was to me at that time the most beauri 
ful dream, and T went off with a strange 
girl to Kuibyshev. It was actually an act 
of suicide. One thing I found out then 
was that pity is a form of love and, aciu- 
ally. its highest expression. I won't d. 
scribe the trip to you—it was not a wip 
but an odyssey. I can only tell you that 
the Reds detained us twice along the 
way and it failed by a whisker that we 
didn't both end up in prion or in a 
slave camp. Dora behaved in a strangely 
heroic fashion dwing the wip. but I 
sensed that this was more resignation 
than bravery. 1 forgot to tell you—she 
was a pure virgin and underneath all 
lay à passionate woman. T 
was used to women loving me. but this 
was different from anything D had ever 
known. She chu mixture of 
love and desperati ightened. me. 
She had an education n the cell 
two years she 
library in Polish, 
n. but she lacked all 
ү little thing frightened 
In her hiding place she had read 
many Christian books as well as the 
works of Madam Blavatsky, and occult 
and theosophic writings that had been 
left to. Miss Dolanska by an aunt. Dora 


where she had lı 
had 


read а whole 
ach and Germ 
jende. Ever 


"Actually, Miss Tinsley, this is where we 
separate the fairies [rom the elves.” 


babbled on about Jesus and ghosts, but 
T had no patience for such things, even 
though I myself bad become a mystic. or 
at least a fatalist, during the holocaust. 
Oddly enough. she combined all thi 
with the Jewishness of her home 
“There was no particular hardship in 
crossing the border into Russia, but the 
tains were jammed, In the middle of 
everything, the locomotive was uncou- 
pled, hooked on to some other wagons, 
and we were left standing there for days 
on end. In the ears, the passengers fought 
constantly. A brawl would erupt and 
everyone would be shoved out of the 
wagons, Corpses lay scattered along the 
tracks. The cold inside the cars was [right- 
lul. Some people even rode on flatcars 
while the snow fell on them. In the 
closed cars you had to carry a chamber 
pot or a bottle in which to relieve your- 
self, A peasant sat on the roof of a car 
and when the train entered a tunnel, he 
lost his head. And that’s how we got to 
Kuibyshev. All the way there, 1 couldn’: 
stop wondering at myself over what I 
had done, This thing with Dora was no. 
simple айайт. 1 had actually bound. my- 
self up with her for life. To abandon 
someone like that would have been like 
d alone in a fores. Even 
got into all kinds 
of conflicts. all of which had to do with 
the fact that Dora was afraid to leave me 
a minute. When the train 
station and I tried to get 
some food or hot water, she didn't let me 
get olf, She was always suspicious that T 
was uying to desert her. She would seize 
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my sleeve and try to drag me back. The 
passengers. especially the Russians, һай 
something to knight at. A streak of insan 


ity scemed to run through this f it 
manifested isell in fears, suspicions and 
а kind of mysticism that stemmed from 
the time when 
How this pr 
the way to ап t Hasidic f 
Warsaw is a riddle. This whole 
ture that Û went through rema 


en to me to this day." 
ot to Kuibyshev and it was all 


in vain. There was no sister and по in 
sane asylum. That is to say, there was an 
asylum but not for strangers. The Nazis 
destroyed hospitals, clinics and. asylums 
as they retreated, They shot or poisoned 
the patients. The Navi murderers hadn't 
reached Kuibyshev, but ihe hospital was 
mmed with the heavily wounded. Who 
s worried about the insane? 


n was Lipman's rela- 
no her to 
n you imagine the disappoint 
We had endured the whole trek 
all its miseries for 
not i 
living with 

The wom: 


son Ги 


with 
it. we did find 


ж: 
asylum but in a village 
ı14 old Jew, a shoemaker 


hadn't invented things. Yua had suf. 
fered from depression and had been 
treated for it at some institution and 
after a while they had discharged her. I 
never learned all the facts. but 
those that she told me I Later forgot 
whole holocaust is tied up with amnesi 
The shoemaker was a Polish Jew 
tually from one of your towns, Bilgo 
or Janow, an old man nearly eighty but 
still active. Don't ask me how he got to 
Kuibyshev or why Yita moved in with 
him. He lived in some dump. but he 
could patch boots and shoes and there is 
need for this everywhere. He sat there 
with his long white beard, surrounded 
by old shoes in a shack that was more 
like а chicken coop. and as he h»mmered 
racks or drew the thread. he mumbled a 
verse of the Psalms. By a clay stove stood 
a red-haired woman—barefoot. ragged. 
disheveled and hal-naked—cooking ba 
ley. Dora recognized her sister at once, 
but the other didn't know Dora. Whe 
Упа finally realized that this was her si 
ter, she didn’t ery but started to bay 1 
a dog. The shoemaker began to rock to 
and [ro on his stool 

“There was supposed to be a comm 
1 farm. a kolkhoz. somewhere nearby. 
but all T could sec was an old-fashioned 


de church. deep i 
harnessed to dogs and skinny mags. just 
the way I used to see them in pictures 
in a Russian-language textbook. Who 
knows. I thought. maybe the whole Rev 
olution had been only а dream? Maybe 
Nicholas still sat on the throne? During 
the war and afterward, 1 saw many reun- 
ions of people with their loved ones, but 
these two sisters played out a shattering 
sisterly drama. They kissed, licked. 
howled. The oll man mumbled through 
his toothless mouth. “A pity, a pity. - . 
Then he turned back to his shoes. He 
seemed to be deal 

"There was nothing to pack. АП that 
Уна had were a pair of shoes with thick 
soles and heels and a sheepskin without 
sleeves. The old man took a black lal of 
bread out ol somewhere and Ytta tucked 
it away iı her sack. She kissed the old 
man’s hands. his brow and beard and 
commenced to howl anew, аз if possessed 
by the spirit of a dog. This Ytta was tall- 
er thin Dora, Her eyes were green and 
as fearsome as a beasts, Her hair was of 
n unusual shade of тей, To describe to 
you how we made our way from Kuiby- 
shev to. Moscow and from there back to 
Poland again, I'd have to sit here with 
you till morning. We dragged along and 
smuggled our way through. facing 
separation or death at any moment. But 
had come and after lengthy 
finally got to Germany, and 
from there to Paris. I make it sound so 
ple. Actually, we only got to France 
by the end of 1946, or maybe it was al- 
ready 1917. One of the social workers on 
the Joint Distribution. Committee was a 


snow 


from War 
1932. He 
mages as 


friend of mine, a young m 
sew who went to Americ: 
knew English and other lang 
well, You can't imagine the power Amer 
icans wielded in those days. I could cas 
ily have obtained a visa to America 
through him, but Dora took it into her 
head that I had a sweetheart there. In 
Paris. the Joint—actually, that same 
young man—got us a small apartment 


which w no easy task. We received 
а monthly stipend from this sime 
organization. 


“I know what you're about to ask 
have a little patience. Yes, I lived with 
them both. I married Dora officially in 
med to stand under a 
canopy and she did—but, in actuality, 1 
l two wives, two sisters, just like the 
ch Jacob. АН I Jacked was a Bil 
ilpah. What would stop the 
likes of mc? Not the Jewish and certai 
ly not the gentile laws. In the war, the 
whole human culture crumbled like a 
ruin. In the camps—not only in Ger 
many but in Russia and later in the DP 
mps where the refugees lived for years— 
all shame vanished. 1 knew of one case 
where a woman had her husband on one 
side and her lover on the other and all 
three of them lived together. Гус wit 
nessed so many wild things that to me 
they've become normal, A Schicklgruber 
or a Dzhugashvili comes along and 
moves ihe clock back ten thousand years. 
Not completely, mind you. There were 
also instances of rare piety and of sell. 
sacrifice for a minor law in the Shulchan 
Arudh or even for some custom. This it 
sell may be a ol wildness, too. 

“I didn't want all this. Its one thing 
to have ап adventure—i te another 
to make a permanent institution ош of 
it. Bur it was out of my hands. From the 
moment the two sisters met, I was no 
longer a free man. They enslaved me 
with their love for me, their love toward 
cach other and their jealousy. One min. 
ute they would be kissing and crying 
from great devot ad suddenly they 
would begin to slug away, pull hair and 
curse each other with words you woulda't 
hear in the underworld. 1 had never be 
fore seen such hysteria or heard such 
screams, Every few days one of the sisters, 
or sometimes both. tried 10 commit sui 
cide. One moment it would be quiet. The 
three of us might be sitting cating or dis 
cussing a book or picture—all of а sud 
den, a horrible stick and both sisters 
would be rolling on ihe floor, tearing 
pieces from cach other. Fd run up, 
trying to separate them, but I'd catch a 
slam in the face or a bite and the blood 
would be dripping from me. Why they 
were fighting 1 would never know. For 
tunately, we lived on the upper story, а 
garret, and we һай no neighbors on our 
floor. One of the sisters would run to the 
window and try to throw herseil out 
while the other scized а knife and went 

(continued on page 128) 
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Above: Dali's rough sketches that were tronslated into the compositions seen here. 


ALVADOR DALI. Surrealist 

genius of limp clocks and 

moonlit deserts. Having 
commissioned Dali to compose 
these photographic surrealities, we 
sent Staff Photographer Pompeo 
Posar to Dali's Mediterranean villa 
in the small Spanish village of 
Cadaques. Upon arriving, he was 
ushered to a poolside throne. Dali 
rose, offered his hand and began 
yelling "Butterfly! Butterfly" A be- 
mused Posar returned the greeting 
and they became a loud duet, 
pumping clasped hands and shout- 
ing cheerfully "Butterfly! Butterfly!" 
The shooting itself was both busi- 
nesslike and bizarre. When Dali 
emerged from his house, his gaggle 
of worshipers and proteges bowed, 
chanting “Master! Master!” He 
acknowledged them with an impe- 
ria] wave and got down to work. 


Below: Doli seems somewhat startled by the odd 
trio he hos created, recolling something he once 
said: “I know whot 1 eat. 1 know not who! | do.” 
He obviously knows very well; otherwi 
wouldn't be able to eat—and live—to k 


Below: One of the mony eggs found oll over Daliland looms large on o roof behind flooting women, castles, choirs ond water, 
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ali set up each shot, based on his preliminary sketches, while issuing supervisory commands. 
The villagers congregated on the surrounding hilltops as word spread through the town. It was 
quite an event— for Cadaqués and for PLAYEOY. We asked Dali what these compositions meant. 
He replied, “The meaning of my work is the motivation that is of the purest— money. What I did for 
PLAYBOY is very good and your payment is equal to the task.” We think we got our money's worth. 


Opposite page and below: Dali locked around his villa, then eclectically combined bits and bottles with swans, serpents anc ripe-bodied bathers. 


Sprawled seductively around and on tap af a comel's back, Doli's subjects ore carried taward a statue on his personally created horizon- 
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[| | | 
before his 
reputation 

dimmed, even before 
it soared, the 

question was always: 
is he the gentle 
harvard professor, 


the student of 


metternich... 


personality Wy ЇЇ WU 


"тм... NO, I won't tell you what I am. 
ГІ never tell anyone.” "That was Henr 

i ast comment to the very skill- 
ful interviewer Oriana Fallaci. But. she 


was too skillful for him—he had already 
told her and didn't know ii 
ute or so before. he ез 
cess this w 
from the 


Justa m 
ned his suc- 
The main point stems 
that I've always acted 
admire that enormously. 
e the cowboy leading 
n alone astride his horse, the 
g a village or city alone 
on his horse . . . a wild West. tale, if 
you like.” 

It would be easy to d 


miss that com- 


ment if it came from anybody else. But 
" 


not only was it an unexpectedly rom: 
outburst from the professorial Kissing 
it came as а last concession after long 
artful fencing by Fallaci. “I won't tell, 
I won't tell,” he kept protesting as she 
1 at him and pecled away layer after 
of defensive nonexpl n, until 
finally she got down near the core—and 
out galloped Hoot Gibson. 

In others, as І say, such a comment 
need not be taken very se . We 


and Indians. But, of course, Henry 
Kissing an with a difference— 
a difference subdy marked im his own 
words, Americans like the loner—it is a 
taste implicitly contrasted with that of 
other nationalities, There is a note of 


selection and analysis even in Kissinger's 
private dream of romance. He wants not 
only to play Hoot Gibson but to catalog 
the kinds. cience response this wild 
West tale will inspir 

And, after all, Kissinger did not grow 
up on the cowboy legends. Western mov- 
ies were popular in his native town of 
ürth, but Jewish boys were not allowed 
n the theater. The Thirties were dark- 
ening toward holocaust while Henry 
went through his adolescence. and Jews 
clung protectively together. They dared 
not risk dates with “Germ: ls or 
play Indians to the moviegoers’ cowboys, 
After he came to Ame: in 1938, he ha 
a few teen years left to see cowboy shows 
at the Coliseum on 181st Street—but not 
much time or money for such entertain- 
ment. He had to work by day and 


movies, all of the fi 
, came in an Army camp down 
South, where he becam alized ci 
izen of the country whose uniform he a 
ready wore, 

So Henry's fantasy does not come from 
the springs of equivalent fantasy in most 
of us. Quite the opposite—his comes 
from a reality. For Henry did ride into 
town alone, gun strapped to his side, and 
restore law and order, winni 
fied people's nervous adulation. What is 
more, he did this at the age of 21. He 
for almost а усаг, the autocratic 


before his 
reputation 
dimmed, even before 
it soared, the | 
question was always: | 
is he the gentle 
harvard professor, 
the student of 
metternich . . . 


or is he 
Just another 
power-hungry 
egotist? 
that’s a rhetorical 
question 


ruler of an entire German district (Berg- 
strasse). He lived in the area's lushest 
villa, slept with its most beautiful 
women, drove its most impressive car— 
and all this as a white knight, restoring 
justice after tyranny. Marvin and Ber- 
nard Kalb, in their biography of Kissin- 
ger, smile at the Secretary of State's 
answer to a man in Washington who 
said, “I want to thank you for saving the 
world.” Kissinger gravely answered, 
“You're welcome.” It was not the first 
time he had heard the remark, Many 
Americans in the occupying force heard 
something like that 30 years before—ihe 
words had a special meaning for Kissin- 
ger, then as now. 

I have known officers, given such 
heady power in the Occupation, who 
were never the same afterward—and 
these were mature men who had already 
achieved some distinction in civilian life. 
Kissinger was a man with a high school 
degree plunged back into the country 
where he had been beaten as an awkward. 
teenager, a country his own parents were 


driven from in fear. He was wearing the 
uniform of a country where two years 
earlier he had not even been a citizen. 
His 15 years in the Fürth ghetto, and his 
five years as а deliveryboy and student in 
New York, had not prepared him for any- 
thing like this. He was caught between 
two worlds, in neither of which had he 
been very comfortable—and was sudden- 
ly getting the best of both of them. No 
wonder he would thenceforth stand a lit- 
tle apart from life; outsid j 

a bit above 
worlds, representing all the best of one to 
the needs of the other. Not yet quite 
American in New York, he became super- 
American in Germany; but he received 
his position of advantage by representing 
what was best in Germany, the survivors 
of its persecution. 

Kissinger has, in interview or reminis- 
cence, almost totally expunged from 
memory his initial 15 years in Germany. 
His vivid life begins with his return there 
as an American, when he drove alone 
across the (continued on page 280) 
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The straight’s a narrow path, you warn, 
Tradition's rusty trap. 
No perfect mate for man was born— 
It’s just a bourgeois rap. 
"We've listened to you sound the horn 
And if we do not clap, | 
It's sometimes hard to get across 
A gender-ation gap. | 


^ 
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тол & 
TV + 
WEATHERMAN ( 


^ BEE-YooTIFUL DAY) 


NO THORNS of TRUNDERTHAG! 


The funny side of weather's 
Your nightly tubeside style— 
Tornadoes with a tickle 
And earthquakes with a smile. 
But when vour voice announces: 
"Now here's the weather, folks, 
We hurry to our basements 
То miss the hail of jokes. 


f X4. — TEY ya 


Ys 


ФУ TOA 


/ ^ BS* MD. 
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You told us what we feared to ask, 
You sexy little elf, 
Then swore that "Any Woman Can" 
(If only by herself). 
Your dandy little how-to books 
Sit handy on the shelf; 
But should your muse cry out, "Write more!" 
Physician, steel thyself! 
ك‎ 
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b0 ۵ MISSIVES AND MISSILES 
FOR THE JOLLY SEASON 


By od Wx 


a W^ 
, ` ORON - 
Though you're dreaming nonstop | b ЗМ L | 


Of the thrill of the swap, 
The perils deserve to be known: 
A As your fantasies mesh | 
In a tangle of flesh, 
^ ¥ The wife you crave may be your own. 


An anxious world awaited 
Your performance in the skies. 
It proved inept... but please accept 


Our Year's Worst Streaker prize. | 
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TALEOF TWOSISTERS 


for her own throat. I'd grab one by the 
leg and take the knife away from the 
other. They'd howl at me and at cach 
other. I'd try to find out what caused the 
outburst, but 1 learned in time that they 
didn't know the reason themselves. At 
the same time, 1 want you to know that 
both of them were intelligent in their 
own fashion. Dora had an excellent taste 
in literature. She'd oller an opinion 
out a book and it was accurate to the 
dot. Yua was musically inclined. She 
could sing whole symphonies. When the 
energy came upon them, they displayed 
great capability. They had picked up a 
sewing machine somewhere and from 
scraps and pieces they sewed dresses of 
which the most elegant Indies would be 
proud. One thing both sisters shared, a 
complete lack of common sense. Actual- 
ly, they shared many traits. At times it 
even seemed to me that they were two 
bodies with one soul. If there had been 
a tape recorder 10 take down the things 
they said, particularly at night, it would 
make Dosioievsky seem trite. Complaints 
against God poured out of them, along 
with laments for the holocaust that no 
pen could transcribe. What a person 
really is comes out only at night, in the 
dark. 1 know now that both of them 
were born crazy, not the victims of any 
circumstances. The circumstances, natu- 
rally, made everything worse 1 myself 
became a psychopath living with them. 
Insanity is no less contagious than 
typhus.” 


PLAYBOY 


“Besides squabbling, brawling, telling 
endless stories of the camps and of their 
home in Warsaw and chattering about 
clothes, fashions and what not, the sisters 
had one favorite topic: my treachery. 
They forged an indictment against me 
that made the Moscow trials seem like 
pure logic by comparison. Even as they 
sat on the sofa, kissed me, waged a play- 
ful competition over me and indulged in 
a game that was both childish and ani 
malistic and therefore indefinable, they 
kept abusing me. It boiled down to the 
fact that I had only one urge—to betray 
them and carry оп with other women. 
Each time the concierge called me to the 
telephone, they ran to listen in. When I 
received a leuer, they promptly opened 
it. No dictator could have enforced such 
a strict censorship as these sisters did 
over me. They left no doubt that the 
mailman, the concierge, the Joint Com- 
mittee and I were all part of a conspir- 
acy against them, although what kind of 
conspiracy this was and what was its 
purpose was something even their twist- 
ed minds couldn't establish. Lombroso 
contended that genius is insanity. He 
forgot to say that insanity genius. 
Their helplessness was genius, too. 1 
sometimes had the feeling that getti 

128 through the war had drained them of 


(continued [rom page 114) 


that specific power for survival that 
every human and animal possesses. The 
fact that Ytta hadn't been able to find 
another job in Russia besides that of a 
maid and mistress to that old shoemak- 
er only accented her lack of initi. 
"They often toyed with the notion of be- 
coming maids in Paris, governesses, or 
something in that vein, but it was clear 
both to mc and to them that they 
couldn't hold any kind of job for more 
than a few hours. They were also the la- 
ziest creatures 1 had ever met, although 
from time to time they were seized by a 
burst of effort and energy that was as ex- 
aggerated as their usual laziness. Two 
women should have been able to keep 
house, but our apartment was always a 
mess, They would prepare a meal and 
argue as to who should wash the dishes 
until it came time to cook again. Some 
times, days and even weeks went by and 
we ate only dry food. The bedding was 
often din and we had cockroaches and 
other vermin. The sisters weren't physi- 
cally dirty. They boiled pots of water at 
night and turned the apartment into a 
bathhouse. The water dripped down 
below and the downstairs tenant, an old 
French cavalier, banged on our door and 
threatened us with the police. Paris was 
starving, but in my house food was 
thrown out in the garbage. The apart- 
ment was piled with rags They haré 
ever wore the dresses that they sewed or 
received from the Jomt Committee, but 
they went around halfnaked and bare- 
foot. 


As alike as the sisters were, so were 
they also different, Yua possessed a bru- 
tality that was completely foreign to a 
girl from a Hasidic home. Many of her 
stories dealt with beatings and 1 knew 
that bloodshed and violence of any kind 
roused her sexually. She told me that 
while she was still a girl in her father's 
house, she once sharpened a knife and 
slaughtered three ducks that her mother 
kept in a shed. Her father beat her for 
this severely and Dora used to throw this 
up to her when they quarreled. Ytta was 
unusually strong, but cach time she tried 
to do something, she managed to hurt 
herself. She walked around covered with 
bandages and plasters. She often hinted 
that she would take revenge on me, even 
though I had rescued her from slavery 
and want. I suspected that somewhere 
inside her she would have been glad to 
remain with the old shoemaker; maybe 
because this would have allowed her to 
forget her family and especially Dora, 
with whom she maintained a love-hate 
relationship. This hostility used to come 
out in every quarrel. Dora was the one 
who screamed, wept and scolded, whi 
Yuta resorted to blows. 1 was often afraid 
that she might kill Dora 

"Dora was bener edu 
fined and possessed of a sick imagina- 


tion, She slept fitfully and kept telling 
me her dreams, which were sexual, dia 
bolical, tangled. She awoke quoting 
verses from the Bible. She tried to write 
poems in Polish and in Yiddish. She had 
formulated а sort of personal mythology. 
1 often said that she was possessed by the 
dibbuk of a follower of Shabbetai Zevi 
or Jacob Frank. 

7] had always felt a curiosity about the 
institution of polygamy. Could jealousy 
be rooted out? Could you share someone 
you loved? In a sense, the three of us were 
taking part in an experiment whose rc- 
sults we all awaited. The longer the situa- 
tion lasted, the more obvious it became to 
us all that things couldn't remain the way 
they were. Something had to happen and 
we knew that it would be evil, a catastro 
phe. Each day posed a new crisis, each 
night carried the threat of some scandal. 
or impotence. Although our neighbors 
on the lower floors had their own 
troubles and were accustomed to wild 
doings from the time of the German Oc- 
cupation, they began to look at us suspi- 
ciously, to nose around and to shake 
their heads in disapproval. As sinful as 
was our behavior. our religious upbring. 
ing scon began to make demands on our 
Jewishness. Dora made the benediction 
over the Sabbath candles every Friday 
and then sat around smoking cigarettes. 
She had formulated her own version of 
the Shulchan Aruch in which pork was 
for! Hen hut horse meat was kosher, 
which there was no God but you had to 
fast on Yom Kippur and eat matzoh on 
Passover. Ytta had become an atheist in 
Russia, or so she said, but every night be- 
lore going to sleep, she mumbled a nightly 
When 1 gave 
10 ward off the 


she spat on 
evil eye. She would get up in the morning 
and announce, “Today will be an unlucky 
day... something bad is going to hap- 
pen... . Inevitably, what happened was 
that she hurt herself. or broke a dish, or 
a stocking tore on her. 

“Dora kept the funds in our house- 
hold. I always gave her more than she 
needed, since 1 received stipends from a 
ions and later money from 
m America as well. After a 
l noticed that she had accumu- 
lated a nest egg. Her sister apparently 
knew of this and received her share of 
the loot. I often heard them whispering 
and arguing about money. 

“I forgot the main thing—children. 
Both sisters wanted a child by me and 
many arguments erupted because of this. 
But | was dead set against it. We were 
living on charity. Each time the conver- 
sation came around to children, 1 came 
up with the same answer: ‘For what? So 
the next Hitler would have someone to 
burn?’ 1 don't have a child to this day. 
As far as Tm concerned, 1 want to put 
an end to the human tragedy. I suspect 
that neither Dora nor Ytta was even 
(continued on page 136) 


CIAUDIN 
OBSERNED 


five top glamor 
photographers focus 

in on playmate-actress 
claudia jennings, 

who knous all the angles 


PETE TURNER 


^Trosh—with lots of flash” is Cloudio's pithy 
epproiso! of her Eost Hompten phote session with 
Pete Turner, We were jus! hoving fun with silk 
stockings ond chompogne bottles plus o beoutiful 
Hispono-Svite used in The Great Gotsby but 
originally custom-made fer the king of Tunisia. 
This is the Hollywood me, no! the rec! me—very 
сотр, like so mony movie reles I've ployed.” 


J. FRED SMITH 


What J. Fred Smith sow in Claudia 
might be construed as а cross 
between Helen af Tray and a tombay, 
perhaps a subtle reflectian of what 
Claudia saw in Smith: "Fred wos 
cute like Santa Clous, with a 

twinkle in his eye and o trim-thin. 
body. He freaked me a little at first, 
discussing eroticism and nudity. 

But | soon got into his low-key 

style of shoating. Generally, | 

agree that pictures meant to be 

sexy should nat be too pretty. 

I'd rather show raunchy 

sexif's much more honest." 


text By BRUCE WILLIAMSON 


ny male chauvinist taken in 

by the cliché that Playmates 

are beautiful bits of fluff 

whose brains have been 
stuffed with something the consist- 
ency of Reddi-Wip should try to 
arrange a meeting with Claudia 
Jennings. Several meetings would 
be even better. Lers start, say, 
with a midnight rendezvous at 
Michael's Pub in Manhattan, 
where she has collected a group 
of Beautiful People to hear 
Woody Allen on darinet. There 
she sits, a smashing strawberry 
blonde, wearing the hip-standard 
Hollywood uniform of blue- 
denim jacket and jeans, with а 
green-plastic bow in her һай, 
and you mentally tick through a 
check list of her credits, starting 
with 19705 Playmate of the Year. 
Since then, she has adorned at 
least а dozen movies, mostly the 
kind of drive-in-theater Saturday: 
night specials that fill a girl's 
pressbook with stories calling her 
Queen of the Bs. At the moment, 
she is in transit, a love goddess 
between planes, just back from 


MARIO CASILLI 


From unisexual hip to wet and 
wonderful, the wilder sides of 
Claudia are celebrated by Los 
Angeles-based Mario Cosil 
“Water is always sensuous,” says 
Claudio, “and Mario felt it would 
be highly erotic, as well, to put 
me in а man’s suit, holding ап 
Irish coffee and with a dab of 
cream on my lip. Maria is seldom 
wrong. He shot my Playmate of 
the Year layout. He can clothe 
you up fo the ears or wrap you in 
о burlap sack and can make 

опу woman lock sexy—probably 
because he really likes them. 

I'm sure he's one af the great 
photographers of women.” 


jetting around Europe to be 
deified in full color by five of 
the world's flashiest glamor 
photographers. 

A mile-a-minute conversa- 
tionalist, Claudia doesn't want 
to waste one of those minutes 
rehashing the stock biographi 
cal data that puts her to sleep 
faster than Nembutal. 15 the 
great all-American story of a 
redheaded, freckly teenager 
from Evanston, Illinois, who 
never considered herself pret- 
ty. She had a nice childhood, 
yes, and her mother is still a 
college teacher. But by the 
time she gets into that, the kid 
whom schoolmates knew a 
Mimi Chesterton looks a lit- 
te glazed, ready to hit the 
accelerator. knew what I 

1 continued on page 


DAVID HAMILTON 


Mirror, mirror. Being glorified by 

Evrope's prestigious David Homilton 

wos a clear cose of narcissism made eosy 

for foir Claudia. "I chose David because 

| odmired his work, and enjoyed this 

session most of all—maybe because we were 
in the south of France, maybe because | 

got along so well with his old lody, Mona. 
But Dovid omazed me, as an obsolute master 
whose methods are very precise. He'll say 
look to the left, look to the right, and 

you simply trust the man’s talent. Our 
shooting went very fast, which left us time for 
а marvelous lunch ot Club 55 in St. Tropez.” 


VICTOR SKREBNESKI 


“The first man who ever photographed me” 
is Claudic's nostalgic acknowledgment 

of camero wizard Victor Skrebnesli, 

who works block-and-white wonders in 
Chicago. “He's a terrific humon being, 

who likes to shoot you as you are, 

flows and all, becouse he finds that 
beautiful. We played a lot of loud music, 
had o fabulous time. The way Skrebneski 
photographs women is so uncom- 
plicated, as if you were a still life, just 
stonding there like a womon . . . and oll 
woman, and thot's the way I want 

to be." You ore, Cloudio, you are. 


PLAYBOY 
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TALE OF TWO SISTERS 


capable of bearing children. Such females 
are like mules. I'll never understand how 
a Hasidic Jew came 10 have two such 
daughters. We carry stray genes going 
back to the time of Genghis Khan, or the 
Devil knows when.” 

"The calamity that we anticipated 
came in a quict fashion. The arguments 
gradually subsided to be replaced by a 
depression that consumed the three of 
us. It began with Dora's getting sick. Ex- 
actly what was wrong with her, I never 
found out. She lost weight and coughed 
а lot. I suspected consumption and took 
her to a doctor, but he found no cvi- 
dence of illness. He prescribed vitamins 
and iron, which didn't help. Dora bc- 
came frigid, too. She no longer wanted 
to join in our nightly games and idle 
chatter. She even got herself a cot and 
set it up in the kitchen. Without Dora, 
Yua soon lost interest in our sex trian- 
gle. She had never been the one to take 
the initiative; in fact, she did only what 
Dora told her. Ytta was a big cater and a 
heavy sleeper. She snored and snorted in 
her sleep. A situation soon developed in 
which instead of having two women, I 
had none. Not only were we silent at 
night but during the day, too, we be- 
came steeped in moroseness. Before, 1 
used to get weary from all the babbling, 
endless wrangling and the cxtravagant 
praises the sisters heaped on me, but 
now I longed for those days. 1 talked the 
situation over with the sisters and we de- 
cided to put an end to the alienation 
that lay between us, but such things 
can't be changed with decisions. I often 
had the feeling that some invisible being 
lurked among us, a phantom who sealed 
our lips and burdened our spirits. Each 
time 1 started to say something, the 
words stuck in my throat. When I did 
say it, the words that came out required 
no answer. I looked on with amazement 
as the two chatterbox sisters became close- 
mouthed. All the speech seemed to 
have been drained from them. I became 
as taciturn as they. Before, 1 could bab- 
ble on for hours without any thought or 
reflection, but suddenly I became diplo- 
matic and careful to weigh every word, 
afraid that no matter what I said would 
cause a commotion. 1 used to laugh 
when I read your stories about dibbuks, 
but 1 now actually felt myself possessed. 
When 1 wanted to pay Dora а compli- 
ment, it came out an insult. Oddly 
enough, the three of us couldn't stop 
yawning. We sat there, yawned and 
looked at one another with moist cyes in 
astonishment, partners in a tragedy we 
could neither understand nor control. 

“I became impotent, too. I lost the 
urge for the two sisters. I lay in bed 
nights and instead of Just, ] felt some- 
thing that can only be called antilust. I 
often had the uncomfortable feeling that 


(continued from page 128) 


my was icy cold and my body was 
shrinking. Although the sisters didn't 
mention my impotence, 1 knew that 
they were lying in bed with their ears 
cocked, listening to the strange process 
taking place within my organs—the ebb- 
ing of the blood and the cramping and 
shrinking of the limbs that seemed to de- 
generate to the verge of withering, 1 
often imagined that in the dark I saw 
the silhouette of a figure that was as 
flimsy and transparent as a spider web— 
tall, thin, long-haired—a shadowy skele- 
ton with holes instead of cyes, a monster 
with a crooked mouth that laughed 
soundlcessly. I assured myself that it was 
nerves. What else could it be? 1 didn't 
believe in ghosts then and I don't to this 
day. 1 became convinced of one thing 
one night thoughts and emotions can 
literally materialize and become entities 
of some substance. Even now, as I think 
about it, ants crawl up and down my 
spine. I've never spoken about this to 
anyone—you're the first and, I assure 
you, the last person to ever hear this. 

“It was a spring night in 1948. A 
spring night in Paris can sometimes be 
bitter cold, We went to sleep separately— 
I on the cot, Dora on the sofa and Yua 
in bed. We put out the lights and lay 
down. I don't remember such a cold 
night even in the camps. We covered 
ourselves with all the blankets and rags 
we had in the house, but we ыш 
couldn't get warm. I put the sleeves of a 
sweater over my feet and threw my win- 
ter coat over the blanket. Ytta and Dora 
burrowed into thcir covers. We did all 
this without speaking and this 
lent our frantic efforts a brooding op- 
pressiveness that defies description. I re- 
member precisely lying there in bed and 
thinking that the punishment would 
come that night. At the same time, I si- 
lently prayed to God that it shouldn't. I 
lay there for a while halffrozen—not 
only from the cold but from the tension, 
too. I searched in the dark for the shed 
(as I called the creature of spider webs 
and shadows), but 1 saw nothing. At the 
same time, I knew that he was there, 
hovering in some corner or possibly even 
behind the bedboard. 1 said to myself, 
"Don't be an idiot, there are no such 
things as ghosts. If Hitler could slaugh- 
ter six million Jews and America sends 
billions of dollars to rebuild Germany, 
there are no other forces except the ma- 
terial, Ghosts wouldn't permit such an 

justice..." 

1 had to urinate and the toilet was 
out in the corridor. Usually, I can hold 
myself in. if need be, but this time the 
urge was too insistent. I got up from the 
cot and went creeping toward the kitch- 
en door, which led to the outside. I had 
taken only two steps when someone 
stopped me. Brother, I know all the an 
swers and all the psychological flimflam, 


but this thing before me was a person 
and hc blocked my path. 1 was too 
frightened to cry out. It’s not in me to 
scream. I'm sure that 1 wouldn't scream 
even if it were killing me. Well, and 
who was there to help me, even if I did? 
‘The two half-mad sisters? 1 tried to push 
him aside and I touched something that 
might have been rubber, dough or some 
sort of foam. There are such fears from 
which you can't run away. A furious 
wrangling erupted between us. ] pushed 
him back and he yielded a bit, yet of- 
fered resistance. 1 remember now that 1 
was less afraid of the evil spirit than of 
the oway the sisters might raise. 1 can't 
tell you how long this struggle lasted—a 
minute or perhaps only а few seconds. 1 
thought I would pass out on the spot, 
but I stood there and stubbornly and si 
lently wrestled with a ghost or whatever 
it was. Instead of feeling cold, І became 
hot. Within a second, I was drenched аз 
if standing under a shower. Why the sis 
ters didn't scream is something I'll never 
understand. That they were awake 1 am 
surc. They were apparently terrified of 
their own fear. Suddenly, I caught a 
blow. The Evil One vanished and I 
sensed that my organ was no longer 
there, either. Had he castrated me? My 
pajama bouoms had fallen. I felt around 
for my penis. No, he hadn't torn it out 
but had jammed it so deep into me that 
it had formed an indentation negative 
rather than positive. Don't look at me 
that way! I'm not crazy now and 1 wasn't 
crazy then. During this whole nightmare, 
1 knew that it was nerves—nervousness 
that had assumed substance. Finstein 
contends that mass is energy. 1 say that 
mass is compressed emotion. Neuroses 
materialize and take on concrete form. 
Feclings put on bodies or are themselves 
bodies Those are your dibbuks, the 

ites, the hobgobli 

"] walked out into the corridor on 
wobbly knees and found the toilet, but 
1 literally had nothing to urinate with. 1 
read somewhere that in the Arab lands, 
such things happen to men, especially to 
those who keep harems. Strange, but 
during the whole excitement, 1 remained 
calm. Tragedy sometimes brings a kind 
of brooding resignation that mo one 
knows where it comes from. 

“I turned. back to the apartment, but 
neither of the sisters made a rustle. They 
lay there quiet, tense, barely breathing. 
Had they cast a spell over те? Were 
they themselyes bewitched? 1 began to 
dress slowly. I put on my drawers. my 
pants, my jacket and my summer coat. 1 
packed some shirts, socks and ma 
scripts in the dark. 1 gave the two s 
enough time to ask me what I was d 
and where I was going, but they didn't 
utter a peep. I took my satchel and left 
in the middle of the night. Those are the 
bare facts." 

“Where did you go?" 

(concluded on page 254) 


to this day, no group has 
protested it, 


no politician has dared 
mention tt, no 

civil liberties suit has been 
filed on it 


MY HUSBAND, Ernst Brennbar, worked 
steadily on his second cigar and his third 
cognac. A slow, rising heat flushed his 
cheeks. His tongue felt lazy and over- 
weight. He knew that if he didn’t try to 
speak soon, his mouth would loll open 
and he'd belch—or worse. A bear of guilt 
shifted in his stomach and he remem- 
bered the bottle of '64 Brauneberger 
Juffer Spätlese that had accompanied his 
ample portion of truite Metternich. His 
red ears throbbed a total recall of the 
"61 Pommard Rugiens that had drowned 
his boeuf Crespi. 


RANT 


fiction By JOHN IRVING 


Brennbar looked across the wasted 
dinner table at me, but I was lost in a 
conversation about minority groups. The 
тап speaking to me appeared to be a 
member of one. For some reason, the 
waiter was included— perhaps as a ges- 
ture meant to absolve class distinctions. 
Perhaps because the man who spoke with 
me and the waiter were from the same 
minority group. 

“You wouldn't know anything about 
the man told me, but I'd been 
watching my blotching husband; I hadn't 
been paying attention. 


ILLUSTRATION BY JOHN YOUSSI 


BRENNBAR’S 


“Well,” I said defensively, “I can 
certainly imagine what it must have 
been like.” 

“Imaginel” the man shouted. He 
tugged the waiter's sleeve for support. 
“This was the real thing. No amount of 
imagining could ever make you feel it 
ike we did. We had to live with it every 
dayl' The waiter guessed he should 
agree. 

Another woman, sitting next to Brenn- 
bar, suddenly said, “That's no different 
from what women have always had to 
face—what (continued on page 304) 
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Beautiful Peapling over zinfandel, a French Kiss, Compari and soda. 


predinner drinks 
that won't do in dinner 


By JACK DENTON SCOTT 


‘ALL THE GREAT villainics of 


history have been perpe 
trated by sober men, and 
chiefly by teeroralers. But all 
the charming and beautiful 
things, from the Song of 
Songs to terrapin à la Mary- 
land, from the 


and nine 


Through o gloss lightly; his Americono, her chompagne cacktail, 


Beethoven symphonies to the 
martini cocktail, have been 
iven to humanity by men 
who, when the hour came, 
turned from well water to 
something with color to it, 
and more in it than mere 
gen and hydrogen." 

Ihis observation by H. L. 
Mencken, the departed sa 
of Baltimore, is a truth that 
should not be tampered with. 

Bur another oftquoted 
intellect, Jean — Anthelme 


Brillat-Savarin, zeroes in a 
little more on the matter at 
hand. A big epicurean type 
in France in his day. Brillat- 
Savarin’s dicia on dining 
and drinking were considered 
infallible. “The order of 
drink,” he said, “is from the 
mildest to the most heady 
and the most scented.” 

We seem to have turned 
this around, too often belt 
ing down the most heady 
in toolarge portions in the 
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Shipshope young thing snugly harbors a predinner Yecht Club. 


wrong order, regardless of 
the time, money and eflort 
the host has spent on spread. 
ing his dinner table. There 

lies our ess 

Something is obviously 
wrong socially when guests 
load up on hard liquor before 
sitting down to a special din- 
ner of boeuf à la mode, ten- 


der prime beef braised, 
gently simmered in ch 


tin wine, a di 


to be prep: three steps. 


I know whereof I speak: I 
am referring to a dinner 
that 1 recently cooked for 
12. Four of my guests sat 
and stared dully at the love. 
ly beef in its sauce. They 
had brought their booze to 
the table with One 
woman nearly ate her nap 
kin and her illus 
tated a conversational point 
he was making by dipping a 
finger in his glass of my 
ten-year-old burgundy and 


them. 


husband 


Twa sides ta toste making: her Bunch Punch, his Tequila Teaser. 


drawing a pink map on my 
fine whitelinen tablecloth. 
The fault was mine. I tilt 
ed the boule too much bc 

fore dinner. Now, | am 

heartily with those who like 

to relicve the tension of the 

n with a few drinks 

g him down to 

But the accent 

should be on "few" and on 

the kind of drinks. 
It is the physical faux. pas 
to which I object: Bountiful 


1 learned the hard 
way, may give you a witty 
tongue, blissfully relax and 
float you to the ceiling, but 
it also dulls and. virtually 
destroys the taste buds. As 
these are sensitive assets that 
aid us in enjoying fine food 
skillfully prepared, it doesu't 
make sense 10 deliberately 
deaden them before having 

delightful. meal. If you have 
taste buds that prefer five 
Scotches and poking aimlessly 


booz 
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at a piece of Chicken Marengo the way 
Napoleon had it served, what follows 
isn't for you. 

But a fast-growing segment of our soci 
ety is turning from serving well water 
with meals when it entertains, and 
before dinner offering something with 
color to it, that interestingly contains 
more than mere oxygen and hydrogen. 
These are the Don't-serve-drinks-that-de- 
stroy-dinner folks who with imagination, 
finesse and fair at their parties are suc 
cessfully putting down the-hell-with-the- 
taste-buds bashers. 

A current party plan to keep from 
overextending physically and financially 
on booze is to mix interesting wines. For 
example, I was a guest recently where 
the host spent his money om excellent 
prime fillets of beef. Before dinner, he 
served nothing but a yellow wine that 
had everybody intrigued. 

It was Jura, a French wine no one had 
heard of, named for the region. Firm, 
strong, straw-colored, it comes from a 
grape I didn't know. the savagnin, and 
is kept in a cask for six years, where it 
picks up nutty character and flavor, 
somewhat as sherry does. With the beef, 
our host served plenty of silky young 
Beaujolais. That was a party. One per- 
son did fall on his face, but only because 
he missed a step going from the elevated 
dining room. Food amd conversation 
were appreciated. True, dinner was ex- 
pensive, but it would have cost thc host 
more to lavishly entertain his guests 
from the hard-liquor bottle first, as is 
generously but mistakenly done too often. 

Fun can be had planning such a party. 
choosing an unusual, dramatic wine for 
predinner drinking and a pert, pleasing 
one for the dinner palate. A little dig- 
ging will turn up American wines with a 
flair at reasonable prices. For example, 
a California zinfandel, slightly spicy, 
tasting somewhat of raspberry, and а 
New York State vergennes, dry but with 
a nicely different taste of the grape, are 
dramatic mixes of red and wi The 
horizon is wide and exciting in wining, 
then dining experiments. 

Perhaps the best of all wines as a be- 
fore-dinner drink is champagne. Writer 
and epicure Alec Waugh pulls into focus 
this entire matter of drinking before 
dinner, describing his own favorite, the 
champagne cocktail. "It is pleasant to 
taste, it looks marvelous, it sparkles, it 
does not impair the palate and it is not 
very strong.” 

His recipe: a cube of sugar in the bot 
tom of a thin, stemmed glass, a single 
drop of Angostura bitters on the sugar, 
about а teaspoon of brandy, a thin slice 
of peach, lemon or orange, then half fill 
the glass with cold champagne. 

My favorite before-dinner drink (and 
one that can be drunk right through the 
meal, no matter what you are serving) is 
a good, very dry champagne. Its bubbles 
ity prevent gulping, and a glass 


and a half will take you through that 
dangerous drinking time. When I can af- 
ford it, I serve only champagne before 
dinner. It puts spark into any purty. 

A more offbeat idea that is catching 
on is to bring out the aperitif and aperi- 
tivo boules as they do in Europe. The 
bottles are interesting in shape, color 
and label, and their contents are simple 
10 serve. For example, Pernod, or pastis, 
popular in Europe, especially along the 
Riviera, is potent, almost colorless, 
slightly licorice-favored. One part is 
added 10 four parts water. Ricard, slight- 
ly bitter, is served on the rocks with 
some water; bittersweet Byrrh and Amer 
Picon, on the rocks with perhaps a 
twist of lemon. Raphael and Dubonnet 
Blonde, one red, one white, are slightly 
sweet and poured over ice. Tart Punt E 
Mes is sometimes mixed with water or 
soda. Adventuring with aperitifs is also 
enlightening. 1 have discovered that 
people have their own ideas in mixing 
and drinking them. One guest blended 
one part Italian Cynar (a somewhat bitter 
aperitif made from artichokes) to eight 
parts beer. It was an interesting drink. 
Picon is often handled the same way. 

Probably the most popular of the din- 
ner-party pickups in Europe, where 
many of us learned what little we know 
of the aperitif approach. are the ver- 
mouth drinks. 

Vermouth is largely misunderstood 
and undcrappreciated here. Taken with 
pleasure in Europe for many years, it is 
a drink with a double duty: Bouncy, de- 
spite the fact that it is only 18 percent 
alcohol, it also stimulates the appetite. 
Simply, vermouth is a white wine, either 
sweet or dry, slightly flavored aro- 
matic herbs and spices, the herb usually 
wormwood, a bitter extract also used in 
making absinthe. One of the most 
popular dry vermouths is the French 
Boissiere, Vermouth de Chambéry; the 
sweet one in favor is the Italian Martini 
& Rossi. The Italians also like to pour 
their “mellow” light and dark (both 
sweetish) Cinzano on the rocks with a 
twist of lemon. 

Г ingly, dedicated — hard-booze 
boys often find vermouth drinks pleas 
ing. I am among them. Not long ago, be. 
fore 1 got the real message on this drink 
thing, my host told me that we were 
having sweetbreads on a bed of toast and 
ham. laved with a lemony hollandaise, 
and would I consider following his 
example and having a French Kiss rather 
than my usual belt of vodka. Intrigued, 
I went along. Sweetbreads (tipping the 
scales with gold these days) never tasted 
better, and I am becoming fond of the 
drink: It gives a definite glow that doesn't 
spring into a blaze. 


FRENCH KISS 


2 ozs. dry vermouth 
2 ozs. sweet vermouth 
‘Thin lemon peel 


Pour vermouth over rocks in a 
stemmed glass; stir well; twist lemon 
peel into drink. 


LILLET ORANGE 


Here is a unique vermouth, not overly 
sweet, with a delightful flavor found in 
no other drink. Another reward. other 
than saving the dinner and using the im- 
agination rather than the bottle of bour- 
bon, Scotch or gin, is that this drink is a 
conversation creator. 

3 ozs. chilled Lillet 

1 slice orange 

Rub orange around lip of glass: add 
Lillet and orange slice; stir well. Lillet 
should be chilled but not served on the 
rocks, as it gets watery fast. 


CASSIS CLASSICS 


A trio of civilized drinks becoming 
very popular are the cassis concoctions, 
vin blanc (white wine) cassis, vermouth 

is. champagne cassis The vin blanc 
cassis is also bottled, called Kir, and is 
the name by which many know the 
drink. This was the favorite drink of 
Canon Felix Kir, a priest, who was also 
the mayor of Dijon, a Resistance hero 
and a member of the French Parliament. 
Kir was a man, it is said, who used his 
head rather than his elbow and became 
eminent largely because of his invention 

ild but very tasty drink. 

This is a simple mixing of white wine, 
vermouth or champagne (usually a stale 
champagne) with créme de cassis, a sweet 
liqueur made from black currants. 

4 ozs. dry white wine (or your choice) 

1 oz. cême de cassis 

Place ice cubes in a stemmed wine 
glass: pour in wine, then cassis: stir well 
(A splash of soda may also be added.) 
Ве careful not to overdo the cassis or the 
drink becomes too sweet. 

Although the Italians like vermouth, 
they are more famous for another bc- 
fore-dinner drink, Campari; a bitter li 
queur, used аз a tonguecurling and 
appetite-building base for combinations 
of liquids. Here are the most popular. 


CAMPARI AND SODA 

14 ozs. Campari 

1 small bottle club soda 

Fill a stemmed glass with ice; pour in 
Campari, then soda: stir well. 7 
be substituted for soda, 


‘onic may 


AMERICANO. 
1 oz. Campari 
2 ozs. sweet Italian vermouth 
Lemon peel 
Fill a stemmed glass with ice; pour in 
Campari and vermouth; stir well; add 
twist of lemon peel. 


SPRITZER 


The Germans aren't exactly restrained 
with either food or drink, but here is a 
(concluded on page 258) 


The true story of blissin Eden and of 
lovely Mary's busy day as restored from the original 
sources for the first time by Alexander Pushkin 


PAINTINGS BY KINUKO CRAFT 
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During the Easter week of 1821, all govern- 
ment employees in the town of Kishinev were 
required to fast and to attend an endless 
round of religious services. One of the 
clerks—more bored and rebellious than all 
the rest—in the midst of the long liturgical 
chants, decided to write a poem. It was con- 
ceived as the longest, most mocking, most 
antireligious sex shocker in the Russian 
language. 

The 21-year-old clerk happened to be Alex- 
ander Pushkin, destined to become Russia's 
greatest poetic genius. Some months before, 
the czar had banished him to this dreary job 
in this faraway town in Bessarabia because 
of his “Ode to Liberty” and other subversive 
works. There, in the employ of a kindly gen- 
eral who forgave his misdemeanors, Pushkin 
spent his time gambling, quarreling, fighting 
duels, dancing, chasing women (including 
some of the officer? wives) and writing poetry. 

He titled his Easter-week satire “The Ga- 
briliad,” telescoping the archangel Gabriels 
name with the title of Homers epic. It is a 
mock-epic spoof of the New Testament story 
of the Annunciation, and Pushkin’s main 
joke was to make the serious figures of the 
Bible behave in the philandering manner of 
Greek gods. It was, as his friend Vyazemsky 
said, “one of Pushkin's finest pieces of mis- 
chief"—2a witty protest against the Russian 
establishment and the Orthodox Church rath- 
er than a studied sacrilege. 

“The Gabriliad” was never published in 
Imperial Russia. It was circulated clandes- 
tinely in manuscript—as the samizdat protest 
writings are today—and seven years passed 
before it came to the attention of the chief 
of the secret police, who described Russia’s 
greatest poet as “a worthless playboy.” The 
matter was referred to the czar himself and 
an investigating commission was set up. Push- 
kin denied authorship of the poem—but, 
finally, he wrote a letter to the czar, confess- 
ing all. Czar Nicholas forgave him, not so 
much out of generosity as from the thought 
that he now had one more thing to hold over 
Pushkin's head. 

Does “The Gabriliad” retain any of its 
shock value after 153 years? Apparently. Al- 
though it has appeared in scholarly publica- 
tions, the English translations of Pushkin 
omit it. While Soviet literary critics solemnly 
describe it as a blow against bourgeois reli- 
gion, the widely circulated editions of Push- 
kin's work in Russia leave it out. 


А lemote, јат from Jerusalem, 
there dwelled, 

Distant from gaicties and young pursuers 

(Used by the Tempter as his chief 
undoers), 

A comely wife, by virtue still upheld, 

Whose tranquil life flowed possionless 
and mellow. 

Her husband was an honorable fellow, 

A graybeard, not adept at drill and 
brace, 

Still, the sole carpenter about the place. 

And night or day (what with the time he 
took 

With ax and plane—the tools of his 
profession 

Апа faithful sau) he was not apt to look 

Upon the maiden charms in his 
possession. 

And the secluded little floral gern 

(Whom fale had saved for sacred: 
indiscretion) 

Had never dared to open on ils stem. 

The aged spouse's empty watering-pot 

Failed to refresh her of an evening— 
rather, 

He lived with his dark blossom like a 
father: 

A nice, paternal kiss was all she got. 


My well-beloved! The good Lord saw fit, 

As from the upper world He spied the 
nether, 

To eye His servant maiden's limber waist 

And gleaming thighs, and feeling in high 
feather, 

Resolved, from loving kindness and good 
taste, 

To spray this most deserving vineyard 
plot, 

This arid, unplowed, never-watered lot, 

With bursts of secret bounty, aptly 
placed. 


He sent for Gabriel, His presidential 

Chief aide, to brief him on His lusty 
mood— 

Their actual words the Church keeps 
confidential, 

A passage the Evangelists exclude— 

Yet some Armenian sources clearly deem 

That Heaven's Czar, with words of praise 
unsparing, 

Chose Gabriel His agent in this scheme 

(With much advice re attitude and 
bearing), 

And sent him down at dusk to Mary's cot. 

But Satan, ancient demon, slumbers not, 

And, roving all the world, 


has heard the neuest, 

That God has cast His eye upon a Jewess, 

A beauty, destined by a sacred lot 

To save our seed from Hell through a 
Redeemer. 

This roused the fury of the cunning 
Schemer— 

He bustled off. Our Lord, meanwhile, 
impatient, 

Oozed mooning through the cloud banks, 
softly yearned, 

Ruled not a thing, but daydreamed and 
vacationed, 

And all went haywire while his back was 
turned. 

And Mary—for the moment unpursued 

By Joseph's doddering solicitude— 

In palmy coolness where a freshet purled, 

Sat still and watched the ripples glassy 
vagrance, 

Alone, abstracted in her private world, 

Unconscious of the flowers’ balmy 
fragrance, 

When suddenly appeared a boa, curled, 

In scaly coils all gleaming, iridescent, 

Emerging from the shade, a swaying 
crescent 

And presently the splendid creature 
spoke: 

“Fear not, sweet maid"—his tones were 
warm— 

“1 am a magic friend to women folk." 

Thus Satan wooed her in his snaky form. 


“Who are you, Serpent?” doubtfully 
asked she. 

“Perhaps the one who managed to 
beguile 

Our mother Eve to that mysterious tree 

From which she plucked the fruit that 
turned so vile?” 

“Distorted version that the Bad Book 
teaches!” 

The boa said. But Mary pondered yet 

If she should listen to these Serpent 
speeches 

And fall, unwitting, into Satan’s net. 

And yet the Lord would hardly visit evil 

On me, his servant—and for what? A 
chat! 

The Lord is kind; He loves me and all 
that 

And would not wish me mischief with 
the Devil 

What's more, this boa's nothing if not 
civil. 

Oh, pooh, there's little here to shiver at! 

Deciding to be cool but not unpleasant, 

She shelved her reservations 
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for tke present 

And listened. The sly Serpent spread his 
hood, 

Uncoiled some yards of glistening self 
and shimmied 

Out of the tree, to rear up where 


she stood. 

He lit a sensual glow withi 

Young inglenook and said, 
like you, 

Was bored in Eden. Her unconscious told 
her 


‘air Eve, 


That Paradise could still hold something 
new. 

Though life was sweet, she longed for 
something bolder 

Than wandering with Adam, mild and 
blameless, 


On paths through their green world's 
idyllic sameness. 

Not youth, nor health, nor cozy nooks 
untold 

Appeared to stir in them a sensual 
thought. (continued overleaf) 
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They ate, they drank and hand in hand 
they strolled, 

Yawned in the daytime ond at night 
knew nought 

Of tumbling sports or procreative games. 


“Would you belicve a tyranny so 
callous? 

Desiring Adam's playmate for His own, 

The God of Israel, cross-grained and 
jealous, 

Had shrewdly tranquilized our Eden 
dwellers 

And kepi them in a kind of sterile zone. 

Eve's future fate had secretly been cast 

For heavenly honor, a celestial blast. — 

A niche on high where she could sing 
and thrum, 

Pray at His feet, go into transports, fast, 

Adore His works, extol the great 
Panjandrum, 

And never, ever take a harmless break 

To hobnob with a cherub, feel a snake, 

Or atch with an Archangel! Such awaits 

A girl whom the Creator elevates. 

And the reward? Compensatory joys 

For all this crashing, soul-congealing 
boredom? 

Rewards of superannuated whoredom; 

Part song by fuzz-faced, pimply 
choirboys; 

The reek of incense; iconry inferior, 

Daubed by some frantic bungler in 
Siberia— 

A real embalming party, you perceive. 


“I felt so sorry for my charming Eve 

That I resolved, His Lordship 
notwithstanding, 

To wake the couple (how 1 often grieve 

At Scripture's lies about this scene!) by 
handing 

Two apples to them from the Wisdom 
Tree. 

Eve saw and knew her state of sweet 
undress, 

Felt secret heat, a longing to make free 

With her young man's protrusive 
nakedness. 

(Thus, by my science, I invented love, 

Of human troubles surely the least 
boring.) 

The two strolled off into а leafy grove 

Where, swiftly, eyes and hands began 
exploring. 

Discovering undreamt feelings, love 
insurgent, 

He probed the halj-sealed fountain of 
delight, 

Till it, with throbbing fever just as 
urgent, 

Broke and engulfed him out of mind and 
sight. 

Not asking the Almightys byyourleave, 

All kindled, raven hair [anned out, swect 
Eve, 

With lips but faintly moving in her bliss, 

Clung fast to Adam with a lingering kiss, 

In tears of love, blind waves of happiness. 

The palm fronds waved; the flowers of 
youthful Earth 


With showers of petals greeted man's true 
birth. 


“O blissful day! The bridegroom took his 
leasure 

With his resourceful bride from early 
dawn; 

How richly strenuous was now their 
leisure! 

They hardly closed an eye from dark to 
morn. 

Till God, encroaching on their rapt 
endeavor, 

Expelled the pair from Paradise forever. 

I'd taught them all the world of 
sensuousness, 

The warm, delightful pleasure-maze of 
youth, 

The sad, pure ecstasies of flesh, of ruth, 

New codes of tenderness and tears of 
bliss, 

Now say—am 1 deceitful? Vile? 
Abhorrent? 

Was Adam damned through me, do you 
believe? 

1 would say not. In any case, I warrant 

Гое ever since been best of friends with 
Eve” 

The Fiend fell silent. Pricked with new 
desires, 

Mary had harkened to the Prince of 
Liars. 


Her mind, her maidenly imagination, 

Had drunk in Satan's tale, forgetting 
strictures, 

She liked из facile flow, the combination 

Of candid phrasing, tantalizing pictures. 

Someone quite new now suddenly 
appeared— 

And where the serpent head had lately 
reared. 

Here, in its place, a man of dazzling 
looks 

Stood at her side. Without preliminaries, 

He fixes her with eyes like glittering 
hooks 

And, moving with a forceful courtliness, 

One hand presents a flower, the other 
carries 

Confusion to her simple linen dress 

As nimble fingers steal beneath the 
robing 


їп privacies: Caress 

That scemed improper, strange, but 
nonetheless 

A fascination hard to stop. A sly 

Shiver of panic and delight commingled 

Коп up and down and up the maiden 
thigh; 

Her breath grew short; delicious tremors 
tingled 

The swelling nipples, seemed to lift them 
high. 

She could not speak. And soon she could 
not stand; 

Upon those radiant eyes there fell a 
shadow, 

So, drooping onto Satan’s chest and hand, 


She murmured oh! and tumbled on the 
meadow. 


And thus the Master of Deceit now 
relished 

Victorious issue 10 this strange affair. 

Poor, rumpled lamb—her downfall has 
embellished 

His evil score: He has contrived to snare 

The Lord's elect into his potent care— 

A coup delicious in itself, and hellish. 

Your triumph will be briefj—enjoy it, 
Fiend! 

The world grows dark, extinct the sun's 
last glimmer. 

Behold! Above the languid maiden 
shimmer 

The pinions of an angel—he's subvened, 

God's messenger, the Heavens’ brilliant 
son! 


Discovered in the semblance of grave 
error, 

The victim hid her face in artless terror. 

Dark-faced with fury now, the Evil One 

Reared up and growled, “You flyboy 
paragon, 

What do you want? A voyeuristic leer 

At common folk? Back 10 the 
upper sphere! 

Don’t barge into a personal affair 

With drafty featherworks and boorish 
stare!” 

But Gabriel's censorious intrusion 

Cut short the Critic’s venomous effusion: 

“Denighted foc of Heaven's great 
brotherhood, 

Proud villain, hopeless exile from the 
Good, 

You've slithered up the dress of trustful 
Mary 

And now you chide me, foul voluptuary? 

Away, you helldog—or I'll lift my hand 

To leave alittle grease spot where you 
stand.” 


“No limp-wrist hymningbird can make 
me quaver, 

No light-winged chap who flits to do a 
Javor 

By flying down and pimping for His 
міру" 

And Satan, raging now, with heaving ribs, 

Threw him an uppercut from well 
beneath 

And bashed the Angel squarely in the 
teeth. 

А cry rang out and Gabriel lay upended, 

His left leg buckled and his garment 
ripped, 

But rose again, miraculously mended, 

And, moving fast, ingeniously he slipped 

The Fiend a punch that shook him to 
the core, 

Whereat the Demon raised a horrid roar. 

They clinched in fury, gouging, bumping, 
clamping, 

But neither 
prevail, 


iend nor Angel could 


(concluded on page 318) 


“It's for an article on sex I'm writing for my high school paper." 
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modern living By BROCK YATES 


‘TRADITIONALLY, we Americans have meas- 
ured automotive quality with the same 
standards we've employed for prize beef 
and battlewagons—in pounds and feet. If 
big is good, bigger is better, we have rea- 
soned, and our cars have blossomed accord- 
ingly in length and in bulk. But a strange 
twist in buying patterns is occurring. A 
growing body of afluent citizens—those 
who have been the strongest exponents of 
big cars—is forsaking the implied status of 
two and a half tons and 20 feet of top-grade 
American plastic, vinyl and steel for the 
smaller, lighter European machines. 
Imported vehicles have been a factor in 
the domestic car scene for so long that their 
presence is no novelty. But until now, their 
influence has been limited to the bottom 
echelons of the market, where modest price 
and stark packaging have enabled them to 
undersell Detroit's low-line offerings. Ex- 
cluding a selection of high priced sports 
cars the identity of the imports has 
been linked with cheap, short-haul trans- 
portation, while the general citizenry has 


if you have to ask the price, 
Jou shouldn't own one 


ROUGHING ` 
IT ON 
THE ESTATE 


remained committed to the bulk-equals- 
elegance syndrome. The prime example ot 
this mentality is the Cadillac. There has 
been no stronger symbol of success with- 
in this culture than these great, whispering 
arks. Men have lusted for Caddies, know- 
ing they will catapult them upward through 
the social strata more effectively than a job 
promotion or marriage to a rich widow. Own- 
ership of a Cadillac can transform the owner 
of a grocery store into a supermarket entre- 
preneur; a neighborhood bookie into a gang 
lor night school chiropractor into a brain 
surgeon; a sharecropper into a caule baron. 
Out there in middle America, there is no 
stronger medicine than that carried in the 
amulet known as the Cadillac. If the flying 
saucers are real, and if they are carrying cx- 
traterrestrial anthropologists, they must be 
going nuts recording the influence of our 
flashy, finned kings of the concrete. 

But things are changing. Wealthy Amer- 
icans are beginning to drive smaller ve- 
hides. Not less luxurious, just smaller. Take 
for example, the incredible Mercedes-Benz 
450SE, a four-door machine that is positively 
miniature by Caddy standards yet costs 
almost twice as much to purchase. The 

ма 450SEs are rapidly replacing Cadillacs (and 


A marriage made in 
heoven: the renawned 
Citroën engineering, 
with its unique 
hydraulic suspension, 
coupled with о hairy 
Maserati engine. But 
the SM should be 
classified os on 
endangered species 
in the U. S.; Federal 
regulotions зеет to 
be insurmountable. 


CITROEN SM 


The BMW is the 
archetypal German 
avtamobile—form 
following function, 
aesthetics bowing to 
utility. But os with all 
sensible designs, the 
BMW's uncdarned, 
boxy look grows an 
yov. And its modest 
six-cylinder, three- 
liter engine produces. | 
super performance. 


BMW 308 


The XJ121, successor 
Jo the XJ12, gives. 

the rear passenger 
about four extro 
inches of leg room. 
15 exatic V12 engine 
makes transportation 
a hush-hush offoir. 
and its burled-walnut 
facia (that's dash- 
board to yav) ond 
leather seats ore 
veddy, veddy English. 


The 4505Е is moved 
along by on electran- 
ically fvel-injected 
overheod-com 275.8- 
cu.-in. engine, which 
boils down la this: 
It con go like hell. 
The 450SEL offers 
several more inches 

in the wheelbase ond 
leather seats—ond 
leaves you with o 
much thinner wallet, 
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their generic stepsisters, the Lincolns and 
Imperials) as the automobiles to own in 
the spiffiest echelons of society; and we 
know, thanks to the sociological trickle 
system, that the tastes of the upper class 
are immediately aped by the upper-mid- 
dle, then the middle class, and so on down 
(which is why Chevrolet prospered so 
ing the working stiff that 
really a replica Cadil- 
lac). Hang around the posh spots of the 
nation—Connecticut’s Fairheld County, 
Philadelphia's Main Line, Florida's Palm 
Beach, the Hamptons of Long Island, 
Southern California's Newport Beach, 
Beverly Hills, etc—and you'll begin to 
think everybody, including the upstairs 
maid and the gardener, is wheeling 
Mercedes-Benzes. In fact, they are so com- 
mon in the environs of Carmel, along 
Northern California's magnificent coast 
line, that locals refer to them as Monterey 
Fords. That's how heavy the Mercedes are 
with the big shooters. 

Will somebody please explain why 
this is going on? After all, how can this 
German interloper, which is over two 
feet shorter overall, weighs 1100 pounds 
less and has a peewee engine compared 
with the 500-cubicinch thumper in the 
Caddy—yet costs over $16,000 to put in 
your driveway, compared with about 
$10,000 for the old king—be a factor? 
For openers, the old king creates luxury 
ın part through the use of insulation, 
baffles, grommets, bushings, gaskets and 
sheer space to buffer the passengers 
from road noise and bumps. The result 
is an aseptic isolation wherein one is 
given the impression of traveling in a 
hermetically sealed space capsule hov- 
ering а few inches above the highway. 
In comparison, the Mercedes-Benz seems 
to be welded to the earth. This is not 
accidental. Daimler-Benz, A.G., manufac- 
turers of the Mercedes, trace a lineage 
to the very genesis of the automobile in 
the late 19th Century and maintain a 
fierce ‘Teutonic pride in the excellence 
of their products. All of their automo- 
biles have a reputation for superior 
handling and the 450SE represents a 
pinnacle in terms of production-type 
four-door sedans. Utilizing independent 
suspension (where the Cadillac maintains 
the aged, solid-rear-axle configuration) 
d four-wheel disk brakes (the Caddy 
uses disks on the front wheels only), the 
450SE corners and stops with staggering 
alacrity. This baflles the Cadillac con- 
agent, causing it to grumble. Says one 
dealer, “I can't understand what they see 
in those goddamned, bumpy Mercedes, 
when you can buy one of our smooth, 
Coupe de Villes for little more 
than half the price. It makes you won- 
der what's happening to the world.” To 
be sure, the Mercedes-Benz ride, with 
its stiffer suspension components and 


its radial tires, has traded the Cadil- 
lacs silkiness for maneuverability and 
highspeed stability. “It’s a change in 
American automotive consciousness," says 
one expert. "The whole European con- 
cept of nimble, neatly sized vehicles 
began to enter our thinking when the 
first sports cars arrived here in quantity 
after World War Two. Slowly the idea 
of functional machines—machines that 
really worked, rather than represent some 
Babbittlike social aspirations—became 
important. People were willing to trade 
off all the size and marshmallow ride of 
the Cadillacs and Lincolns for taut func- 
tional machines like the Mercedes, Now 
it's ironic that the only people who are 
bitching about the harsh ride of the 450SE 
are the old big daddies and big mommas 
with the fattest asses. 

If the American big-car establishment 
is alarmed about the new cachet at- 
tached to the Mercedes-Benz 450SE and 
to the longer-wheelbase 450SEL, then oth- 
er cars of the same type are also causing 
serious rumbles in the market place. They 
are, in a sense, a generation of super- 
sedans that promise to significantly alter 
American car-buying habits and, 
hopefully, to upgrade the general auto- 
motive environment їп the United 
States. These supersedans include, in 
addition to the Mercedes, the Jaguar 
XJ6 and XJI?L, the BMW Bavaria 
and 3.0 S and the Citroen SM. АП are 
modestly sized, between 108 and 205 
indies in length; are relatively light, 
3300-4200 pounds: are intended to car- 
1y four or five people and luggage in high- 
speed luxury: and are laden with such 
mechanical exotica as overhead-camshaft 
engines, fuel injection, four-wheel disk 
brakes and complicated independent sus- 
pensions. They contain sophisticated 
power plants varying in configuration 
from Vés (Citroen) to straight 6s (BMW 
and XJ6) to V8s (Mercedes) to VI2s 
(XJI2L). each with rather modest dis- 
placement by domestic standards, ranging 
from 181 cubic inches (Citroén) to 326 
cubic inches (XJI2L). Each car carries 
a wallet-busting price tag. beginning at 
about $9800 for a sparsely equipped 
BMW Bavaria and spiraling upward to 
nearly §20,000 for a loaded Mercedes- 
Benz 450SEL (the L designating Long, 
which brings the customer a 3.9-inch- 
longer wheelbase for an extra $1600 be- 
yond the price of a basic 450SE). 

И Captain Nemo owned an 
bile, it would doubtlessly be the 
SM. Not only is it France's only home- 
bred luxury car (discounting its Italian- 
designed Maserati engine) but its level 
of mechanical zaniness would provide 
an irresistible attraction for the man 
who built and piloted the Nautilus. No 
other mass-produced automobile in the 
world is quite like the SM. Beneath 


its Flash Gordon bodywork lies some of 
the most exotic mechanical gadgetry to 
It is 


be found outside Cape Canavera 
front-wheel drive for openers, wi 
central hydraulic brain that operates in 
dividually controlled suspension units 
on all four wheels, the fully powered 
four-wheel disk brakes and the quickest 
power stecring in any passenger automo- 
bile. Available with either a five-speed 
manual gearbox or a three-speed awo- 
matic, the SM is one of the fastest, 
smoothest touring cars known to man. 
While it is the only machine of the 
group to have only two doors—techni- 
cally a coupe instead of а sedan—it func- 
tions so well as a transporter of four 
adults over long distances that it cannot 
be excluded. Any traveler on France's 
routes nationales, or four-lane auto 
routes, has become inured to being passed 
by SMs—hunkered down on their adjusta- 
ble suspensions as they whoosh past 
with the silent determination of a well- 
aimed arrow. 

I is difficult to fault the Citroën, 
even in the areas of air conditioning and 
stereo systems, where high-priced Euro- 
pean cars often appear rather primitiv 
If one is interested in 100-mph, land- 
borne transport lor four people in 
near-perlect comfort and stability, it has 
few serious rivals. But, sadly, the car is 
like the little girl with the curl in the 
middle of her forchcad. When it is bad, 
it is very, very bad. Overcomplication is 
the nemesis of the Citroën SM owner 
and the men he seeks to keep it running. 
It is well built and initial quality is high, 
but the general complication of every 
component can lead to steady irritations. 

The purchase of an SM in France, 
where the Citroén dealer network is 
widespread, would be a reasonable ui 
dertaking. There the car could be prop- 
erly maintained. But it is a different 
matter in the United States. Here the 
customer who has spent nearly $14,000 
for а new Citroën faces a genuine test of 
his sanity. This notwithstanding, the 
general uniqueness of the automobile, 
coupled with its overall engineering ex- 
cellence, has prompted over 1200 brave 
Americans to purchase SMs, But there is 
a strong possibility that the domestic 
market has seen the last of this incredi- 
ble automobile. Citroën has fought hard. 
for an exemption from the increasingly 
crackpot U. S. Government bumper stand. 
ards, which the company argues are 
applicable to price-conscious mass con 
sumers and not to discriminating pur- 
chasers of high-priced specialty vehicles, 
But the bureaucrats, in their fevered 
allegiance to Gresham's law, have re- 
fused to relent. Therefore, lowered pro- 
duction, caused by the relocation of 
Citroëns manufacturing facility їп 

(continued on page 222) 
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By Gene Gilder and 
Pel Brooks 


FREDDY FRANKENSTEIN, surgeon and 
not-very-swift grandson of VICTOR 
FRANKENSTEIN, is visiting his grand- 
father's castle for the first lime at 
the urging of family friend nenn 
FALKSYEIN. As his train pulls into 
the station, Freppy sings out the 
window. 

Feeppy: Pardon me. boy! Is this 
the Transylvania Station? 

nov: Ја, ja. Track twenty-nine. 

He walks off, then suddenly turns 
back. 

nov: Oh. Can I give you a shine? 


el Brooks’ Young 


scenes from the wild screenplay wherein grandson freddy revives the family ira 


FREDDY (stunned): Uh—no, thanks, 

FREDDY gels off the train. A crack 
of lightning illuminates a small, 
cloaked figure with large, strange 
eyes that look in different directions. 
After introducing himself (he insists 
his name is pronounced Fron-kon- 
steen), rugpov notices that the man 
is a hunchback. 

rreppy: You must be Igor. 

сок: No, it’s pronounced Aye- 
gor. ... My grandfather used to work 
for your grandfather. Herr Falkstein 
thought it might be ironically ap- 
propriate if 1 worked for you 

FREDDY: How nice. 

коң: Of course . . 
gone up. 

FREDDY: Of course, of course. I'm 
sure we'll get on splendidly. 


. the rates have 


Frankenstein 


nsplanl business 


In his uneasiness, ғнкрру slaps 
1сок on his hump. 

енеру: Oh, I'm sorry. You know, 
I dont mean to embarrass you in 
any way, but I'm a rather brilliant 
surgeon. Perhaps I can help you 
with that hump. 

Cor (coldly): What hump? 

FREDDY (trying to recover): Let's 
go! 

CUT TO somewhere near the sta 
lion. 1Gor and FREDDY approach а 
cart drawn by two horses. 

icon. (climbing into the driver's 
seat): I think you'll be more com- 
fortable in the rear. 

FREDDY climbs up on the spokes of 
onc wheel and throws his suitcase into 
the cart. (continued on page 314) 
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the dense fog, its tail wheel bouncing stiffly over 

the clumps of grass. The fog was so heavy it was 
almost palpable, moved in lethargic billows like slow- 
ly exhaled cigar smoke. The limp wind sock at mid- 
field was tattered, the high-identification orange color 
faded and streaked to a light pink. The fog seemed 
to muffle the buzz of the motor, cloaked everything, 
sound and substance alike, in a gray like dead teeth 
or wet concrete. 

Williams, the pilot, was mildly apprehensive, faint- 
ly tight through his chest. The plane was a Piper 
Super Cub: It had no artificial horizon or gyroscopic 
compass and this would be a full instrument take-off. 
They would lose all outside visual reference almost as 
soon as they started rolling. Williams reviewed again 
the compass heading he would hold after lift-off, the 
time he had before he would near the mountains and 
have to begin a turn if they had not broken out 
yet. The strip was in a valley bottom and in every 
direction were mountains. He knew there would be 
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no turbulence in the fog, or he would 
never be attempting this, but he did not 
know how deep the fog was, how long it 
would take to climb through it, and from 
his seat, behind the passenger, he could 
not see even the minimal instruments he 
had very clearly. ‘The propeller scooping 
ahead was almost like an egg beater biting 
into stale whipped arcam. He wished he 
had brought along gloves. The prop blast 
squirming through the imperfectly sealed 
door was already numbing his stick hand. 

In the front seat, Mondragon was 
toying with his shotgun, a fiveshot Win- 
chester automatic he had bought in San 
Antonio on his last wip to the United 
States. He was a young man, very rich, 
his looks marred by a certain weakness 
of mouth and thick glasses. He wore a 
smartly tailored buckskin jacket, 1000- 
peso riding boots from Jalisco, Неесе- 
lined gloves. He looked off to the side of 
the field, uying to penetrate the fog, see 
down into the hollow where the hacien- 
da was. He could hardly see the wind 
sock, which was only 55 yards away. 
What had seemed like a fine idea last 
night was becoming more foolish at each 
bounce. 

The plane wheeled abruptly and the 
motor roared as Williams ran a magneto 
and carburetor heat check. Mondragon 
twisted around to look at the pilot. 

"Everything is all right?” 

“What?” Williams, studying the ta- 
chometer and other engine instruments, 
pretended he could not hear above the 
noise. 

“We should wait, maybe.” Mondragon 
had been educated in the States, spoke 
good English. 

“No sweat 

“The fog. 

“No problem, I told you." 

“How do we return?” 

“What?” 

“The fog. How do we land?” 

"]t'll burn off. It's only ground fog.” 

“Sometimes it does not before noon.” 

“No sweat. We have three and a half 
hours’ fuel. We'll go over to Matchuala. 

Mondragon started to say, What if 
Matchuala has fog also» but checked 
himself, turned back to face the instru- 
ment panel, Either he must stop this, say 
he had changed his mind, wanted to 
wait until later, or else trust this man. 

But why should he trust him? He 
knew nothing of him, only that he was a 
gringo with an airplane, an aviator 
gypsy hopping around his country aim- 
lessly, perhaps a contrabandisia. He said 
he was a fumigador, a crop duster. He 
was not like most Americans here—not 
that many ever got to Mondragon's valley 
in the first place—not like the tourists, 
the hippies who came down in caravans 
of Volkswagen buses with paper flowers 
pasted all over them, some with the win- 
dows painted to look like stained glass, 
like a church, or the middle-class ones in 


156 their Pontiacs and Fords, models with 


air conditioning and automatic transmis- 
sions and bigger engines than you could 
buy in Mexico, in quest of Mexican food 
that tasted as if it were made by Mc- 
Donald's, bargain bracelets, picturesque 
hotels with the latest plumbing. Nor 
even like the few pilot tourists, whose 
planes cost many thousands of pesos, 
were covered with skin of aluminum 
rather than linen, were machines of ob- 
vious substance and luxury. 

He could say he remembered some- 
thing. some chore, some negocio that 
would not wait, and they would go this 
afternoon. He wondered briefly if his 
wife would think less of him but decided 
not. He could tell her the machine was 
clearly unsafe. He started to turn around 
again, but the engine roared more loud- 
ly even than before and they were roll- 
ing, the acceleration pressing him against 
the seat, the fog blurring past the wings, 
the wind sock rushing by the barrel of 
his Winchester, the tail rising, and he 
clutched at the overhead bracing, think- 
ing they were about to nose over. 

“Get your hand dow Williams 
shouted. The idiot was blocking his view 
of the turn-and-bank indicator. “Relax.” 

They were airborne, boring into the 
thick gray. Williams was concentrating 
on the turn and bank, holding the black 
ball dead center in its liquid-filled tube, 
keeping the needle absolutely vertical. 
All of his tension was gone now, trans- 
formed into a total and rapt attention 
He liked the difficult moments like these. 
This was like diving upward into tepid 
water. It was dead calm. The motor 
seemed to be running with perfect 
smoothness, the fog dampened the usual 
vibrations. Williams had a sensation of 
gentle swaying, as in a hammock. 

Most flying, after you had mastered 
the type of plane, was uneventful, not 
dull exactly, but not dissimilar from 
driving a car on a long, uncrowded free- 
way at far less than maximum perform- 
ance, a continuing series of minor 
adjustments and monitoring a set of in- 
struments. But there were two sorts of 
flying that were never even faintly taint- 
ed with routine, that remained, no mat- 
ter how many times he practiced them, as 
exciting and satisfying as anything he 
had found in life. Sometimes he tried to 
explain to people how they affected him, 
why he kept doing them, but he always 
had to fall back on cliché metaphors, 
sounding, to himself, like something out 
of a World War One adventure book. 

Serious instrument flying—and this 
particular take-off was serious enough 
because of the paucity of instruments in 
this particular airplane—was the most 
totally demanding activity he knew. You 
might spend hours in a state of utter con- 
centration. If things were really tight, if 
you encountered severe turbulence, as in 
the sometimes inevitable penetration of 
a thunderstorm, or the accumulation of 
ice, the simple mauer of controlling the 


aircraft became a task of paramount dif- 
бешу, but of course even then you al- 
ways had the other elements to contend 
with; the radio work, the voice of the 
controller intruding on your attention at 
the most crucial of times and the needles 
and gauges, the devices by which you 
maneuvered precisely along localizers 
and electronic radials and invisible vec- 
tors and the intangible іней plane of 
the glide slope. You could explain every 
thing that happened concisely enough in 
terms of air masses and moisture content 
and cloud types, Coriolis force and iso- 
bars, of radio signals and radar impulses. 
In fact, instrument flying was the most 
scientific of aeronautical undertakings, 
if you cared to think of it in theoretical 
terms, but to him it was always a game, 
played under an elaborate and demand- 
ing set of man-made rules, that challenged 
the fringes of the mysterious. 

‘The other sort of flying that captivat- 
ed him utterly, that he liked best of 
all, was agricultural flying. He had passed 
five seasons now on wheat and one with 
cotton, low work where you lived by the 
seat of your pants and the tips of your 
fingers, and neither the oily chemical 
smells nor the heat and bugs nor the 
succession of small towns had daunted 
his enthusiasm. He loved the planes, 
modified old biplanes and Pawnees and 
Agwagons and even the dangerous ill. 
suited Super Cubs and Champs that they 
started you on, and especially the big 
Snows and Calk and Grununans, nia- 
chines of the most modern manufacture 
that managed to embody the ethos of 
other times, that were graceful in the man- 
ner of a Da Vinci drawing rather than 
a McDonnell Douglas drawing board, 
that emanated octane and dope and 
leather and sweat instead of the kerosene 
reek of jet fuel. . . . Early morning on 
Midwestern strips of їшї or clay, the 
grass heavy with dew, ponderous down- 
swing of a blade on an R-1340 Prau & 
Whitney or a pilot-mechanic in bug- and 
grease-spattered surplus coveralls yelling 
“Brakes and switches” and propping a 
Stearman, Coughing catching grunts like 
some African Gargantua prodded from a 
sound sleep settling into the wonderful 
irregular earthshaking rumble of a big 
jal (in the profession, you called your 
self a round-engine man). The feeling of 
an open cockpit and the helmet snug 
against your temples and the music of the 
wind in the wires, skimming over the 
rows of wheat in the still cool morning 
trailing chemical mists, heading for the 
flagman at the end of the field on а course 
and altitude certain to decapitate him, at 
the last instant pulling up and up, feeling 
the gs press you into the seat and the 
speed playing off until the controls be- 
came mushy and you let her fall off on 
wing and back down toward the uprush- 
ing ground gathering speed and flattening 
out for the next run. 

(continued on page 238) 
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“Hold it! I'd like to indulge in a little plea bargaining!" 


IN. 1972, for only the third time in 
history, mankind discovered a new 
world. It happened first in 1492. 
"The impact of that discovery was 
immediate, its ultimate benefits in- 
calculable. It created a new civili- 
zation and геуіуібей an old one. The 
second date, not quite so famous, is 
1610. In the spring of that year, Gal- 
ileo turned his primitive “optic 
tube" toward the Moon and saw 
with his own eyes that Earth was not. 
unique. Floating out there a quarter 
of a million miles away was another 
world of mountains and valleys and 
great shining plains—empty, virgin- 
al—awaiting, like Michelangelo's 
Adam, the touch of life. And 362 
years later, life came, riding on a 
pillar of fire. 

With the end of the Apollo pro- 
gram, there will now be a short 
pause until much cheaper transpor- 
tation systems are developed. Then 
we will return and the history of 
the Moon will begin. But it may be 
quickly overshadowed by a greater 
drama, on a far more impressive 
stage. The third new world was not 
found by sailing ship nor by tele- 
scope; yet, like the two earlier dis- 
coveries, it was a shocking surprise 
that resulted in the overthrow of 
long-cherished beliefs. No one knew 
that such a place existed, and when 
the evidence started to accumulate, 
early in 1972, many scientists were 
literally unable to believe their eyes. 

This new world has nearly twice 
the diameter of the Moon and is al- 
most four times as large as both 
Americas. And it has the most spec- 
tacular scenery yet discovered any- 
where in the Universe. Think of the 
Grand Canyon, the greatest natural 
wonder of the United States. Then 
quadruple its depth and multiply its 
width five times, to an incredible 75 
miles. Finally, imagine it spanning 
the whole continent, from Los An- 
geles to New York. Such is the scale 
of the canyon that is carved along 
its equator. 

Yet even this is not the planet's 
most awesome feature, for it is dom- 
inated by volcanoes that dwarf any 
on Earth. The mightiest, which has 
been christened Nix Olympica— 


“The Snows of Olympus"—is almost 
three times the height of Everest and 
more than 300 miles across. The 
volcanoes are slumbering now, but 
not long ago, they were blasting into 
the thin atmosphere all the chemi- 
cals of life. Including water: There 
are dried-up river beds that give 
clear indication of recent flash 
floods—the first evidence ever found 
for running water outside our 
Earth. It even appears that this may 
be a young world, geologically 
speaking; if life has not already 
begun there, that will be yet an- 
other surprise. 

By now, you may have guessed 
the identity of this new world. It is 
Mars—the real Mars, not the imagi- 
nary one in which we believed until 
Mariner 9 swept aside the illusions 
of decades. It will be years before we 
absorb all the lessons of this, the 
most successful robot space mission 
ever flown; but already it seems that 
Mars, not the Moon, will be our 
main order of extraterrestrial busi- 
ness in die century to come. 

‘This news may be received with 
less than enthusiasm at the very mo- 
ment when NASA's budget is being 
cut to the bone and voices every- 
where are calling for an attack on 
the evils and injustices of our own 
world. But Columbus did more for 
Europe by sailing westward than 
whole generations of men who 
stayed behind. True, we must re- 
build our cities and our societies 
and bind up the wounds we have in- 
flicted upon Mother Earth. But to 
do this, we will need all the mar- 
velous new tools of space—the 
weather and communications and 
resources satellites that are about to 
transform the economy of mankind. 
Even with their aid, it will be a 
dificult and often discouraging 
task, with little glamor to fire the 
imagination. 

Yet "Where there is по vision, 
the people perish." Men need the 
mystery and romance of new hori- 
zons almost as badly as they need 
food and shelter. In the difficult 
years ahead, we should remem- 
ber that the Snows of Olympus 
lie silent beneath the stars, 
waiting for our grandchildren. 


it is incomparably 
grand, a place 
Sar beyond anything 
Science fiction ever showed us 


| 
OLYMPUS 


By ARTHUR С. CLARKE 
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BIG BUNNY 
FOR THE 
BIG BUNNY 


playmate janice raymond, a stellar 
attraction of the los angeles hutch, 
is eager to become a jet bunny; at 
5' 105 she's used to heights 


JANICE RAYMOND is going places. We 
mean that both literally and figuratively, 
since she’s been accepted as a Jet Bunny 
on the Big Bunny, Hugh M. Hefner's 
customized DC-9—the world's most opu 
lent private plane—and, at presstime, 

ut to begin training for her new 
job. Being a Jet Bunny will give Janice 
a break from her regular duties at the Los 
Angeles Playboy Club. She's been a Bunny 
for just over a year, and though she works 
only several evenings a weck serving 
cocktails and food to keyholders, she finds 
it "hard work." That's partly because the 
statuesque 23-year-old has to fend off end 
less questions about her size: “Every single 
night, somebody will say, "Can I ask you 
a personal question?’ And I just say, ‘I'm 
five, ten—flat-footed.’ Am I uptight about 
being tall? Well, I used to be, in high 


school—but not now." Janice had no 
hesitation about becoming a Bunny; she 
had been driving a minibus at L.A.'s In- 
ternational Airport, taking customers to 


"| never know what to say about myself,” 
states Miss December. No need for Jonice to 
worry; she’s obviously never at a loss for looks. 


“1 expect to get married someday, but far now I'm just dating different guys. 
1 haven't faund Mr. Right yet—or he hasn't found me.” 


their rentacars. "Pr was 40 hours а 


we 1 F just drove in circles all da 
But rentaecars arc а thing of ihe past for 
Janice and she revels im the California 


lifestyle. [t's about a 20-minute drive from 
the L.A. Club to the Playa del Rey apart- 
ment Janice shares with a girlfriend. On 
rainy days, she may busy herself about 
the pad. but if the sun's out. Janice—who 
majored ion at Long 
Beach State—is more likely to be found 
waterskiing or riding a bike around the 
beach. Or at a car гасе, such as the Riv- 
erside Grand Prix or the i 

She's been watching the cus all her life, 
ince her father—who moved the family 
to the States from their mative England 
when Janice was about two—was a me- 
chanic for Stirling Mos. Phil Hill and 
other auto-racing stars. Janice still 
relatives in Britain: carlicr this year, she 
spent a month with her aunt and uncle in 
Lancashire. “The countryside was gor 
geous.” she reports. "The people were 
more down-to-earth than they are їп Los 
Angeles, and life was generally slower, It 
was really good. in a way. But. to tell the 
auth. Fd rather way in Californias as 
Tar as I'm concerned. this is utopia." Look- 
ing at Janice, we'd be inclined 10 agree. 


Opposite bottom: Bunny Janice table-hops ot 
the Los Angeles Playboy Club. On another 
shift (below), she takes a snack break in the 
kitchen. Keyholders will see less of her after 
she ends Jet Bunny training ond ioins the crew 
of Hugh Hefner's customized DC-9 (right). 


AIEFOLD PrOTOGRAPHY BY LARRY DALE GORDON 


А DECEMBER. 


Jonice—who once thought of becoming a stewardess but never dreamed she would do it this woy—checks out the Big Bunny's many- 
splendored control panel, chitchots with her future colleagues, then tries out the cirborne edition of Hugh Hefner's famed circular bed. 


PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES 


While the old grad was visiting his son in a 
newly mixed residence hall, the lad regaled hin 
with graphic stories about a celebrated campus 


мий who happened to occupy the adjoinin 
тооп 


The father kept shaking his head in 
ng disbelief, until small sounds making 
ir way through the wall built up into a 
series of intense female moans. "By God. 
you're right" exclaimed the father. "That 
fellow must really have put it to some girl!” 

No. no, Dad," said the son, "at this point he's 
just showing it to her." 


David of the Bible is beginning to emerge in a 
new light. One of our researchers has pointed 
out that he was a young man who used leather 
10 get his rocks oll. 


ving completed his examination, the 
gynecologist said, “I'm sorry, miss, but removal 
Of that vibrator is going to involve а very deli- 
cate operation.” 

“I'm not sure I can afford it, Doc." sighed 
Why don't you simply replace the 


Our t 


flier as a 
of a 707. 
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nes Ле: 
in ihe john 


in the wee, small hours that a fellow. 
who was sleeping overnight with his girl began 
to make strange noises. When she woke him, 
he explained in a sh e that he had 
bee ng he w ngling over the edge 
of a precipice, his fingers desperately entwined 
in a bush he had grabbed lor support. "You're 
sale, so relax." whispered the girl. 

“ГИ be all right now,” muttered the ma 
‘ou go back to sleep. di 

7T will," said the girl 
the bush 


ar. 
if you'll just let go of 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines daisy chain 
as coming full circle. 


A quiet young head known as Clark 
Liked tripping at home in the dark: 
But his Christmas went bad 

When they raided his pad— 

wasa visit from good old Saint Nave. 


Perhaps you've heard about the noctoo-bright 
mother of 12 who was called upon to use her 
diaphragm so often that she kept it tacked u 
the headboard of her bed. 


An account executive entertained some clients 
at a swank night club. When the check arrived, 
he whipped out his wallet, but then did a 
double rake and called the waiter, “Look.” he 
ssment, “I find Гуе got 
the check, but 


rieving the check. “ГИ just add 
ain.” 


up this thing a 


The meticulous technician of 


fell in love and married right middle of 
the se Hey. coach, of his play 
crs when he returned a few days later, “how 


was the honeymoon? 
1 don't know yet, 
1 he filins," 


was the reply, "I haven't 
se 


Аиа then there was the female activist who 
went berserk during a demonstration and at- 
tacked a karate-trained cop with а deadly wi 
on, She ended up a chopped libber. 


ineer concerned about. contin 
masturbation by his [9-year-old son insisted that 
the latter marry. So the bey picked himself the 
most auractive girl in the vicinity. A short time 
later, the father surprised the youth їп the 
woods, jacking off. “Goddamn, son,” he shouted, 
1 thought this here Doc ss would stop. now 


ol arm gits so 
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Just betore Cinderella left the house. her fairy 
godmother warned. “Child, you must be home 
the ball by midnigh your Ше pussy 
will turn into a pumpkin.” Cinderella nodded 
brightly and wipped away . . , bur it wasn't 
ишш three o'clock in Ше morni that she 
returned, humming happil 
“Whatever did Prince Charming do.” cried 
the dairy godmother, “when your little pussy 
turned into a pump! 
1 didn't so ош w 
smiled Cinderella demurely 
Peter Pumpkin Е a 


ng." 
h Pete 


Heard a funny one lately? Send it on а post- 
tard, please, to Party Jokes Editor, vtvuov, 
Playboy Bldg., 919 N. Michigan Aue, Chicago, 
11. 60611. $50 will be paid to the contributor 
whose card is selected. Jokes annot be returned. 


! And can it be 


“Aunt Betsy! Uncle Dick 


.. little Nell?" 


after all these years 
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GETTING OFF 


the road to sexual wisdom is long and, as they say, hard 
article By LARRY L. KING Ir BEGAN in innocence and 


guilt, in wonder and in secret fumblings. We fumbled first with our- 
selves, taking surreptitious inventory of that fascinating private stock 
stashed in the slightly damp and sour cellars of our underwear. There 
was much to explore, more hinted mysteries than seemed containable 
in such a pink, hairless, unfulfilled nub. One knew, of course, its bath- 
room duties—but nothing more. Somchow, it gave the impression of not 
delivering the full promise of its design. 

And though it was our own, a part of our equipment the same as 
‘our ears or toes or floating rubber Donald Duck, adults—those compul- 
sive policemen of many strange laws—seemed determined that we should 
not enjoy it. Mothers shouted that we should cease floating or sinking 
our little dinky-johns (or weenies or nubbins or puddins or dealies) in the 
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bath; when it filled from our bladders or 
its maiden rubbings and we ran co reveal 
this new accomplishment in prideful 
wonder, people shushed or scolded, even 
if they sometimes hid a bootleg smile. One 
learned that neyer was it to be aired in 
the presence of strangers—particularly 
little girls—or, even, alluded to in family 
circles except as it required washing, 
soothing powders or emptying. Apparent- 
ly it was a joint of much bad character, a 
secret to be kept, a worthless appendage 
making mothers so nervous they gave it 
disarming nursery-rhyme names. Perhaps 
its prime value was that little girls 
couldn't duplicate it. When we gathered 
in dark corners free of patrolling adults, 
for our communal comparisons, little girls 
had no more to offer than big round un- 
believing eyes. 

As it grew with us, knowing strange 
stirrings and itches requiring new atten- 
tions, so did its reputation for trouble. 
Its manipulations, carried to the ex- 
treme, were said to grow hair in the 
palms or to foster blindness, pimples 
and insanity. Almost all small towns pro- 
vided one decadent human pool-hall 
example to serve fathers haltingly warn- 
ing their sons of pud pullings, coupling 
seases or poison whiskeys. The more 
us soldiers of the pecker patrol assured 
chronic masturbators of roasting venge- 
ances posthumously awarded in hell 
When feverish prayers and fear of hairy 
palms failed, we found strength in num- 
bers by whacking off down at the old 
swimming hole, in Billy Clyde's tree 
house or in Alvin's cellar. Soon we 
achieved the end result of brief prickly 
joyous shudders followed by a quick 
drowsiness, even if—unlike The Big Boys 
who spit between their teeth, mocked our 
poor pale crops of pubic fuzz and tanta- 
lized us with their endless jokes pairing 
countless traveling salesmen with endless- 
ly willing farmers daughters—we could 
not yet bring forth magic fountains of 
sticky milky fluids. Our day, pardon the 
expression, would come. 


And lo! With the green blossomings of 
the teenage years, new villains walked in 
the land. Our fevered personal embar- 
rassments were not so much at fault — 
new lore taught—as those dark caves of 
hair and heat indigenous to girls; those 
slippery pits and tender traps in wrap- 
pings of cotton or silk. Football coaches 
in the desert Texas of the Forties warned 
against the sapping qualities of cig 
агецез, carbonated drinks and crotches. 
These would rob а boy of energies 
vital to the team, to keeping one’s head in 
the game, and would threaten honors to 
school and town. Our parsons, persistent 
onenote trumpets of doom, provided 
the example of Eve's beguiling apple 
gained through conspiracies with vipers: 
the loose wives of Potiphar and Lot; 


176 temptress Bathsheba and that husy 


prophetess of seduction, Jezebel 
bent Biblical daughters, mothers, aunts; 
hotlipped witches of Sodom: harlots of 
Gomorrah, Ball crackers, all. Puredee ole 
cunts! These were advertised as willing 
agents of disease, defeat, disgrace; as pe- 
riodic pourers of fouled blood, unclean, 
inferior products of Adam's rib. Years 
later, the Army would show us “training 
films" starring a clean-cut young GI who, 
beguiled by a Devil's missionary in short 
skirts, taxed his brief pleasure with a 
lifelong near-terminal casc of root rot. 

Our teachers taught us nothing at all, 
save those scandals and punishments 
accruing to sophomores discovered in 
possession of outlaw comic books rude- 
ly depicting Maggie doing interesting 
things to Jiggs, or Dagwood looking on 
while Mr. Dithers found joy in Blondie’s 
varied hospitalities. When Jane Russell 
exhibited her twin assets in The Oul- 
law at a controversial midnight pre- 
view reserved for local young hotbloods, 
our police force patrolled our hot yowl- 
ings with their holsters unsnapped. Skit- 
tish parents roamed the Yucca Theater's 
gloom, seeking to rescue their fallen 
daughters while pretending not to discov- 
er their sons. Preachers assumed right- 
cous sputtering poses near the ticket 
booth, intimidating Vacation Bible 
School's backsliders. One might have 
thought Jane had come personally to 
town, a mattress strapped to her back 
and indescribably rotten-crotched, offer- 
ing special schoolboy prices. 

"Though pussy obviously ranked with 
hemlock among top poisons, we clung to 
guilty stubborn compulsions to sample 
the cup. If more of us smoked or boozed 
than screwed, well, then, it was only be- 
cause of uneven opportunities. Reared 
on tales of bountiful carnal crops har- 
vested by The Big Boys, we privately 
wondered at sudden famines and [allow 
fields. Even our contemporaries aston- 
ished with their boasts of conquests 
among bobbysoxers formerly suspected 
of awarding no more than cold stares or 
Cool smiles. It being axiomatic that 
Good Girls did not screw (there being 
no pleasure in animal ruttings for fe 
males of high quality or pedigree), a 
few random-chosen belles starred in our 
lockerroom fantasies. Though usually 
nominated from a low-rent family, a girl 
might otherwise qualify for infamy by 
growing an exceptional bust or appear 
ing unconventional in dress or rouge. 
Should Bill or Joe or Bob report hav- 
ing made it with Daphne or Mary 
Lou, then Bruce and Frank and Larry 
soon would top all prior gamy recita 
tions reserved to the privacy of the foot- 
ball squad. Once chosen, even if owning 
the toughest hymen in Texas, no girl 
might decline to serve our slanderous 
boastings and studied public insults: No 
matter that we got little more than I sus 
pect of Richard Nixon. Probably our 
cruel lias mortar shaped high school 


dropouts, early suicides and lesbians; on 
rare occasions, а tormented Daphne or 
Mary Lou might be driven to the desper 
ation of hostessing a gang bang, as if to 
fulfill some dark obligatory community 
prophecy. 

In truth (and. unknowingly, fol- 
lowing a great American tradition). 
most of us shed our cherries in the squal- 
id bins and hutches of disinterested 
whores. We roved in midnight packs 
among those nooky salespersons populat- 
ing the кч old Crawford Hotel— 


wise, half e against req 
to perform and halt Tearful that we 
might not be—or we made dizzy beery 
ugly-American assaults on Mexico's cheap- 
er border-city bordellos. And though 
we locked the frightful knowledge deep 
within ourselves, I suspect that а 
high percentage found those initial coup- 
lings not nearly so satisfying as dirty 
stories and underground fuck books had 
promised. 

Probably my own earliest threshings 
were not atypical. The original working 
lady was awaited in a scummy motel: 
We called them tourist courts in that an- 
cient summer that would be F.D.R.'s 
last. Flashes of that old movie continue 
to screen themselves on the brain. ENTER 
the 15-year-old boy, hard-peckered and 
cotton-mouthed, groping overhead [от a 
rough twine string activating a naked 
yellow light bulb. FLASH то the obscenely 
glinting cover of a mocking worn Gid- 
con Bible on a night table hard by the 
lumpy, menacing green-brass bed. сит то 
close-up of The Kid, involuntarily suck 
ing in breath at heaven's last ostentatious 
warning while mumbling incoherent 
prayers of forgiveness to God and Home. 
‘Then the clickety-clack of spiked heels 
punishing a wooden walk, that first false 
bright smile of commerce, the karate 
chop to the psyche when one realized 
that one's partner in paradise was old 
enough to be . . . oh, God, yes! Mother! 
‘Then a timeless blur: money exchanged; 
practiced washings of the soon-to-be- 
dipped wick ("Hummmm, honey, that's 
a big one": kindly moldy lie courtesy of 
wily management); a daze of inexpert 
punchings and joustings; breathy exhorta- 
tions in the ear recommending haste to 
avoid waste, “Come, kid, come! Git it 
while it's hot.” Panicky thoughts of fail- 
ure crackled and fried in the brain: the 
sudden desperate certainty that one 
would fire a blank. Why, there's nothing 
much to it. It's awkward. Strained. A 
gyp! Not at all what—gasp! Ah! Zoom! 
Surprise! Sull, it had resembled a 
wrestling match of pigs in armor more 
than legend, Hollywood or The Big 
Boys had hinted, its ecstasy quotient 
measured near to nil She gave an 
abrupt practiced buck and roll: blue- 
ribbon rodeo stock unseating a junior 
cowboy. Abandoned, unhorsed, The Kid 

(continued on page 182) 
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light-makes-right resortwear 
Jor that upcoming change of scenery 


attire By ROBERT L. GREEN 


Our models arrive at ће studio—ossignment: showing off 
some vocotionweor—ond the girls decide thot a little prephoto 
primping is the order of the doy. The guys toke the time to 
relox and do what most male models do when there are greot- 
locking holf-nude girls oround—get ready for the shooting. 
Of course, you're looking ot whot the guys hove on, aren't you? 
From the left, o Punjobe pullover, by Alexonder Shields, $65; 
o satin bikini, by Gil Cohen for Boulet, $5, worn with o 
crossover-necked pullover sweater, by Meledandri, $75; ond 
о pullovershirt suit with a drawstring woist, by Robert Truth, 
$41, accented with a silk scarf, Бу Hondcroft, $12.50. 
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And now, from whatever tropical paradise you 
core to imagine: а cotton knit pullover with 
diagonal stripes, by Peter Barton’s Closet, $25, and 
а pair of polyester/catton shorts, by Sero, $16.50. 


That's a Mexican pullover of natural cotton, complete 
with wrap belt, by Sal Cescroni for Country Britches, 
$45, worn with faded denims that feature contrast- 
stitch trim and flared legs, from Trousers by Barry, $35. 


awaited bells and gongs and blinding 
sunrises lighting the soul. Over the 
sounds of running water, he heard her 
mating call: “Better wash your ass and git 
outa here, kid. I got another trick due in 
five minutes...” 

‘That sense of being cheated or flim- 
amed, of screwing's being unfairly 

dvertised, would persist. Victims, we se- 
cretly assumed the worst possible con- 
tributing inadequacies. We reverted to 
frustrated hand-reared boys, whacking 
off until our poor members reddened, 
grew sore and blistered: remembering 
Betty Grable's legs, Jane Russell's sinful 
boobs, any ber of undelivered cellu- 
promises. "Poontang. now, it just 
n't as good as it's supposed to be," one 
football stalwart blurted on a stag beer 
ion to the sand hills. We greeted 
this unwelcome affirmation. with sullen 
mumbles d shufllings: What worth 
was Eden if even its sweetest forbidden 
fruits proved tainted or juiceless? The 
wuthful young heretic, beer-cyed and 
reckless, missed our mood: “I'd ruther 
jack off. Sure ‘nuff, now. Jacking ой 
just better." We shouted outraged oaths, 
howled how nooky made our worlds go 
1, accused our adversary of coward- 
aggotry, small balls. We extracted 
surprised hide the pains and as- 
is of all those semijoyless squeaky 
ags in the beds of bored mer- 
who had mocked us with their 
wise old eyes. 

For, in fact, we dealt in cash transac- 
tions. Some few envied couples, pinned 
or going steady, regularly made it, sure. 
Statistical freaks. Forget, however, our 
schoolboy dreams of Rushing coveys of 
nubile nymphomaniacs whose fathers 
owned liquor stores. Our high school 
vamps adhered to the sermons of home 
and pulpit: kissed with pinched lips, 
jumped as if they'd secn a snake should 
naked hand touch naked knee, knew 
more impenetrable defenses chan the old 
Chicago Bears of Bulldog Turner, Cop- 
ping a feel of bare tit while parked on 
some rural lane constituted a hot night, 
deed; should one be so fortunate as to 
ngage in а game charmingly designated 
as stinkfinger, one might dine out on the 
story for weeks. “Smell my new girl- 
friend," we'd say, thrusting a finger 
under a buddy's nose during postwork- 
out showers. 

Mexico's whores awarded our first 
gifts of sexual tenderness, inspiring feet- 

g thoughts of Devil Woman as other 
than a cold-fish pro or one ef those 


PLAYBOY 


excu 


bobbysoxed iron s sponsoring 
our balcony seat defeats and rumbleseat 
losses. Young and sweetfaced, they 


puzzled and conquered with a shy kind- 
ness not native to the American skin 
trade. In the soft night breezes of border- 
city Boys Towns, one could momen 
182 tarily imagine fuckings near to love. In 
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candlelighted beds, under crucifixes of 
wood or plaster stoicsuffering pierced 
Jesuses, we knew our first cool, liquid, 
soothing marijuana highs and dim, wou 
drous, dizzy undulations of yielding flesh, 
and we bent—in salute and gratirude— 
to our initial, shamed, unmentionable 
acts of cunnilingus. 

Later, spent and shamed and shaken, 
fearful that others might suspect soften 
ings of our heart or pussy on our breath, 
we regrouped in designated cantinas to 
cool ourselves with Carta Blanca beers 
and thunderous boasts of recent con- 
quering brutalities. 

“Find ‘em, fuck ‘em and forget "cm." 

"Damn right. Buncha greasy pepper- 
bellied Meskin bitches. 1 bet ain't а man 
here didn't catch clap." 

“Най [ar, Joe Bob, I wouldn't a 
frigged that scabby rag mop of yours 
with your dick!" 

“Bite my ass, Bert. Only thang kept 
your gal from being judged a sow was 
her not having cnough tits." 

Balls affirmed, sir: AU present and ac- 
counted for. ... Very well, Sergeant. Tell 
the troops to stand at ease. 


We grew up; the military, minor col- 
leges or low commerce claimed us. Oc- 
casionally reunited, we relived old 
whorehouse invasions and boasted of 
new conquests, chuckling over how all 
the "free" nooky of a larger world drove 
us toward bankruptcy. Prices of court- 
ship were higher, it seemed, at Texas 
Tech or Fort Dix or in Dallas. So were 
hazards: Those who had fatally suc- 
cumbed to the charms of sophomore 
coeds, telephone operators or brides with 
Yankee accents were spoken of with 
hushed regrets; we figuratively dashed 
their goblets against the wall. Perhaps 
Our secret parts envied them their con- 
clusions to the chase. 

In New York City, it astonishingly de- 
veloped, young soldiers need not always 
pay for sex outright. Costs might include 
drinks at some pickup bar, certainly; 
even dinner and а hotel room. 5ЧИ, ro- 
mantic mystery lurked in never knowing 
how high the tab might be or what un- 
accustomed risks or commitments might 
be required. A girl foolish enough to 
give it away seemed a potential source 
Of endless profit. Not good enough to 
marry; no, nothing you'd drag home to 
Momma. Even зо, such partners were less 
likely to buck one off in midstream or 
insist that the room be vacated for other 
appointments. One might even talk to 
her, almost as candidly as with The 
Guys, exchanging highly dramatized life 
stories and impossible dreams. Or be 
able to follow the plots of movies with- 
‘out fretting over the prospects for later 
achieving bare tit: maybe, even, imagine 
in the sheet tangles faint cchocs of long- 
promised bells, gongs, harps. 


Most of our consors were, in fact, 
semipros who regularly haunted the 
same poor Manhattan or Queens water 
ing holes. Once Corporal Shenesky had 
fully explored the possibilities of one or 
another maiden, only to find her want 
jg. then likely Sergeant Clark or 
per would succeed 
him. A chart depicting the various link 
ages might soon take on the appearance 
of a spider web. To succeed one’s com- 
rades in the affections of a well-traveled 
lady was to become fair game for rough 
barracks treatment: 

"Hey, Garrett, 1 hear you been ea 
where 1 won't fuck.” 

“Piss on your wrist, Carter: I hear you 
ldn't get it up.” 

"I could until a certain bitch bit it 
Sure hope you been va 
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mer squalls. To our occasional amu 
һоггог, some newcomer to our ranks 
might actually marry one of the more ac- 
commodating lovelies. There were med 
ods, few going unused, for instructing 
such foolish grooms as (o exactly what 
damaged goods they had received. The 
wonder is that someone wasn't killed. 

Homosexuals. Yes, they lived in the 
flesh as well as in remembered lithpy 
jokes. Back home, we had labeled cert: 
“sissies” as fags. boys not manly enough 
for football, ultraSkinnies or Fats who 
wore eyeglasses and perhaps appeared too 
regularly on the honor roll. And while 
we teased them for skin4dlute musi 
probably we doubted dh 
tions, In New York, however, we discov- 
ered the real Miss Mc We preyed 
shamelessly on their Forties closet needs 
and guilts. No gay lib movements then 
provided unity or respectal 
thoughts ran that “queers” or “fairies 
might be possessed of civil rights, No, 
such despised perverts were lower, even, 
than bitches in heat or common niggers. 
Our coaches and bosses had called us to 
account for unmanly executions: 

"King, you're blocking like a tired ole 
fag. I'd sure hate to drop the soap in the 
shower with you, boy.” 
If you boys can’t pissant more pipeline 
than that, maybe you better bring your 
purses tomorrow.” 

And back in that foggy old twilight 
of postpuberty, lashings and stormings 
were more severe, should one be caught 
experimenting with cousins of the same 
sex, than were reserved for our discov- 
ered fumbling ignorant misadventures 
with liule girls. If one was required to 
prove his balls by showing а callous bru 
tality toward women, then a special ter- 
ror must be extracted from homosexuals, 

Headquarters Company preferred Dud- 
ley. a G0ish old supernance who wore 
Pan-Cake make-up and might be found 
almost any haunted evening secking 
young flesh from his Village outpost in 

(continued on page 228) 


Four-thirty in Cozumel now; dawn is 
coming up on these gentle white benches 
looking west at the Yucatán. Channel. 
Thirty yards from my patio here at Ca- 
bañas del Caribe, the surf is rolling up, 
very softly, on the beach out there in the 
darkness beyond the palm trees. 
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article By Hamer Thompson 


Many vicious mosquitoes and sand fleas 
out here tonight. There are 60 units in 
this rambling beach-front hotel, but my 
room—number 129—is the only one full 
of light and music and movement. 


rk eunt 


1 have both my doors and all four win- 
dows propped open—a huge bright mag- 


net for every bug on the island... . But 
I am not being bitten. Every inch of 
my body—from the soles of my bleed- 
ing bandaged feet to the top of my 
sun-scorched head—is covered with 6-12 


there's this fishing tournament they have down in mexico, great stuff, really—but first let me tell you about some really dynamite acid 


MLUSTRATION BY PAUL LAMANTIA 
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Insect Repellent, a cheap foul-smelling 
oil with no redeeming social or aesthetic 
characteristics except that it works. 

These goddamn bugs are all around— 
settling on the notebook, my wrists, my 
arms, circling the rim of my tall glass of 
Bacardi Afiejo and ice . . _ but no bites. 
It has taken about six days to solve this 
hellish bug problem . . . which is excel- 
lent news on one level, but, as always, 
the solution to one problem just peels 
back another layer and exposes some 
new and more sensitive area. 

At this stage of the gig, things like mos- 
quitoes and sand fleas are the least of 
our worries . . . because in about two 
hours and 22 minutes I have to get out 
of this hotel without paying an unnatu- 
rally masstve bill, drive about three miles 
down the coast in a rented VW Safari 
that can't be paid for, either, and which 
may not even make it into town, due to 
serious mechanical problems—and then 
get ту technical advisor Yail Bloor out 
of the Mesón San Miguel without paying 
his bill, cither, and then drive us both 
out to the airport in that goddamn junk 
Safari to catch the 7:50 Aeromexico 
flight to Mérida and Monterrey, where 
well change planes for San Antonio 
and Denver. 

So we are looking at a very heavy 
day . . . 2000 miles between here and 
home, no cash at all, ten brutally expen- 
sive days in three hotels on the Striker Alu- 
minum Yachts credit tab, which just got 
jerhed out from under us when the local 
PR team decided we were acting too 
weird to be what we claim to be—and 
so now we are doun to about $44 exira 
between us—with my bill at the Cabañas 
hovering around $650 and Bloor’s at the 
San Miguel not much less—plus 11 days 
for that wretched car from the local Avis 
dealer who already hit me for $40 cash 
for a broken windshield, and God only 
knows how much he'll demand when he 
sees what condition hts car is in пош... 
plus about $400 worth of black coral thai 
we ordered up from Chino: double- 
thumbed fist, coke spoons, sharks teeth, 
etc. . . . and that $120 18-kt-gold chain 
at the market . . . also Sandy's black-coral 
necklace. We will need all available cash 
for the black-coral deal—so things like 
hotel bills and car rentals will have to be 
put off and paid by check, if anybody will 
take опе. . . or charged to Striker Alumi- 
num Yachts, which got me into this god- 
damn twisted scene tn the first place. But 
the Striker people are no longer with u 
extreme out-front hostility. Bruce, Joyce- 
even the bogus lecher Eduardo. How did 
we blow the image? 

“Dear Mr. Thompson. . . . Here's some 
background information on the Cozumel 
cruise and international fishing tourna 
ment. . . . Regarding the cruise schedule, 
about 14 Strikers will leave Fort Lauder- 
dale on April 23, arriving in Key West 


184 that night, leaving Key West midday on 


the 25th, to assure skirting the Cuban 
coast in the daytime, and arriving in Co- 
zumel midafternoon on the 27th or 28th. 
In addition to the proven sailfishing, 
there will be a Marlin Only Day on Satur- 
day May sixth, in the initial attempt on 
any volume basis to determine how good 
the blue-marlin fishing is. . . . Each night 
during the tournament, there are cock- 
tail parties with over 250 people attend- 
ing. mariachi and island music, etc. 
We are happy you can make the (гір... . 
Flights leave Miami daily for Cozumel at 
2:45 р.м. You will need a Mexican tour- 
ist card, which you can pick up at the 
Mexican Tourism Department, 100 Bis- 
cayne Boulevard, Room 612, Miami. 
There are no shots required. 

Sincerely, 

Terence J. Byrne 

Public Relations Representative 

Striker Aluminum Yachts 

Fort Lauderdale, Florida” 

Indeed . . . no shots: just a tourist card, 
plenty of Coppertone, a new pair of 
"Topsiders and a fine gringo smile for 
the customs officers. The letter called 
up visions of heavy sport on the high 
seas, mano a mano with giant sailfish and 
world-record marlin. . . . Reeling the bas 
tards in, fighting off sharks with big 
gaffs, strapped into a soft white-Nauga- 
hyde fighting chair in the cockpit of a 
big power cruiser . . . then back to the 
harbor at dusk for a brace of gin and 
tonics, tall drinks in the sunset, lounging 
around in cool deck ch while the crew 
chops up bait and a strolling mariachi 
band roams on the pier, wailing mourn- 
ful Olmec love songs. . . . 

АҺ, yes, I was definitely ready for it 
Sixteen months of straight politics had 
left me reeling around on the brink of a 
nervous breakdown. I needed a change, 
something totally different from my nor- 
mal line of work. Covering politics is a 
vicious, health-ripping ordeal that often 
requires eight or nine shots at once— 
twice or three times a week in the peak 
season—so this unexpected assignment to 
"cover" a deep-sea-fishing tournament off 
the Yucatán coast of Mexico was a wel- 
come relief from the horrors of the cam- 
paign trail in 1972. 

Right. Things would be different now: 
hot sun, sale air, early to bed and early to 
rise. . . . This one had all the signs of a 
high-style bag job: Fly off to the Carib- 
bean as a guest of the idle rich, hang 
around on their boats for a week ог so, 
then crank out a left-handed story to 
cover expenses and pay for a new motor- 
cycle back in the Rockies. The story itself 
was a bit on the hazy side, but the editor 
at PLAYBOY said not to worry. Almost 
everybody unfortunate enough to have 
had any dealings with me since the cam- 
paign ended seemed convinced that 1 was 
in serious need of a vacation—a cooling- 
out period, a chance to back off—and this 
fishing tournament in Cozumel looked 
just about perfect. It would pry my head 


out of politics, they said, and force me 
off in a new direction—out of the valley 
of death and back toward the land of the 
living. 


There was, however, a kink: I had just 
come back from "vacation." Jt was the 
first one I'd ever attempted, or at least 
the first one I'd tried since I was fired 
from my last regular job on Christmas 
Day in 1958, when the production man- 
ager at Time magazine ripped up my 
punch card іп a stuttering rage and told 
me to get the fuck out of the building. 
Since then I had been unemployed—in 
the formal sense of that word—and when 
you've been out of work for 14 years, it's 
almost impossible to relate to a word like 
vacation. 

So 1 was extremely nervous when cir- 
cumstances compelled me, in the late 
winter of "72. to fly to Cozumel with my 
wife, Sandy, in order to do nothing at all. 

Three days later 1 ran ont of air in a 
rip tide, 90 feet down on Palancar Reef, 
and I came so close to drowning that they 
said, later, I was lucky to get off with a 
serious case of the bends. The nearest de- 
compression chamber was in Miami, so 
they chartered a plane and flew me there 
that same night. 

I spent the next 19 days in а pressur- 
ized sphere somewhere in downtown 
Miami, and when I finally came out, the 
bill was $3000. My wife finally located 
my attorney in a drug commune on the 
vurkins of Mazalan. He flew immedi- 
ately to Florida and had the courts declare 
me a pauper, so І was able to leave with- 
out legal problems. 

J went back to Colorado with the idea 
of resting for at least six months. But 
three days after I got home, this assign- 
ment came in to cover the fishing tourna- 
ment. It was a natural, they said, because 
I was already familiar with the island. 
And besides, 1 needed a change from 
politics. 

Which was true, in a way—but 1 had 
my own reasons for wanting to go back 
to Cozumel. On the evening before my 
near-fatal scuba dive on Palancar Reef, I 
had stashed 50 hits of pure MDA in the 
adobe wall of the shark pool at the local 
aquarium next to the Hotel Barracuda— 
and this stash had been much on my 
mind while [ was recovering from the 
bends in the Miami hospital. 


So when the Cozumel assignment came 
through, 1 drove immediately into town 
to consult with my old friend and drug 
crony Yail Bloor. I explained the circum: 
stances in detail, then asked his advice. 

“I's clear as а fucking bell" he 
snapped. "We'll have to go down there at 
once. You'll handle the fishermen while 
1 get the drugs." 

These were the circumstances that 
sent me back to Cozumel in late April 

(continued on page 200) 
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ERVO U S 
article 
BY DAN GREENBURG 


in which our novice 
moviemaker concludes 
that auditioning 
naked women їз, 
indeed, of greater 
interest than gargling 


"YOU GET TALENTED big-name 
people fucking oncamera and 
you got yourself another Gone 
With the Wind." This is Carl 
Gurevich, a man with a dream. 
How I know Carl Gurevich 
is that I wrote a thing in the 
December 1972 issue of PLAYBOY 
called My First Orgy, and al- 
though I said in the piece that the 
host of my orgy was a tall guy 
named Walt, that was merely my 
crafty way of assuring the ano- 
nymity of a short guy named Carl. 
How 1 know Carl's dream is 
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Insect Repellent, a cheap foul-smelling 
ой with no redeeming social or aesthetic 
characteristics except that it works. 

These goddamn bugs are all around— 
settling on the notebook, my wrists, my 
arms, circling the rim of my tall glass of 
Bacardi Айејо and ice . . . but no bites. 
It has taken about six days to solve this 
hellish bug problem . . . which is excel- 
lent news on one leuel, but, as always, 
the solution to one problem just peels 
back another layer and exposes some 
new and more sensitive area. 

At this stage of the gig, things like mos- 
quitoes and sand fleas are the least of 
our worries . . . because in about two 
hours and 22 minutes I have to get out 
of this hotel without paying an unnatu- 
rally massive bill, drive about three mil 
down the coast in a rented VW S 
that can't be paid for, either, and 
may not even make it into town 
serious mechanical problems— 
get my technical advisor Yail 
of the Mesón San Miguel with: 
his bill, either, and then dri 
out to the airport in that godi 
Safari to catch the 7:50 A 
flight to Merida and Monter 
well change planes for San 
and Denver. 

So we are looking at a very 
day . . . 2000 miles between her 
home, no cash at all, teri brutally ех 
sive days in three hotels on the Striker «. 
minum Yachts credit tab, which just g 
jerked out from under us when the loca. 
PR team decided we were acting too 
weird to be what we claim to be—and 
so now we are down to about $44 extra 
between us—with my bill at the Cabañas 
hovering around $650 and Bloor's at the 
San Miguel not much less—plus 11 days 
for that wretched car from the local Avis 
dealer who already hit me for $40 cash 
jor a broken windshield, and God only 
knows how much he'll demand when he 
sees what condition his car is in пош... 
plus about $400 worth of black coral that 
we ordered up from Chino: double- 
thumbed fist, coke spoons, sharks’ teeth, 
etc... . and that $120 18-kt-gold chain 
at the market . . . also Sandy's black-coral 
necklace. We will need all available cash 
for the black-coral deal—so things like 
hotel bills and car rentals will have to be 
put off and paid by check, if anybody will 
lake one . . . or charged to Striker Alumi- 
num Yachis, which got me into this god- 
damn twisted scene in the first place. But 
the Striker people are no longer with us; 
extreme out-jront hostility. Bruce, Joyce— 
even the bogus lecher Eduardo. How did 
we blow the image? 

“Dear Mr. Thompson. .. . Here's some 
background information on the Cozumel 
cruise and international fishing tourna- 
ment. . . . Regarding the cruise schedule, 
about 14 Strikers will leave Fort Lauder- 
dale on April 23, arriving in Key West 
that night, leaving Key West midday on 


the 25th, to assure skirting the Cuban 
coast in the daytime, and arriving in Co- 
зите! midafternoon on the 27th or 28th. 
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article 
BY DAN GREENBURG 


in which our novice 
moviemaker concludes 
that auditioning 
naked women is, 
indeed, of greater 
interest than gargling 


"vov СЕТ TALENTED big-name 
people fucking oncamera and 
you got yourself another Gone 
With the Wind." This is Carl 
Gurevich, a man with a dream, 
How I know Carl Gurevich 
is that I wrote a thing in the 
December 1972 issue of PLAYBOY 
called My First Orgy, and al- 
though I said in the piece that the 
host of my orgy was a tall guy 
named Walt, that was merely my 
crafty way of assuring the ano- 
nymity of a short guy named Carl. 
How I know Carl's dream is 


that I scem to have become a part of it 
But perhaps, as they used to say in the 
old days, 1 should begin at the beginning. 

One day last year 1 get 2 phone call 
from Carl, whom I have not heard from 
since the above-mentioned orgy. Carl tells 
me he has decided to produce a major 
motion picture with talented. big-name 
people fucking oncamera and Terry 
Southern is going to write it for him. Carl 
is new to showbiz and wants advice on 
working with writers. What it turns out 
Carl wants advice about, although this 
does not come out during the first phone 
call, is how to work a production schedule 
around a script that has yet to be written 
and that is showing few signs of being 
done so, to say the least. 

As it happens, I was one of the con- 
tributors to Ok! Calcutta!, whose crea- 
tors had a dream not wholly unlike 
Carl's, and it occurs to me that maybe 
Carl could hedge his production-schedule 
bets with Southern by breaking the film 
down into bite-size Oh! Calcutia!—like 
segments, with Southern responsible for 
only one of them. Maybe Carl could 
assign other segments to some of the 
people who wrote lor OA! Calcutta! 
itsel {—Jules Feifler, Bruce Jay Friedman, 
John Lennon, Samuel Beckett, that whole 
crowd. I tell Carl that, if he insists, 1 
might write 2 segment as well. 

Сат} likes the idea and Southern, when 
he hears about it, reportedly thinks its 
OK. too. Friedman isn’t available, but a 
wonderful short story he's written is and 
playwright Jack Richardson agrees to 
adapt it for a second segment. John 
Avildsen, who directed such films as Joe 
and Save the Tiger, has an idea he 
wants to develop with 2 writer of his 
named David Odel, thus making seg- 
ment number three. I allow myself to be 
arm-twisted into writing the fourth and 
final segment. All four segments will 
have not only separate writers but sep- 
arate directors and casts. 

The only working production person 
Carl knows is a dubioussounding char. 
acter whose experience has been limited 
to schlock porno films. At my suggestio 
wl hires a producer friend of mine 
named Benni Korzen, who knows a lot 
about film, and my 22-year-old sister-ii 
law, Amy Ephron, who knows a lot about 
everything else. The feature is given a 
working title of Fourplay and we are 
under way. 
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I have written a half-hour script called 
Norman and the Polish Doll. It's about 
a guy named Norman who is kind of a 
klutz with ladies, who attempts to solve 
his al problems with a lifesize 
mechanical doll from Poland that he 
finds in a toy store. The doll, though 
gorgeous and sexy, doesn't quite work 
out the way he thought it would. For ex- 
ample, when he tries to mount it, its talk- 

188 ing mechanism keeps repeating "I vunt a 


starts saving it wants 
а rubber ducky and a meaningful rela- 
i . Norman's mother arrives, com- 
g matters further, and eventually 
an exasperated and sexually unfulfilled 
Norman is forced to schlep the doll back 
to the toy store. 

It is now early on a sunny Monday 
morning in late spring. With me in my 
midtown Manhattan apartment are my 
director, Bob McCarty (who also direct- 
ed a feature I wrote called 7 Could 
Never Have Sex with Any Man Who 
Has So Liltle Regard for My Husband). 
and my aforementioned sister-in-law, 
Amy. We are about to begin casting the 
role of the voluptuous mechanical doll. 
The role of Norman has already been 
cast—comedian Pat Paulsen read the 
script, agreed to play him and that was 
that. 

Amy's function here today is that of 
head casting person and gynecologist's 
nurse. That is, she is here to underscore 
the fact that, although we are going to 
be asking some lovely young ladies to 
take off their clothes for us, there 


1 don't know about Amy, but Bob and 
lare incredibly nervous. We have cast 
things together before, although not 
nude ones, and I think what is making 
us so nervous is the conflia of, on the 
one band, our dazzling horniness and. 
оп the other hand, our equally dazzling 
determination to remain prolessional 
and not to do anything to indicate that 
looking at lovely young ladies without 
their clothes on is any more stimulating 
than, say, gargling. 

Our first actress arrives. She is intro- 
duced to us in my large, sun-filled living 
room and is asked to sit down with us 
and chat. The purpose of the chat is to 
enable Bob to explain what the film is 
about and to find out if the actress has 
any reservations about reading without 
her clothes. The plan is for the actress to 
read three scenes from the script with 
her clothes on, with me doing the part of 
Norman. Then, if we like her reading, 
we will ask her to undress and read with 
me again. Unfortunately, Bob goes to 
such lengths and such euphemisms to de 
scribe the sex and nudity in the script 
that our hopefully smutty film sounds 
suspiciously like something cooked up by 
Doris Days mother. And if Bob has 
mentioned that we might be asking the 
actress to take off her clothes, I have 
somehow missed it. 

We finish our chat and the actress 
ds up and reads her three scenes 
with me and docs fairly well. 

"OK," says Bob as nonchalantly as 
possible, "now why don't you try it with- 
out your dothes?" 

‘The actress looks genuinely alarmed. 

"Why don't 1 what?" she says. 

“Uh, why don't you tryitwithout- 
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your-clothes?” says Bob, getting very 
nervous. "Listen, remember when we 
were talking a litle while ago. | sid 
that if we thought you were a seriou 
prospect, we'd ask you to read a second 
time without your clothes 

The actress doesn't remember, of 
course, because Bob had been speaking 
so clusivdly and cuphemisücally, and 
now she is saying that nobody had ever 
mentioned the nudity thing to her at all, 
not her agent, who'd sent her up to read 
for us, nor anybody else, and although 
she likes what she's read so far of the 
script and although she likes us personal 
1y, she's never in her lile auditioned for 
anything nude and she is monumentally 
embarrassed. 

Amy swears to us that she told the 
lady's agent the role involved nudity, 
and Bob and I both say in chorus that 
there is no po pursuing the nudity 
thing, since she is so embarrassed, and it 
soon becomes apparent that it isn't that 
she doesn't want to take off her clothes 
for us, it's that she wants to be reassured 
and sort of talked into it 

Bob and I begin to reassure her and 
talk her into it, and the tonc and thc ca- 
dences of our voices and the whole thing 
is so much like coaxing а girl to go to 
bed with you in college that we are all 
beginning to get terribly turned on. Fi 
nally, breathless and blushing furiously. 
the actress says she will do it. and it real 
ly is as if she were our date and is telling 
us she has decided it will be all right to 
go all the way with us. 

Bob tells her she can change in the 
other room if she would be more com- 
fortable. 

"Why should 1?” she says, blushing 
even more furiously. "What have I got 
to change into? I mean. you're going to 
see everything anyway, so what's the 
point? 

Bob and I pretend incredible calm, 
but our faces are flushed and sweat is 
trickling down our necks. We watch 
without seeming to watch as the actress 
removes her shoes, her blouse, her blue 
jeans, and then, with a brave little smile, 
she whisks off her bra and wriggles out 
of her panties and there she is. She has а 
very cute little body—cute little breasts 
and a cute little tush and even а cute lit- 
tle bush—and she is so sweet and so em 
barrassed and so vulncrablelooking that 
it is all I can do to keep myself from 
hugging her hard and telling her that | 
really do respect her а whole lot and 
that ГИ try to be very gentle with her. 

Bob does the professional equivalent 
by saying with barely suppressed emo 
tion that however well or badly she reads 
now, we are definitely putting her on 
the call-back sheet—i.e., we are definite 
ly going to date you aga 

"The actress begins reading with me in 
this very soft trembly voice, and 1 keep 
wanting to hug her and tell her it is 


"Please, Professor, this is a sonata [or [our hands." 


going to be all right. In the third scene, 
the doll is supposed to be in the bathtub 
and 1, as Norman, am supposed to be 
rubbing her back while we speak. We sit. 
on my living-room rug, I in my dothes 
and she in her nakedness, and I rub her 
back and have to maintain terrific con- 
centration to keep my rubbing confined 
to her back and away from her sweet lit- 
Че breasts and tushy. 

When she has finished reading and 
putting her dothes back on, we all 
have a very emotional goodbye, com- 
plete with hugs and earnest pressings of 
hands. It is very painful for me to see 
her leave, I am so knocked out by her, 
and my infatuation for her lasts well 
into the next quarter hour, when we en- 
counter the next actress who hasn't been 
told about the nudity by her agent and 
who has to be coaxed into taking off her 
clothes. This actress is not quite as shy as 
the first one, but when she peels off her 
duds, she is so spectacularly beautiful 
that, just looking at her, I want to cry. 
By the time we get to the back-rubbing 
scene in the tub, I am tragically in love 

ith her. 

That is the way it goes all day, and the 
strain of falling in love so many times in 
so short a period wears me out. So it goes 
for the next two weeks. 1 am positively 
Eroggy from the procession of lovely 
young things who take off their clothes 
and read with me on my living-room rug 
and arouse my ardor. If І were not at 
least legally married during all of this, 1 
might well have passed out engagement 
rings as if they were jujubes. 

I happen to live in а row of brown- 
stones, and my next-door neighbor is а 
good friend named Fred. On about the 
third day of auditions, Fred, who knows 
1 am separated from my wife and dating 
fairly furiously, stops me on the street 
and demands to know why a continuing 
parade of beautiful girls is passing in 
and out of my house. 

I tell him I'm helping to cast a porno 
film. 

Fred looks at me carefully for several 
moments and then asks me what I'm 
really doing. I tell him again, but he 
does not seem convinced. He asks if he 
n drop in and watch. Bob and I have 

decided that, in fairness to the actresses, 
only the director, the writer and the cast- 
ing person can be present at auditions. I 
explain this to Fred. Fred only pouts. 
Later that afternoon, Fred moseys by my 
house and rings the bell. He tells the 
production girl who answers the door 
that he wants (о come in and chat with 
mc, but she doesn’t allow him to come 
upstairs to the living room where we are 
casting. Fred's face threatens to develop 
permanent poutmarks. 

During this two-week period, there 
are, unbelievably, certain appointments 
I've made that 1 am unable to cancel 

190 and that make me miss as many as half a 
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dozen undressed honeys. One of these ap- 
poinuments is with the program-develop- 
ment people at CBS-TV, for whom I am 
writing a pilot for a comedy series. As is 
usual in such meetings, everybody shoots 
the shit for ten or filteen minutes before 
geuing down to the business at hand, 
but today I can't take 

"Look," I say, "while you guys are 
horsing around here, 1 could be in my 
living room at this very moment, watch- 
ing outrageously beautilul actresses take 
off their clothes and audition for a 
porno film.” 

Several network jaws hit the desk. 
Once they have ascertained that [ am se- 
rious, they toy with the idea of having 
our mecting at my place, but then I tell 
them of the pact I have made with my 
director and they testily agree to hurry 
through our meeting and return me to 
the casting carpet. 

Lest you think it was all wall-to-wall 
nakedness on my living-room rug for the 
whole two weeks, I hasten to point out 
that not all the actresses we auditioned 
were willing to strip for us. A few felt we 
were not really making a film at all and 
stalked out, speechless with rage. A few 
said we were male chauvinist pigs and 
declined to disrobe on political grounds. 
One cagey cutie said she would be glad 
to take off her clothes, but only after she 
got the part. But, we said, what if we 
think you're a dynamite actress and then 
we find out after we've hired you that 
your body isn't right for the part? She 
could show us pictures of herself, she 
said. No deal, we said. She left in a dark 
fury. 

Most actresses who came to read for us 
were sent by reputable theatrical agents 
and were at least fairly good in their 
tryouts. But one agent. who was appar- 
ently less than reputable and who proba- 
bly figured we were only looking to get 
laid, sent us a succession of glamorous 
girls unencumbered by intelligence whose 
readings were not to be believed. One of 
these lovelies, the possessor of a pair of 
the largest charlies I've ever seen on a 
regular civilian, spent a good 20 minutes 
in the chat part of the audition trying to 
determine in a sort of Method manner 
exactly what brand of mechanical doll we 
wanted her to impersonate. Did we, per- 
haps, want her to be a Saucy Walker doll? 
she said. What was that? we said. A kind of 
doll she'd had as a child, she said. Sure, 
we said, whatever. She got ùp and read for 
us and, Saucy Walker or not, the young 
lady was not—how to put it delicately?— 
impressive. Still, and despite the fact that 
I am not a tit man, I desperately wanted 
to take a gander at her jugs. 

Bob merely thanked her for ceading 
for us and told her she could go. 

"Don't you want me to read without 
my clothes?" she sai 

“No, that won't really be necessary," 
said Bob, bending over backward in a 


usting display of needless profes- 
lism. 

The lady walked up to Amy and wh 
pered with her briefly before she leíc 
When she'd gone, we asked Amy what 


she asked me why 
you didn't want her to take off her 
dothes. She said she'd really been look- 
ing forward to it.” 

Among the actresses who came to read 
for us were three Platonic friends I hadn't 
realized were on our list. Watching them 
undress and auditioning them nude was 
exciting and warmly embarrassing. 

When we had seen all the actresses on 
our list, we began call-backs for those 
who had impressed us the most. We 
asked them in call-backs to do a number 
of exercises, including nude improvisa- 
tions of mechanical dolls walking around 
a room and bumping into things. I hap- 
pen to have been one of the things 
they kept bumping into. I didn't mind all 
that much. 

Well into our last week, it occurred to 
mc that we'd been working the whole 
time in a room with floor-to-ceiling win- 
dows and that right across the strect was 
a large office building. 1 can only guess 
at the number of horny guys who'd been 
staring at us through binoculars from 
their darkened cubicles, watching our 
naked lovelies strut zombielike around my 
living room and trying to figure out what 
in the name of Christ we could possibly 
be up to. At times, I myself wasn't sure 
what we were up to, nor did 1 quite scc 
why any woman in her sane mind would 
subject herself to the doubtlessly prepos- 
terous requests we were making. I frank- 
ly felt a little sorry for them. 


One day while we are casting, I get a 
call from John Avildsen. He tells me he's 
been working on a creative device to 
string together our four diverse segments 
into a cohesive unit and he thinks he's 
got the answer—a sort of cinéma vérité 
series of scenes on video tape showing 
porno-film actors being interviewed and 
auditioned, and then a sort of porno 
Happening: 

"I had an idea six or seven years ago," 
he says. “What would happen if some- 
body came out of a theater after seeing a 
film and he was confronted by an actor 
he'd just seen on the screen? Especially 
if the film was a sexual situation, a fan. 
tasy sexual situation, say, and suddenly 
here's the same actor outside, saying, 
"Let's go someplace and you direct me in 
your own film, you direct me and tell me 
what you'd like me to do.” 

"Well we put the word out in the 
porno-film underground that we wanted 
to see some porno-film actors. We want- 
ed people who were outgoing and mot 
uptight and who'd work well with stran- 
gers. We saw 30 to 50 of them on Monday. 

(continued on page 324) 
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extra-special largess 


to make giving and = + E: i CHRISTMAS 
getting a yule treat = i CIFT GUIDE 


Aqua-Naut diving mask 
that features an excep- 
tionally snug fit and 
optional purge valve, by 
U.S. Divers, $16.50, is 
shown with a two-cylinder 
Jet Ski water scaoter 
that weighs 220 Ibs., by 
Kawasaki, about $1100. 


CHRISTMAS 
CIFT GUIDE 


Tigereye cigarette 
box thor's lined in 
black onyx with gold. 
trim, by Borbora 
Lockhart, $650. 


A hook to hong а key 
on—bross key rings that 
measure two Inches and three 
inches, by Carmel Bay Co., $6 each, 


You're looking ot what probably 
is the world's most elegant 
ash receptacle: а 

sterling-silver ashtray, 
by Bulgari, $275. 


QO 


An 18-kt.-gold men's wrist 
watch that features a tigereye 
and onyx foce, 18-kt.- 

gald buckle and 18-jewel 
movement, by Piaget, $2240, 
sits atop a Chinese lacquer 
butane packet lighter, by 

$. Т. Dupont af Paris, $190. 


CHRISTMAS 
GIFT GUIDE 


Counterbolanced Odyssey lomp 
adjusts horizentolly and vertically 
and rotates 360 degrees; shade 
measures 3° x5", by Sonneman, 
$160. Bambengola one-arm 
suede chair, designed 

by Moria Bellini far Atel 
International, $750. 
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Limited-production Model 1 FM 
tuner features an oscilloscope 
that captures an FM station's 
signal, Dolby Noise Reduction 
System and optional 

remote push-button 

tuning, by Sequerro, $2650. 


Sterling-silver picture 
frames inspired by 
carved and striated 
wood dowels; $225 
for 754 х 534" 

and $295 for 
955 x74", both 
by Hunting World. 


PLAYBOY'S 
CHRISTMAS 
CIF T CUIDE 


Coco-de-mer sculpture, 
created from the 

fruit of a polm 

tree, resembles a 
lody's loins, by 

Karl Springer, $600. 


Beogrom 4002 turntable 
features c synchronous 
motor thot is controlled by 
electronic circuitry, by 
Bang & Olufsen, $650. 
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Compact portable 
clothes dryer thot unfolds 
and has the copacily to 

dry 20 Ibs, of clothes in 
90 minutes, by Braun, $100. 


A Gentleman's Cologne: 
eight ounces of o 


classic masculine scent, 
by Chanel, $9. 
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Great Shark cunt (continued from page 184) 


Neither the editor nor the high-powered 
sport fishing crowd we'd be dealing with 
had any notion of my real reason for 
making the trip. Bloor knew, but he had 
a vested interest in maintaining the 
cover because I was passing him off, on 
the tab, as my "technical advisor." It 
made perfect sense, I felt: In order to 
cover a highly competitive situation, you 
need plenty of trustworthy help. 


"When I got to Cozumel, on Monday 
afternoon, everybody on the island with 
any clout in the rourism business was 
half-mad with excitement at the idea of 
а genuwine, reallife “PLAYBOY 
in their midst for a week or ten 
days. When I slumped off the plane from 
Miami, I was greeted like Buffalo Bill on 
his first trip to Chicago—a whole gaggle 
of publicrelations specialists met the 
plane, and at least three of them were 
waiting for me: What could they do for 
me? What did I want? How could they 
make my life pleasant? 

Garry my bags? 


writer’ 


Well ... why not? 
To where? 
Well. . . . I paused, sensing an unex- 


pected opening that could lead almost 
anywhere. . . . “I think I'm supposed to 
go to the Cabañas,” I said. “But 

“No,” said one of the handlers, 
have а press suite at Conımeleîa ” 

1 shrugged. “Whatever's right," I mut- 
tered. “Let's roll.” 

I'd asked the travel agent in Colorado 
to get me one of those VW Safari 
jeeps—the same kind I'd had on my last 
I—but the PR crowd at 
the airport insisted on taking me straight 
to the hotel. My jeep. they said, would 

red within the hour, and in 
, I was treated like some 
kind of high-style diguitary: A few people 
actually addressed me as "Mr. Playboy" 
and the others kept calling me "sir." 1 was 
ng car and whisked 
ne blacktop highway 
through the palm jungle and out in the 
general direction of the American Strip, 
a duster of beach-front hotels оп the 
northeast end of the island. 

Despite my lame protests, they took me 
to the newest, biggest and most expen- 
'e hotel on the island—a huge, stark- 
white concrete hulk that reminded me of 
the Oakland city We were met 
at the desk by the manager, the owner 
and several hired heavies who explained 
that the terrible hammering noise I 
heard was merely the workmen putting 
the finishing touches on the third floor 
of what would eventually be а fivestory 
colossus. "We have just ninety rooms 
now,” the manager explained, "but by 
Christmas we will have three hundred.” 

“Jesus God!" I muttered. 

"What?" 

"Never mind," I said. “This is a hell of 


you 


a thing you're building here: No doubt 
about that—its extremely impressive in 
every way—but the odd fact is that I 
thought І had зау оп: down the 
beach at the Ca "т flashed a nice 
shrug and a smile, ignoring the awkward 
chill that Мааке settling on us. 

he manager coughed up a brittle 
laugh. “The Cabanas? No, Señor Playboy. 
The Cozumeleüo is very different from 
the Cabañas. 

“Yeah,” 1 said. “I can see that right 
off." The Mayan bellboy had already dis- 
appeared with my bags. “We saved a 
junior suite for you,” said the manager. 
“I think you'll be satisfied.” His English 
was very precise, his smile was unnatural- 
ly thick . .. and it was clear, from a glance 
at my high powered welcoming commit 
tee, that I was going to be their guest for 
at least one night. ... And as soon as they 
forgot about me, 1 would flee this huge 
concrete morgue and sneak off to the 
comfortably run-down palm-shaded peace 
of the Cabañas, where I felt more at home. 

On the drive out from the airport, the 
PR man, who was wearing a blue baseball 
cap and a stylish blue-and-white Tshirt, 
both emblazoned with the lightning- 
flash sreirer logo, had told me that the 
owner of this new, huge Cozumclefio 
hotel was a member of the island's ruling 
family. “They own about half of it,” he 
said with a grin. "and what they don't 
own they control absolutely, with their 
fuel license.” 

"Fuel license?" 

“Yeah,” said the PR man. “They con- 
trol every gallon of fuel that's sold here— 
from the gasoline we're driving on right 
now in this jeep to the gas in every 
stove in all the hotel restaurants and 
even the goddamn jet fuel at the airport. 

I didn't pay much attention to that 
talk, at the time. It seemed like the same 
kind of sleazy, power-worshiping bull- 
shit you'd expect to hear from any PR 
anywhere, on апу subject in any 


My problem was clear from the start. T 
had come down to Cozumel—officially, 
at least—to cover not just a fishing tour- 
nament but a scene. I'd explained to the 
editor that big-time sport fishing attracts 
a certain kind of people and it was the 
behavior of these people—not the fish- 
ing—that interested me. On my first visit 
to Cozumel, Td discovered the fishing 
harbor completely by accident one night 
when Sandy and I were driving around 
the island more or less naked, finely 
twisted on MDA. and the only reason we 
located the yacht basin was that I took а 
ng turn around midnight and tried — 
without realizing where | was going—to 
run a roadblock manned by three Mexi- 
can soldiers with submachine guns at the 
entrance to the island's only airport. 

It was а hard scene to cope with, as I 


recall, and now that I look back on it, 1 
suspect that moldy white powder we'd 
eaten was probably some kind of animal 
tranquilizer instead of true MDA. There 
is a lot of PCP on the drug market these 
days: anybody who wants to put а horse 
into a coma can buy it pretty casily 
from . . . well . . . why blow that, eh? 

In any case, we were bent—and after 
being driven away from the airport by 
armed guards, I took the next available 
open road and we wound up in the yacht 
basin, where there was a party going on 
1 could hear it about a half mile off, so 1 
homed in on the music and drove across 
the highway and about 200 yards down а 
steep grassy embankment to get to the 
dock. Sandy refused to get out of the 
jeep. saying that these weren't the kind 
of people she felt ready to mix with, 
under the circumstances ... so I left her 
huddled under a blanket on the front 
seat and walked out onto the dock by 
myself. It was exactly the kind of scene 
Га been looking for—about $5 мо: 
drunk rich honkies from places like Jacl 
sonville and Pompano Beach, reeling 
around in this mi 
on their $200,000 power cn 
cursing the natives for not pr 
enough teenage whores to go with the 
mariachi music. It was a scene of total de- 
cadence and I felt right at home in it. 1 
began mixing with the crowd and trying 
to hire a boat for the next morning— 
which proved to be very difficult. be- 
cause nobody could understand what 1 
was saying. 

What's wrong here? I wondered. Is 
there speed in this drug? Why can't these 
people understand me? 

One of the people 1 was 
the owner of a 60-foot Chris-Craft from 
Milwaukee. He'd just arrived from Key 
West that afternoon, he said, and all he 
seemed to have any real interest in at the 
moment was the "Argentine maid" he 
was grappling with in the cockpit of his 
boat. She was about 15 years old. had 
dark-blonde hair and red сус», but it was 
hard to get a good look at her, because 
"Cap'n Tom"—as he 
self{—was bending her over a Styrofoam 
bait box full of dolphin heads and trying 
to suck on her collarbone while he talked 
to me 

Finally I gave up on him and found а 
local fishing merchant called Fern 
Murphy, whose drunkenness 
crude and extreme that we were 
communicate perfectly, even though he 
spoke little English. “No fishing at night," 
he said. "Come to my shop downtown 
by the plaza tomorrow and I rent you а 
nice boat.” 

“Wonderful,” I said. "How much?" 

He laughed and fell against a pasty 


was too drunk to talk. "For you 
“a hundred and forty dollars a day—and 
I guarantee fish." 

(continued on page 259) 
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Hotel Chelsea, New York, N.Y. 
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Hotel Chelsea, New York, N.Y. 


“Don't look; don’t look. You don't 
want to see an old woman pee, do you?” 
1 TURNED toward the voice. A woman, not 
too old—in her late 50s or early 60s— 
stood near a doorway, her legs spread 
apart, urinating. It was not quite four 
o'clock on a Saturday afternoon in April. 
One or two people passing by turned 
toward her, shrugged a shoulder, or 
smiled, or grimaced, and walked on. 1 
looked past her. Twenty ird Street. Dis- 
count drugstores, florists’ shops, station- 
ery stores, secondhand-officeequipment 
places. Some things had remained the 
same. But there were some changes. The 
ornate grillwork in front of Steak & Brew 
had once been the impressive front of 
Cavanagh's Restaurant, a place where— 
when royalty checks permitted—a writer 
could be (continued on page 306) 
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well, you wouldw't expect 
the author of “Studs lonigan" 
to stay at a holiday inn 
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publicity. It seems safe to say that Eliza- 
beth Taylor has remained a sex star 
more because of what she does offscreen 
than on. Her marriage to and divorce 
from Richard Burton are still providing 
hot сору for magazine covers, but her 
cinema roles have featured such spectacles 
as that of Ash Wednesday, in which she 
undergoes painful plastic surgery in order 
to win back the love of husband Henry 
Fonda. Who needs a sex star who must 
rely on plastic surgery to look beautiful? 
When it comes to being a sex star, column 
inches aren't quite enough. 

If they were, beauteous Faye Dunaway 
would be tops right now. In the past few 
years, the cooleyed blonde has been 
linked romantically with Marcello Mas- 
troianni, Warren Beatty, Harris Yubin, 
directors Elia Kazan and Jerry Schatzberg 
and, finally, Peter Wolf, whom she mar- 
ried in a surprise move last summer, de- 
spite earlier protestations that she would 
forever remain single. Faye may have 
been big with the matchmaking colum- 
nists, but she was less so with the ticket 
buyers. Her Puzzle of a Downfall Child, 
directed by Schatzberg, was a disaster; 
The Arrangement, directed by Kazan, 
fared little better: and in Oklahoma 
Crude, in which she played the improb- 
able proprietress of a wildcat oil well, her 
face was so daubed with grease paint and 
her body so swathed in homespun as to 
render her almost unrecognizable to any 
but the most ardent of fans. Roman Po- 
lanski’s Chinatown, however, restored 
much of her former glamor and Richard 
Lester's The Three Musketeers some of 
her aura of faintly mysterious evil. By the 
time this appears, she will have been on 
view aga The Tewering Inferno and 
her NBC special of Arthur Miller's After 
the Fall will probably have been aired. 
Since both are major productions, they 
could re-establish her earlier sex-star po- 
tential—although the temperature of sex 
on network television has never been 
particularly elevated 

Julie Christie's long-standing romance 
with Warren Beatty kept her in print, if 
not in pictures, for several years. The 
romance has now cooled, though she'll 
soon be seen opposite Beatty in Sham- 
poo—but her status as a sex star should 
be enhanced by her torrid bedroom 
sequence with Donald Sutherland in 
Don’t Look Now. Candice Bergen, one 


had been more in evidence as а writer 
and photographer—for PrAvmov and 
other publications—before her appear- 
ance in I1 Harrowhouse ended а two- 
year absence from the screen. 

‘The press has also reported, with 
something of a vengeance, on the doings 
of porno stars of recent vintage—mainly, 
we presume, because they provide such 
colorful copy. Not until she filed (or di- 
vorce did the columnists learn that Deep 
Throat’s Linda Lovelace was actually 


212 married to her promoter and constant 


companion, Charles Traynor. That was 
just about the time that Traynor de- 
cided to manage the career of Linda's 
most potent rival, Behind the Green 
Doors Marilyn Chambers. The WASP- 
ish Miss Chambers is now the object of 
Traynor's alfection and promotional ef- 
forts including a so-far-unsuccessful bid 
to establish her as а nightdub singing 
star. Miss Lovelace is sharing premises 
with her present manager, David Winters, 
and talking of plans for a $1,000,000 pro- 
duction of Linda Lovelace [or President. 

Raquel Welch changed partners, too. 
After divorcing Pauick Curis the 
young publicist who singlehandedly 
made her a houschold word, Raquel ap- 
parently has settled not only her affec- 
tions but her destiny on bearded Ron 
Talsky, a fashion designer. Raquel's in- 
tentions in this regard first became ap- 
parent on the set of The Wild Party, 
when she not only insisted that Talsky 
be with her throughout the shooting L 


judgment than in that of either her pro- 
ducer or her director. Since then, design- 
er Talsky has been named as Raquel's 
associate producer for a forthcoming TV 


special and will also have a role in the 
reactivation of her production company. 
Raquel claims that what she wants to do 
most of all is comedy in the Carole Lom- 
bard manner; that she can, indeed, be 
funny was manifested in The Three Mus- 
heteers, but in that outing, at least. most 
of her laughs came from the sort of prat- 
fall more reminiscent of the Keystone 
Cops 

Playing Raquel's sister їп The Wild 
Party is Tiffany Bolling. As PLAYBOY 
readers who were introduced to her in 
an April 1972 pictorial recall, Tiffany is 
very pretty. Thar she is also talented was 
evidenced by her indelible portrayal of 
the strong-willed Regina in the Holly- 
wood Theater production of Lillian 
Hellman's Another Part of the Forest, 
seen last year on public television. lt was 
that performance that brought her to 
the attention of The Wild Party's direc- 
tor, James Ivory. 

A month after Tiffany's appearance in 
the magazine, PLAvBov showcased another 
young actress: Valerie Perrine, the former 
Las Vegas showgirl who showed all in 
her motion-picture debut as Montana 
Wildhack in Slaughterhouse-Five. In ad- 
dition to a fantastic figure, Miss Perrine 
displayed considerable native dramatic 
ability. Her opportunity to show off both 
also came via public television, when she 
walked through Bruce Jay Friedman's 
metaphysical comedy Steambath with 
nothing but a towel draped loosely about 
her slim shoulders. By the time this sees 
print, she should be visible again op- 
posite Dustin Hoffman in /еппу, play- 
ing the role vacated by Ann-Margret 
after her fall, that of Lenny Bruce's 
stripper wife, Honey. Just how visible 
Valerie will be depends on the rating 


the producers are willing to settle for. 

Equally uninhibited is—or was—Karen 
Black, who was featured at least partially 
nude in such films as Drive, He Said and 
Portnoys Complaint. A gifted actress of 
impressive range, Miss Black gave what 
was by all odds the mast multifaceted and 
intense performance in the whole over- 
blown length of The Great Gatsby. With 
major roles in Airport 1975 and The Day 
of the Locust still to come before the end 
of the year, Karen's future seems anything 
but Black. 

Also coming up fast is blonde, wide 
eyed Susan Sarandon, who is concurrently 
appearing in The Front Page and, oppo- 
site Robert Redford, in The Great Waldo 
Pepper. A fugitive from television's waste- 
land of afternoon soap operas, Susan 
made her first screen appearance as the 
hippie daughter in Joe—the girl who 
takes a very naked bath in the film's open- 
ing sequence and is gunned down by her 
father at the finale. The movie, one of 
the first to exploit the drug-culture scene, 
created something of a sensation in 1970 
and made a star of Peter Boyle. For Susan, 
however, it was back to the soaps and 
an occasional role in whatever dramatic 
shows were still based in New York. Per- 
sistence finally paid off last year, when 
she won the plum role of Ailie Calhoun, 
a thinly disguised Zelda Fitzgerald, in 
Herbert Brodkin's television production 
of F. Scoti Fitzgerald and the Last of the 
Belles, which skillfully intertwined the 
life of F Scott Fitzgerald with the plot of 
one of his bestknown short stories. 
George Roy Hill, director of The Sting, 
was impressed by her performance and 
signed her for Waldo Pepper. Well be- 
fore the picture's release (Hill spent 
beuer than six months editing it to his 
satisfaction) he announced his con- 
п that she would emerge from the 
film a major star. With a relatively small 
role in Billy Wilder's The Front Page 
already behind her, Susan is back in New 
York, where, with her actor husband. 
Chris, she shares an old house in Pound 
Ridge and waits for Hill's prediction to 
come true. 

‘Two other girls who seem likely to suc- 
ceed at the moment are Woody Allen's 
bright-faced sweetie in Play It Again, Sam 
and Sleeper. the winsome, red-haired 
Diane Keaton—who repeats her small but 
telling role of Mrs. Michael Corleone in 
The Godfather with considerable embel- 
lishment in the forthcoming Godfather 
Пап Madeline Kahn, who's been 
rapidly rising since her picture debut 
as the jilted fiancée in Peter Bogdano- 
vich's What's Up, Doc? She came on even 
more strongly as the carny cooch dancer 
in Bogdanovich's Paper Moon, with Ryan 
O'Neal once more the target of her unre- 
ng affection, and, to put it mildly, 
she stole whatever wasn't nailed down in 
this year's Blazing Saddles, Mel Brooks's 
zany send-up of the old West and the old 

(continued on page 254) 


“Tell me. Exactly what all does your guard dog guard?" 
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PIED 


he poured out his 
troubles to a sympathetic ear... 


fiction 


... but the listener 
absorbed more than words 


THAD THE BARREL of the gun in my 
mouth and my finger on the trigger 
when he appeared suddenly in 

the woods, He stopped in the clearing 
some 50 feet away and stared at me 
mutely, He was wearing a long 
brown overcoat апа а brown woolen 
watch cap pulled down over his 

ears. It was still mild for November, 
but a long, soiled yellow muffler 

was wrapped around his neck and 
trailing down the front of his coat. A 
parcel wrapped in brown paper was 
tucked under his arm. The man was 
the town idiot, the end product of 
four generations of inbreeding. He 
lived in one of the ramshackle tin-and- 


Ы: into these woods and take the gun from 
© my pocket and shove the barrel into my 

mouth. I pocketed the gun now and 
turned my back to him and began wal 
* ing up toward the road where I had 
re parked my car. 

* he called. "Nice day 

= I heard him walking toward me 


through the fallen lea 

“Nice day," he nd I turned 
to face him. He was still grinning. He 
had put his hands into the pockets of the 
long coat, his head was cocked 10 ihe 
side, his eyebrows raised in expectation 
of an answer. 

Yes," I said. 
Hope it don't rain," he 
T don't think it will." 

“Tm Virgil," he said. 

“Yes, I know.” 

“Everybody knows mc" he said, and 
he nodded in settacknowledgment of 
his celebrity. “That your car up there? 
he asked. 

Yes 

“Nice car 

“Thank you 

“Nice day, too.” he said. He seemed 10 
have тип out of conversation. He nod- 
ded his head and smiled ar me, “Hope it 
don't rain. Did they say rain?” 

1 don't know, 
Sure hope it don't. That your car 

“Үш” 

"Could you give me a 

Where to? 

“The post office. бш io шай айн. 
see?” he said. and he took а soiled and 
crumpled envelope from his coat pocket. 
Is that enough of a stamp or 
Yes." I said 

“It's to Hattie. My sister. Her birth- 
day's Saturday. Will it get there 

“Where does she live 

“Same place 1 do. Is that too lar? 
čo, she'll get it in time.” 
"Sure hope so," he said. "Sure hope it 
п. too." 


idi 


he said, and he opened the 
^or and climbed in. “Well,” he said 
cheerfully, “you can fix it, dort worry." 
At the post office, he got out of the 
inned and flashed the V sign at 


me. 
1 drove back home. 


1 did not see him again till the fol 
lowing Wednesc 

I had been in the city looking for a 
job—it is not easy for an aging unem- 
ployed executive to find work. 1 still 
could not believe Vd been fired two 
ths before. 

Tve been with the company twelve 
years,” 1 told Ralph. We looked at each 
other across the polished width of his 
desk, never any papers on that desk, pen- 

218 cils always sharpened and at the ready, 


DT 


а scrap of paper on it. I so 
times wondered what he did with all 
those sharpened pencils. 

"105 not my decision," he said. "lt 
came from upstai 

"Well, can't you go upstairs and tell 
them you disagree? Ralph, Ive been 
working here for twelve years.” 
“Andrew,” he said, “what c 
you?” 

You 


a I tell 


m tell me you'll go to bat for 


I cart do that.” 

“Ralph.” I said, “Гуе got а fifty- 
thousand-dollar mortgage and two sons in 
college; the tuition comes to twenty-five 
hundred a semester for each of them: 
they cost me five thousand bucks before 
1 bat an eyelash. I bought the Mercedes 
on time, that's another four hundred а 
month to meet the payments—" 

“Trade it in for а Volks," Ralph said. 

“Ralph, listen to me for a minute, will 
you? I'm forty-eight years old, І don't 
know any other line of work; who the 
hell is going to hire me at the salary I'm 
getting here? For Christ's sake, Ralph, 
can't you please go upstairs and tell 
them I need another chance is 

"Andrew," he said, "you blew the 
McGregor deal. You blew а twohundred- 
xfiftydhousand-dollar deal because you 
re dead drunk at one o'clock in the 
afternoon, We're not in business for our 
health here 

"Ralph," E said, “please.” 

Andrew,” he said. and he shrugged. 

Through the windshield, I saw Virgil 
Tift his hand in the V sign. In his other 
hand, he was carrying the customary рат 
cel, clutched tightly to his diest, 1 pulled 
to the side of the road and rolled down 
the window. 

"Want a lift. 

"Hello there.” he said 
Nice day," he said. 
Yeah, just beautiful." 1 said 
‘Just beautiful," he said, completely 
missing my tone. “Sure hope it don't 
rain. Did they say ra 

"No. they didn't say rain. 
Sure hope not," he said. 

did your sister get her card in time 
What card?" 
The birthday card.” 

"My birthday's June," he said. “June 
twelfth. Sure hope it's а nice day 

"Where are you coming from?" 1 


nd he climbed 


"I wall 
1 asked. 
and gets cold. 
1 don't like to get cold. Where you com- 
ing from?" 

“The city.” 

“Oh, yeah, the city. Т been to the city. 


I did't.” 
ning in thi 
“It seemed like 


“1 was looking for a job,” I said. "T 
out of work.” 

“Oh, well, that's all right, 
cheerfully. “You should carry 
like I do. Then. if it rains. you we 
cold. But 1 don't think itll rain to 
Did they say ra 

“Where do you want me to drop you 


he saad 
sweater, 


"Thats ОК, Anyplace is fine. 1 walk, 
you know.” 

“How about the post office? 

Fine,” he said. "Maybe there's some 
1. 
1 dropped him off at the post office 
and then parked the car and went into 
the bank. Peter Capoletti, the manager, 
signaled to me as 1 was filling out a with- 
drawal slip. 1 went over to his desk. 
How's it going?" he asked 
Fine,” I said. 

"Andrew," he 
count is overdraw: 

“Is it? My wife," I said, and smiled 
"She never has learned how to balance. 
that thing. 

“Andrew, drawn by more than 
two thousand dollars. 

“Yeah,” E said. "Well, Pete, why don't 
you just transfer the necessary funds 
from the savings account — 

‘There's only fifteen. hundred dollars 
in the savings account," he said. 

“ей... 

“What do you want me to do. An- 
drew?" 

Well. let me sec, maybe 1 emet me 
talk it over with Beth, OK? ГИ stop in 
tomorrow morning, OK? 

“Andrew, 1 either have to pay those 
checks or stai пр them ‘Insullicient Funds" 
id return them. 1 can't pay them, be 
se there isn’t enough money in either 
your accounts to cover them. Now, 
Andrew, if I stamp them ‘Insuthcient 
vids." those people you wrote the checks 
10 are within their rights to bring charges 
against you. Criminal charges, Andrew, 
Now, I'm not saying anybody's going to 
he that rotten, but there's the chance 
somebody will, and it's a serious offense, 
Andrew, so please don't let this go longer 
than tomorrow morning, OK? Please talk 
it over with Beth t you can 
do and come in carly tomorrow morn- 
ing, OK? I'm talking to you like a broth- 
er, Andrew. 

^L apprec 

“But I'm also 

“Yes, I know 

"OK, Andre 


id, "the checking ac 


“Yes, Peter, Thanks.” 
І called my father long-di «e. His 
wife answered the phone. He had di- 


vorced my mother ten years belore and 
she had slowly drunk herself to death 
or rather, had finally drank herself into 
а stupor that caused her to crash her 
(continued on page 217) 


“Once I did—bui I don’t find the big city a lonesome place anymore!” 
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BABA, MEHER 
Sufism Reoriented Inc. 
1290 Sutter Street. 
San Francisco, Cal. 
(See Advertise 
CHILDREN OF GOD 
Р. 0. Box 31 
London WC 2E 7LX, England 


a. 415-6101 
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‘Moses David—prophet 

In New York, call 
(See Advert 

IKE, THE REVEREND 

Brosdway ard 175th St. 

New York, NY. „312-6800 
(Ste Advertisement This Pase) 

JENKINS, REVEREND LEROY 

Evangelist Association, P. 0. Box F 


212-5775 
age) 


Delaware, Ohi cee, 14-9831 
(See Advertisement This Page) 
JI, GURU MAHARAJ 


Divine Light Mission 
511 E. léth Street 
Denver, Colorado ......_.... -413-8280 
(See Advertisement This Page) 
POPE, THE (See Advertisement This Page) 
Saint Peter's Basilica 
Vatican City, Italy 


ONLY TRUE WAY 


PEACE OF 
THE SPIRIT 


Through 
God on Earth 


ж Most Perfect Master 


xk Corporate Supreme Executive of 
the Divine Light Mission 


ж Honda Owner 
K High School Graduate 
K BankAmericard 


Want tu be perfect 
like I? 


no job too smoll : м 


SAME-DAY SERVICE о - 
GURU MAHARAJ JI 


нез just 17, 
but he knows how to gu 


speciol roles for PARTIES * WEDDINGS and АШ SOCIAL AFFAIRS 


413-8280 


Hoblomes Español * On Parle Francois * Man Spricht Deutsch 


THE CHILDREN OF GOD 
KNOCK OUT EVIL: 


PROPHET 

MOSES DAVID SAYS: 

"8 THE POWERS ALWAYS ON 

© 6005 SPIRIT 15 LIKE A 
BROAOCAST 

® AIL YOU HAVE ТО DO 
15 TUNE IW 


WHAT 15 EVIL? 
AMERICAN MATERIALISM AND COMMUNISM 


DOOMSOAY, ORIGINALLY SCHEOULEO FOR JANUARY 1974, HAS BEEN POSTPONED 


FOR FREE SCHEDULE AND BROCHURE, CALL: 


212-5775 


and pray the number 
is still in service 


"EVEN BEIN' GAWD," said а noted 
man of letters some years ago, 
"ain't a bed of roses." If this were 
even half true years ago, it's Gospel 
now, because there's so much com- 
petition. For the God biz virtually 
abounds with prophets, godheads, 
spiritual messengers, disciples and 
avatars, many of whom have uti- 
d the nuances of the free-enter- 
prise system to enhance theircauses 
and, in some cases, their bank ac- 
counts. In this chaotic era of ргі- 
vate-interest groups, split factions 
and diverse sects, we need a pan- 
theon of gods like a moose needs a 
hat rack. But to this we say, “Vive 


la différence and, in keeping with 
(our version, 
anyhow), we've decided to give 
some order to all divine chaos 
by sorting out a few of the heavier 
Contenders, speculating how it 
would look if they were to advertise 
in the Yellow Pages. Lo, one day 
this may come to pass. 

At any rate, in our intensive re- 
search, we discovered one Noble 
Truth: that Truth, whether spir- 
itual or otherwise, is indeed 
stranger than fiction. Take, for ex- 
ample, the Children of God, led by 
a prophet named David Berg, alias 
Moses David. On the one hand, they 
claim that the two evils besetting 
mankind at the moment are Ameri- 
can materialism and communism, 
yet, on the other hand, they wor- 
ship Libyan head of state Colonel 
Qaddafi. Moreover, the Children of 
God, also known as Jesus Freaks, 
predicted some time last year that 
the comet Kohoutek was the true 
signal of Armageddon, an event 
that was scheduled for January of 
1974. 

In 1971, having failed as a swami 
in India, the Guru Maharaj Ji came 
to America and formed the Divine 
Light Mission. His aim is to bring 
peace to the world through com- 
plete control of our emotions, 
thoughts and life force. For the in- 
dividual, = the purported 
result. Titled corporate supreme 
executive and spiritual perfect 
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Fofinfor 
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aion, dial 
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master, the 17-year-old Guru Ma- 
haraj Ji suffers from а stomach 
ulcer, has a taste for motorcycles 
and fancy cars and is unaffection- 
ately known by the Rishikesh 
swamis as “that fat boy." 

Another heavy contender in the 
guru category is Meher Baba, who 
"dropped his body" back in 1969. 
In other words, he died. Meher 
Baba is ly noted for the fact 
that he did not speak for 44 years, 
preferring to point out the Word 
on an alphabet board, later moving 
on to hand signals. He did this 
because he felt that past masters 
had given the Word and no one had 
listened. Followers of Meher 
Baba consider him to be in the 
same line with Jesus, Buddha and 
Mohammed. 

No catalog of contemporary reli- 
gious practitioners would be 
complete without a faith healer. 
Basically a fundamentalist, the 
Reverend Leroy Jenkins bills 
self as “only an instrument in the 
hands of God." His line of work, 
faith healing, came about after the 
reverend lost an arm and had it 
sewn back on. 

There is not much to say about. 
the Pope that is not already well 
known. It is common knowledge 
that he is infallible, but his infalli- 
bility is, of course, limited to doc- 
trines of faith and morals. He is, 
allegedly, the Lord's represen- 
tative on earth, presides over the 


Meher Baba, 
The Godhead. 
did по! speak 

lor 44 years 


Roman Catholic Church and con- 
tinues to speak out against divorce 
and abortion. 

Last but not least of the heavy 
contenders is Dr. Frederick J. 
Eikerenkoetter II, better known as 
the Reverend Ike. Founder of the 
Science of Living, which teaches us 
that the mind is the prime force in 
achieving peace of mind, the Rev- 
erend Ike also proclaims that lack 
of money is the root of all evil. His 
statements of doctrine, followed by 
over 1,000,000 people, have a nice 
ring to them. For example: "We 
are noL interested in pie in the sky 
by and by. We want our pie now, 
with ice cream on it and a cherry 
озор” 

That just about wraps it up for 
the Big Boys. We weren't able to 
find any female aspirants and, be- 
lieve us, we tried: nor did we have 
any particular success locating a 
Jewish messiah. We did, however, 
manage to find several runners-up. 
Among these is a fellow by the 
name of Wally Fowler, a Southern 
religioso, who once purportedly ad- 
vertised the sale of autographed 
B" x 10" clossies of Jesus. We were 
not actually able to locate Wally, 
but rumor has it he has migrated 
to Acapulco. Way to go, Wally. 

If by some freakish chance you 
happen to know of a contender we 
left out —vhether male, female, 
vegetable or mineral—dor't call 
us. We'll call you 
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REV. IKE SAYS: 
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THE SPORTSEDAN 


France, has increased demand in the Eu- 
ket to a point where it seems 
1 that the factory will fargo 
g t0 probe through the 
fog bank of regulations from 
Washington. The upshot is that once the 
current stock has left the showrooms, the 
ous and highly original Citroën 
SM probably will not be sold in Americ 

in. So much for the bureau 1s cam- 


rising 


puigu to upgrade automotive quality in 
the United States, 
Jaguar is reeling under similar Gov- 


ernment pressures, although it is likely 
Г superb. XJ6 and XJI2L sedans 
will remain available. Both. the 6- and 
the I2eylinder version of the automo- 
bile encountered extreme dithculty in 
sing the Government's 1974 exhaust 
i tests and there has been 

ion of the X ]I2 in the lucrative 
market, because it could not 
pass the state's more stringent air-quality 
standards. This has caused sales to slump 
though the sensuous styling. the 
nt performance 
nous glamor ol the Jagu 
kept demand for sedans at а hi 
Ihe dithculties in obtai 
certification, coupled with the ongoing 
or 


о 


level. 


єз. slowdowns, walkouts 
at have hecome such 
ol the British automobile industry, have 


ispired 10 reduce XJ sedan supplies to 


(continued from page 150) 


zero in America. British Ley 
U.S. importer of J 
tered last summer with an inventory of 
56 NJs. "When you count those that 
are being kept by dealers for their wives 
„ you come up with zero for the 
public to purchase,” says опе company 
man. 

Since the XJG was introduced in 1968, 
it has stood among the cleanest, most ell: 
Gent five-passenger sedans in history. 
Low (31.1 inches) and slippery, the саг 
quickly gained a reputation for silent 
ing and responsive handlin 
cylinder engine 
the venerable double-overhead-camshaft 
unit developed in the Ine Forties that 
curied Jaguars (o five victories at 
Le Mans in the Files. Alter 30 yeas of 
refinement, the bulky, гае 
Iowarevving six is à quiet and re 
vice, making the 
at Jow cruising speeds. At velocities over 
Чо mph, the XJ develops unseemly wind 
noises and its old six appears to be 
breath, which only 
es the impression that the XJG is 
ather sedate old lady when com 
with the compe Realizing this, 
Jaguar introduced its new 12-cylinder 
engine in 1971, which exactly the 
y power plant the 
needed. For 
$2000 extra, the 


iar cars ene 


heavy 
Ше de- 
ly smooth 


short ol 


incre 


ion. 


between 
ху 


neat XJ 
S1500 and 


Since the new flexible 


Bom ~ 


orking hours began. Seymour, 
we haven't been able to locate yours.” 


produced. better acceleration, three miles 
per gallon worse gis consumption (131 
s. 1614) and the strange owner satishi 
tion of knowing that beneath that sloping 
hood lay the only 19-су 
able in a mass-p 
A buyer also ора 
i English 


ng and 
seats stitched up in aron yards of 
soft leather. АН X Js. be they sixes or the 
new XJI2L, which has a fourineh-longer 
wheelbase and has replaced the XJI 
imported into the U.S. in one configura 
tion: fully equipped except for the АМ/ 
ЕМ radio. All available options are bolted 
on, meaning the purchaser gets every- 
thing from a new, quite efficient climate- 
control air conditioner to automatic door 
locks to an antiquated. lumpy Во 
Warner three-speed automatic. transmis- 
sion, whether he wants them or not. 
Despite the supply and certification 
problems with the XJs, British Leyland 
has every intention of selling them in 
Americi. “We feel the cir сап be very 


formidable in this country,” says a Jag 
uar spokesman. “But you've got to re- 


member that Jaguar is a comparatively 
I organization. Our total output. is 
fewer than 35,000 cam a year, whereas 
Mercedes-Benz produces nearly ten times 
that many. That means our engineering 
stall is under heavy sain to comply 
Government safety and emission 
tions. American luxury сиз are 
nd heavy, generally with substan- 
lial surpluses of space where you can 
tuck components such as five mph 
bumper mountings and catalytic mufflers. 
But a car like the XJ is tightly skinned, 
with the bodywork wrapped around the 
mechanical pieces like a surgical р 

Finding a few cubic inches of extr 
space for something 1 talytic n 
Her can mean a redesign. That, 
simply, is why theie 
America, but Jaguar is on the threshold 


эг 


еа 


of a major expansion in produc 
facilities and hopefully that si 
will improve in the immedis 

и rs are hard to cc у ор- 
posite is the case with Mercedes. Benzes 
The 1505E, base price 515,820. is selli 


ita brisk clip, despite the current. eco- 
Daimler-Benz 


li 


nomic woes, mc 
of North America 


ay hi 
spires to equ 


cule number wl d with the 
202.156 Cadillac de Villes delivered din- 
ing the same period but becomes impres- 
when judged against the more 
expensive Fleetwood sedans, which 

ted for only 22.000 sales. Mercedes- 
Benz has made serious inroads into the 
top echelons of the domestic husury-car 
market and Detroit is beginning to take 
notice, “It's relatively si ys one 


sive 


cou 


` Introducing the | 
Jeep СЈ/5 in Jeans” 


Look what the well dressed Jeep CJ/5 is wear- 
ing! New Levi's* styled seats with matching fold- 
down top. Made of rugged, easy to care for vinyl 
fabric in absolutely authentic styling— right down 
to the copper rivets. Built to take plenty of rough 
E GL and most anything 
the weather can dish out. 

Choose Levi’s® blue or Jeep 


Levi's® tan—to complement vehicle color. 

The Levi's* interior is standard on the Jeep 
Renegade (shown above) and optional on the 
standard Jeep CJ/5. 

Levi's® and Jeep Corporation—two names at 

home in the great outdoors— 
| CJ/5 waiting for you! Jeep wrote 
the book on 4-wheel drive. 


From a Subsidiary of 
American Motors Corporation 


“I think all this emphasis on performance is 


unhealthy in the long run. 


who is close to the Mercedes-Benz selling 
Gimptign in the U.S. "The Germans 
have assigned a high priority to selling 
cars in thi: ket They've hired top 
people, spent lots of money for distribu- 
tion. marketi nd advertisin án the 
neighborhood of 55.000.000 to $6,000,000. 
which is more than Ja Citroën 
and BMW combined—and have devel- 
oped a tough, enthusiistic and cohesive 
network of about 400 dealers. The ad- 
vertising campaign, which emphasized 
the tionality of buying a $16.000 ашо 


uar 


mobile, where the competition kept 
harping on glamor, has worked. The 
snowball syndrome is in effect and 


people who would otherwise never have 
thought of à. Mercedes—never have con- 
sidered g but a Cadillac or a Line 
coln—are spending almost twice the 
ioncy to get а 1305E.” The 4505E m: у 
not be twice as good а саг, but the 
miracle is selling a car that costs that 


in the world is worth 
t is probably the 450SE. 
imately 5300 that 
leather upholstery 
(standard on the SEL), almost nothing is 
optional on the 4308E, meaning that a 
condition T 
tic transmission, power windows, a 
icuum lock for all doors and the gas 
ip. four-wheel power disk brakes 
AM/FM radio come as part of the b; 
ge. There is nothing frivolous about 
tomobile. lı is the embodiment of 

Germanic thoroughness. While its body 

style is hardly dazzling when com 
224 with others of its class, the 4506E is quite 


red 


m interior 
infrastruc- 


odynamic and immune frc 
wind noises. Moreover, the 
tine of the car is designed to absor 
prodigious crash impacis without d 
forming. Mercedes Benz tikes 


y very 


pusly and builds its automobiles 10 
ough ro elude dangerous 
evasive 


dle well 
situations—cilled 
and to protect its 
tural rigidity 
ing. etc, if a coll s d; 
MI this creates within the car an atmos- 
phere of Spartan utility: but then, the 
Germans have never been famous for 
their giddiness when it comes to mach 
cry, With a top speed of nearly 130 mph 
and an inspired four-wheel independent 
suspension that produces able be- 
havior regardless of the e. the 
I8USE  represcns another level of 


capability— 
ors with struc 
interior p 


consciousness beyond that of the stand- 


ard Detroit luxury automobile. Mer- 
cedes Benz set out to produce the most 
perfect massproduceable four-door sedan 
and succeeded: it’s that simple. 
Presuming one aspires to 
but cumot dupe his banker into lending 
him $16,000, he can casily tum to Ger- 
man alternates: the BMW Bavaria or its 
more elaborate sister, the 5.0 5. While the 
Bavaria is closer kin to the six-cylinder 
Mercedes 280, in terms of price and per- 
formance, the 3.0 S i: the 45051 
icasurement, 
ame simple, 
door chassis introduced. back 
as the 2500 and 2800 models. 
Subsequent refinements and displace- 
ment increases in the exquisite, single- 
overhead-cam six-cylinder engines have 


Mercedes 


aria and its gadget- 
pmacubitely constructed $13,000 
the 8305. It is this car that 


sister, 
most closely rivals the 4508Е and, in the 


context of sportines and the 1 
pleasures of driving, is iis superior 
‘There ds certain. аша of German 
ponderousness emitted by 
much like a pudgy Wagner 
a great range and perfect pitch. The em- 
phasis is on re not an 
the Mercedes-Benz, whereas the 
30 5 ha 
missing in its principal rival. P: 
îs a simple function. of weight: 
The BMW is 700 pounds lighter than 
the 450: I it is a smaller auto- 
mobile, with six inches less wheels 
and ten inches 
Mercedes-Be 
quickness ıl 
automobile. 
хайа 


ence, will 
BMW 


to a 


This is enhanced by the 
а stick four-speed 
transmission (unobtainable on U. 
sion Ns and 450SEs), which makes the 
3.05 easily the most responsive of these 


adjustable leather seats and facing: the 
ge, dished stee ad a bank 
of black-aced. aircralttype instruments, 
the 3.0 8 driver experiences a sensation of 
command to be found only in first-class 
motorcars. The first urge is to drive 100 
fast. because cars such as the BMW (as 
well as the Citroën, Jaguar and Mercedes) 
become keener, more acute devices at high 
speed. Their suspensions angle 
through corners without ellort their 
steering gears point them with perfec 
tion, the brakes gnaw at the pavement 
with a fierceness unknown in mos 
American machines, Yet this is done in 
am atmosphere of serenity, with modest 
mechanical sounds and minimal noises 
from wind and road engulfing the dri 
cr. Cars like the BMW have been de- 
ady 9010100 арі 
cruising speeds, carrying four passengers 
in airconditioned splendor. It is a ca 
pability virtually misunderstood. by most 
of the men who drive monster Caddies 
Ч Lincolns, and the attempt to describe 
to them the beauty of wailing down 
highway in à BMW is like Wilt Chamber 
lain’s trying to transmit the pleasure of a 
slam dunk to а pack of pygmi 

The BMW 305 isa very 
With a top speed of just under 130 mph, 
and a 0-60 time in the tensecond range, 
it will not shame itsell in any traffic, yet 
its performance comes from а modestly 
sized threcditer (182-cubicinch) engine 
many experts believe to be 
sophisticated passen 


them 


d to operate 


1 motorcar, 


the 
power plants ever built. Consider. thar 


most 


this engi this era of. performanc 
choking pumps and valves intended. to 
purify exhaust emissions, produces. 170 
horsepower (im comparison. the Cadi 
luc, with an engine 3/3 cubic inches 


Gate й why you give d 


CELSA 


Ке ОУК UNS 


IN SCOTU NS? 
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PLAYBOY 


226 


arger, produces only 20 additional horse- 
power) while providing mileage im the 
20-mpg range. The engineers at the 
BMW works in Munich have developed 
a magical combustion-chamber design 
(for you German-technology fans, irs 
called Dreilugelwirbelwannerliennraum, 
or wispherical, turbulence-inducing com- 
bustion chamber) that is so efficient that 
it produces power and economy and. 
clean exhaust without the complicated 
antipollutant plumbing necessiry for 
most engines to meet American Environ- 
mental Protection Agency standards. 
Like the 1505 3.0 5 comes packed 
with every conceivable gadget, with the 
purchaser given the options only to add 
» sun roof, metallic paint and a limited 
slip. differential, Another 5396 will buy 
the auromatictransmission version of the 
0 S, which has slightly poorer accelera- 


tion, somewhat diminished [uel economy 
ıd, for fanciers of rapid transit, a lower 
threshold of driving pleasur 


ion of 


revalu; the Germ 


cert ermal complications with the 
American distributor have seen the price 
of the Bavaria nearly double in the past 


three years—and have boosted the 3.0 5 
from $11,500 to just under $13,000 in 
the past 12 months. This same phenome 
hit all German imports. Vol 
wagen and Porsche as well as BMW and 
Mercedes, and sales have faltered due to 
the staggering prices. At S9000 to 510.000, 
the 3.0 5 was a barga but at $13.000, 
many potential customers are being 
lured toward the better-known 450SE for 
a few thousand more. BMW realizes this 
problem and is increasing its advertising 


Last yea 
ichines were 


efforts as пегшсазиге. 
only 481 of these superb n 


sold in the U.S. (coupled with 3457 of 
the cheaper Bavaria). but the parent 
company, like Mercedes, appears com- 


mitted to selling automobiles in Americ 

‘This is a good thing. Not only will it 
produce inestimable driving pleasure for 
а tiny knot of fortunates who buy the 
cars but the very presence of such cars— 
the 3.05, the 450SE, the XJ12L and, if 
the powers that be change their minds, the 
SM—is a powerful force for good on 
the American. automotive scene. These 
machines represent an allegiance to crea. 
tive excellence in a nation inured to dull, 
massclass cars of compromise. They stand 
im mute testimony that really excellent 
motorears сап be produced and sold. 
Most important. they reaffirm that aged 
le that good things come in small 


packages 
This nugget is beginning to sink into 
the brains of men who run the 


uto industry. Buffered by sag- 
y erisis and baffled 


by mass defections of the very rich 
toward the supersedans, Репо has 
begun to recognize the essential good- 
ness of small, terse luxury cars. Both 
Pontiac and Oldsmobile have modified 
intermediate sedans (the Grand Am and 
the Cutlass Salon) to reflect a more Eu- 


ropcan sense of styling. if not of perform 
ance. Chevrolet has produced several 
models with radiator shells blatantly cop- 
ied from the. Mercedes-Benz, and. Chrys- 
ler has wi medly photographed. its 
pentastar emblem in television commer- 
cials to suggest an associ with the 


ash: 


“Honest, Mrs. Shaw, he hasn't been in all evening.” 


jercedes three-pointed star. But those 
ellorts ате puny compared with Ford's 
1975 пайа and Mercury М 
models, both of which cla 
identity with the Mercedes that compari- 
son drawings of the 280 Mercedes were 
circulated to the press during the cars? 
introductory previews. Mercedes and 
BMW sized (109-inch wheelbase, 1 
inches overall), the mechanically identi- 
cal Granada and Monarch 
called “nickelnose Mercedes, 
is little question that they терге 
growing awareness in Detroit that future 
automobiles must be smaller and more 
cleanly engineered than today's so-called 
family-size sedans. Surely, the new Ford 
products are good news, but they remain 
middle-priced machines, hardly intended 
10 compete in terms of quality or damn- 
the-expense engineering with the 3.0 S or 
the 450SE. That final test of strength 
will come from the old Yankee standard- 
hearer, Cadillac. Yes, after decades of 
producing only the largest. most. ostenta 
tious Tusiy vehicles, Cadillac will mar- 
ket, beginning in February, a small, 
luxurious fourseat sedan called the 
LaSalle (resurrecting the name of a low- 
priced Caddy product taken off the mar 
ket in 1910). The car will be slightly 
Luger han the European supersedans 
«не wheelbase) but will reportedly 
cost over 510.000 and be aimed smack 
at Mercedes Benz. The LaSalle will uti- 
ze a totally new body shell and, 
understanding General Motors’ tradition 
for using such shells throughout its line— 
Cadillacs, for example, use the за 
body shell as the large Buicks, Oldsmo- 
ad Pontiacsit is likely that the c 
is the beginning of a whole new genera- 
tion of middlesized, top-quality cars. 
The cu was originally designed to em- 
ploy Wankel power, but now that GM 
has encountered. some development 
problems with the rotary engine, а nor- 
mal V8 will propel the first models, at 
least 

How the LaSalle compare with 
the supersedans? That is difficult wo de- 
termine, except that speculation is 
strong, that the car will come closer to the 
mark than any American ellort up to 
now. If Cadillac's en 1 
the ellort to maintain. the dead 
feeling suspension 
di 
they 


tow: 


have Бе 
but there 
ent a 


will 


jneers can re 
ather 


cterize th 
will have taken a quantum leap 
4 returning American sedans to a 
point where they cam once again be 
compared with the best in the world. 

Bur until that day arrives, if your 
sensibilities and bank account are such 
that you can aspire to the most intelli 
Bent, most excit and salest—scd 
transportation in the world, the odds favor 
your next car's coming from Europe 


After all, if smoking isn't 
a pleasure, why bother? 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous toYour Health. 


Tony P Dudley's virtues included 
generosity with gifts and specializing in 
servicing wild young herds. A half-doven 
rowdies, turned hypermanic by ventures 
into the forbidden. might accompany 
Dudley ло his aparment, there to drink 
his booze, steal his trinkets or bully 
threaten or slap him around. Poor Dud- 
lev: So great was his hot thirst th; 
we nearcertifiable homici 
would be welcomed back. 

To accommodate a Dudley in group 
afety was one thing; to slip away alone 
was much the deeper sin. Only if desper- 
tely broke, unusually drunk or particu- 
larly fired in the loins did one dare. No, 
ny one-on-one relationship conjured up. 

ns too darkly near final perversions. 
It was, in stich cases, ever so much more 
blessed to receive than to give, One just 
did not do it; there was а numbing 
horror even in being suspected of having 
looted the skin-llute. 

Thus were we tenderly shaped for our 
connubial beds. 
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Those iron maidens who had denied 
our high school fantasies spent the early 
ising- 

ly, as they aged on the dark side of 20, 
they offered samples of themselves. Some 
lay board still and crippled by history 
others developed a surprising sweet w 
tonnes. It was like discovering gold: 
Riddles w d, beauty glimpsed; 
much of the bed’s rint hopped away 
Where once cunnilingus bespoke de- 
pravity and dirty wit (one might be ac 
cused of “eating at the ү... gobbling a 
box lunch munching hair pi 
yodeling im the cinyon"), we learned 
the world could become а prety place 
down there in the wet warm silken 
musk 
We took brides. Lile temporarily be- 
came one long raunchy punching liquid 
honeymoon. Even if we did not adore 
our mates excessively—for, in those days, 
one married simply when the time cum 


salv 


or even if we sensed that ihe meat 
might not always remain so sweet, we 
lost ourselves in free, new ally Ii 


censed 


wrnality. Young women who had 
Kissed with closed lips fell to gaspings 
and gurglings south of the curly pubic 
border. Friends were shut out and ap- 
pointments missed while we gorged. 
Then came weepy pregnant wives who 
r curlers to market, proc 
ches and otherwise 
ed their mothers, We knew washdays, 
bad debts, һе; 
“The honeymoon's over" took on 
profundities. Soon even the fresh 
cle of televi 
e us at home, our loins stirred 
anew; the old chase resumed. We beg 
to suspect that it might be endless. Per- 
haps that long hot race toward infinity. 
228 so compulsive and vital even if only 


riless bosses, crying babies. 
new 


coui 


momentarily rewarding, was intended as 
training for purgatory. 

More experienced and grown less fear 
ful of celestial bolts. we willingly accom. 
modated divorcees, frustrated husband 
hunters. or ladies not totally satisfied 
ith things at home. Our best. teachers 

» were ten or more years our elders. 
Made wise and cynical by their own dis- 

rdantments, they appeared beautiful 
nd practiced beyond belie 
e need not bleat that he loved them or 
ar new wedding dirges. So k news 
of our broken fidelity did not limp. 
home to tide, it seemed, we might 
ijoy fruitful dalliances plagued only by 
fleeting visitations of minor guilt. 

Ah, too good 10 last. Our experienced 

progressively revealed them 
selves as bride, bruised, bitter. Rathe 
than blithe spirits, they proved to be 


wa 


consortis 


women of growing desperations and 
scar-tissue hearts. Secret drunks and re- 
sentful abandoned parttime mothers, 


they burdened us with their pains and 
ghtened us with bleak visions of tomor 
row. We leamed whit exotic snakes 
writhed in cold connubial beds: of hus- 
bands queer or given to scary fetishes: 
of premature ejaculations and impo 
tence; of naked bullies and satyrs and 
mental eunuchs: of middle-aged men 
who too clearly remembered Momma's ad. 
nitions on the care and feeding of 
th chi litle dinkyjohns. We 
Jearned that old heroes of the football 
field, the business community or—yes!— 
even the classroom or the pulpit figura 
tively stood in dark corners, protectively 
cupping their gonads. Grown weary of 
such dismal recitals, we contributed one 
more harsh vigorous grudge fuck and 
were gone. 

We prowled in search of assign 
threatening fewer involvements. Alas, 
the world is not so made. Except for 
whores, such casual alliances were in 
short supply. So professional ladies re- 
entered our lives, often alter we had 
drunk ourselves. into semistupors in the 
heating presence of strippers grind 

nd bumping and Hashing their G st 
under surrealistic purple lights. Our mem- 
bers made as hard as Chinese arithmetic 
by such joyless shows, we raged гей сува 
and foul-breathed imo the n 
nameless companions paid to a 


tions 


carly bugles ol our jobs, we slipped in 
quietly against waking our sleeping in- 
nocent cursed sexless children. 


In our early 30s—in Ike's last official 
years of reign or Kennedy’s first and final 
few—we seemed to come, however tem- 
porarily, to new and semirestful accom- 
modations with our libidos. Perhaps we 
were merely frazzled and thrashed ош; 
perhaps natural rhythms dictated that 


we pause to blow; perhaps, finding our- 
selves more than formerly in our careers 
it became less necessary to seek rewards 
in couplings. Or, perhaps. our wives sud- 
denly returned from their damp tiring 
worlds of swollen seedings, morning sick- 
nesses, diaper duties 
Our children, in school, required. fewer 
constant attentions. Their mothers, with 
fresh. opportunities to consult mirrors 
nd their souls, now painted up. patched 
up and perked up: dicted, exercised, sur 
rendered old hair styles and offered new 
fashions. Warmer, more comfor 
lusts visited and were made welco 
Home fuckings became less frantic or 
competitive, more leisurely: there was 
not so much of vengeance in them: th 
approached good honest fun. 

Things were sexually loosening up 

Dr. Kinsey had relieved certain 
hoary nagging fears or guilts by reveal 

ng that others knew them, too. If Holly 
wood remained timid in its products or if 
Time saw fit to remark on Lloyd Bridges 
having said a real live curse word on live 
television, or if Jack P: 1 to briefly 
abdicate in tears because he'd risked a 
tame “watercloset” joke—well, а 
а certain bold magazine had found fame 
fortune and respectability in providing 
airbrushed vi 
apparently, had trouble cultivating their 
pubic growths; newer editions of Norman 
Mailer's war novel abandoned il 
parent deception of "fugginz." 

g marrieds acted out the 
the suburban wife swappings 
now read of, almost everyone re 
it—even if masking their [earful 
hopes in jests and snickers. Couple: 
ered over canasta games and wine, fired 
and freed by verbalizing sex in mixed 
company. might experiment with oc 
sional bouts of strip poker, safely stopping 
at those fixed borders defined by sight 
ings of bras, shorts and panties, Group 
sex—the merry manic orgies of a 
could only imagine in the deep 
Those ini 
begin 
opportu 
one had seen a 
altogether, it h 
came somichow casier to steal quick hot 
kitchen kisses or attempt closet caresses, 
Olten nothing much Gime of such grop 
ings; occasionally, something did. 

Those internal extracurricular affairs 
were, strangely, loyally monogamous 
ones. Should Bob begin to tap Jum 
ups or Jane to surreptitiously entera 
Bill, then likely the affairs contin 
months or even for years. Wher 
guilty parties were absent [rom gie 
of other regulars, their presumed secrets 
might be fully—even clinically or ar 
ically—diseussed. Few, perhaps be 
of their own glass houses, ran to tell t 
or make trouble. Indeed, not only were 
cuckolded husbands or betrayed wives 
protected from hunthul intelligi 


bi 


asics 
they 
asked 
semi 
gath 


tial е сопс 
however, 


ngs. 
olfered 


1 TOD You, Lucillé... 
NOTHING WILL 
; MAKE THEM MOVE 


more sprightly spoofings of the signs of our times 


humor By DON ADDIS 


1 WISH You 
WOULPNT LETGO ш... 
бо QUicKLY is Е 


. } капка, 15 
S ; ORGANICALLY 
Sea ad GROWN , 


. YOURE Gonna LIKE UNDA. SHE HAS 
TRUST ME, FRANCIE... 1 CAN SPOT * THİS ORAL FIXATION. 
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the conspiracy of silence prorcaied. June 
or Bill, should it be discovered that Bob 
at 


periodically enjoyed his secretary or th 
Jane found occasional comfort in some 
third man's theme. To tke a lover 
almost synonymous with taking а second 
wife or husband 

Such second wives or husbands orig- 
inally provided immense satisfactions 
One might cat of the fruit without wa 
tering the tree. Yet—hecause no one was 
cager to wreck a friend's home, or his 
or her own—one ran small risks outside 
the norms of accidental discovery. One 
might know sexual variety, even a spe- 
cial tenderness, without paying in worry 
of due bills or mortgages: need not view 
one's partner flopping about in hair curl- 
crs or unshaven: might be spared echoes 
of gaseasing faris or careless. splashy 
pisses from open-door-policy bathrooms. 
One need listen only to sweet gossip ol 
the unsuspected sexual peccadilloes of 
old acquaint hetter yet—to the 
heated whoopings and sensual cries of a 
partner who came. best foot forward. de- 
termined only to throw a loose-jointed 
untroubled fuck nd 
debts be damned. There were vestiges of 
romance, too, in the simple fact of illicit 
rendezvous; one might imagine a dash of 
Bogart or Flynn in himself: feel leaner 
meaner, briefly unconquerable. Perhaps 
one never is so warm as when ж 
in another man's blanket. 


NCES oi 


dishes, diapers 


These couplings provided romantic 
illusions of near perfection, as Holly 
wood and the marriage manuals had en 
cowraged—and as deposits of baby crap. 
ledhaired  prebreakfast | burpings, 
mediocre home cooking, lost freedoms 
and other unwritten guarantees of the 
marriage comma sadly could not 
Opium. of course. Pipe dreams. Bubbles 
for bursting. A second husband or wile 
eventually came to act like one: to criti- 
c. nag, require, demand. Disstisfied 
with earlier near. perfections. one or an- 
other partner ultimately and perversely 
demanded impossible confessions, di 
vorces, new beginnings Threats fol- 
lowed tears: final cleavings followed. iu 
suner мер behind growing thoughts 
Í dangerous explosions threateni 
public exposure, domestic chaos and ca 
reer embarrassments. Pangs of new losses 
soon would be replaced by sighs of rclicf 
nd resignation. Ah. it hurt good! And 
after private internal vows never again 
o become so vulnerable to viciimization, 
the lovers were free to seek fresher. more 
exciting. more nearly perfect sins, 


Wiser and more mature, we now were 
situated 10 assist our children toward 
boiching their own sex lives. If our per- 
sonal practices were more permisive 
than those of our parents, we remained 
most as traditional (and grew more 
hypocritical) in our teachings. Mothers 
who had known the delights and dangers 


of multiple roots gave harmless pet 
name 

preaching purity to their daughters. F 
thers hid their dirty books. prurient 
thoughts and soiled linen. Maybe we no 
longer claimed delivery by storks; none- 
theless. we offered only vapors їп fail 
ing to explain exactly how the cute little 
baby got into Mommy's stomach. И we 
did not threaten a 
masturbators with 
we remained conventionally 
at thoughts of prematurely pregnant 
daughters or diseased sons. The 
Elvis waggled his ass and dry-humped 
microphone stands or the air disturbed 
as well as amused us once we saw our 
children digging and then emulating. Av 
once starstruck fans and repeated vic 
tims of lust, we recognized its subcon 
beginnings. Unfair that lust 
should cause us trouble in our descend 
ants. it having so devilishly tormented 
our own flesh and lives. 

Such selfish, protective thoughts sur 
faced at a time when we foolishly half 
presumed ourselves finished with the 
cient. instinctive seekings. That time 
often around 35, when the 
suddenly scems not worth the candle 
What gain in all those tiresome decep- 
tions, hustles, risks. disappointm 
We have sampled strange nectars; How 
ever sweet they once may ha 
on our tongues, what purpose remains in 


to their sons’ personal tools while 


new generation ol 
blindness or 


worse 
terrified 


way 


scious 


comes. 


ame 


gistered 


courting their certain vinegars? Might 
abstinence make the heart grow fond 
er? Men in such musings take to smok- 
ing pipes: women adopt ceramics. More 
energies are poured into the making of 
money and йз domestic spendings. 
Recreation rooms are newly furbished: 
station. wagons replace convertibles with 
whi Dogged attentions are 
showe PTA. meetings litle- 
I-fry ballet recitals 
Television is more watched: books are 
more rea € carlicr to bed. We 
gain weight without sceing the ounces un- 
til they announce themselves as pounds. 
Our couplings—at home or away—grow 
more sporadic, more perfunctory, more 
dutiful. Rip van Winkle slept here. . 

Ah, how false the signals of peace! 


sidewalls. 
d on 


league heroics. эт 


we 


1 suppose you could call us Old Boss 
now. We 15 ог past, veterans of 
many bedroom wars; we have taken our 
diuo abor- 
hs. 
1 their orig 
lost their 
rave or other attri 


are 


casualties in messy divorc 
tions and double ditto in-house de 
ge have shi 


A high percen 
inal wives and. 
replacements to th 
tions. We have reached that sta 
“all the news just re- 


in some cases. 


as John Pri 

peats itself”: we are not easily surprised. 
Our children have risen apart from us, 

becoming semistrangers who visit during 


e si 


summer vacations to puzzle with their 


deepening voices. rapid growths and 


ational secrets. We know 
cnough of them and of the world, how 
ever, 10 sense that they no longer sleep 
in innocent sexless wonder. They are 
children of their century and their dec- 
ade, precocious random honest fornica- 
tors and straightforward smokers of 
dope. And though it was inevitable that 


clannish. ge 


their world and their times would sl 
their appetites, we harbor nagging 
guilts of habits they developed—ol seny 
bloody abortions sullered or young lives 
forever limited by shotgun. weddings— 
during our absentecism, Ole Elvis, god 
damn, he got 'ет.. 


Since Gossing that invisible dismal 
border marking our 40th milestones. we 
һа erly tiptocd among middle 
sing booby traps wnexpectedly spring- 
ing themselves in the psyche. We drink 
more than formerly, paying more of our 
flesh in tardy incomplete recoveries. 
Some mornings we wake feeling, inex- 
plicably. thar nightroaming elves and 
па spirits 
Mod hair styles often 


dwarfs have beaten our bones a 
with small sticks 
fail to camouflage our upstairs losses; 
some gallantly fight the 
bulge, while others long ago met it way- 
ing white fags. In the night, we suspect 
malfunctioning bud 
owths, treacherous hearts plotting 
tack. John Garfield's heart burst while 
he was humping, you know. We have 
blinking selfaborting thoughts of those 


battle of the 


livers, 


years. approaching at jet speeds, when 
the mustard becomes too okl for cutting 
Life's game. at best, has ticked into the 
early third. quarter: We try not to think 
х we may be тко touchdowns behind 
third and long, Such musings are 
not improved by grandchildren or by the 
knowledge that—beginning with that first 
bleak dawn past our 10th birthdays—we 
have lived closer to the frosty borders of 
60 than to those sunny 
climes of 20. 

Think not, however, that we zipped 
up or locked away our puds. No, for as 
in an earlier time, they again became 
vital to our personal afirmations. Our 
conduct as we passed 40 gave ex-wives 
the satisfactions of mumbling— 
with some accuracy—about there being 
по fools like old fools. Perhaps never be: 
fore had we run that agonizing old rac 
of the libido with full-throtile 
furies, with such crazed and manic 
don. Fair enough, we told 
Even long-distance runners go all out in 
the home stretch, eh, wor? 

The times have been kind to our Old 


remembered 


sour 


such 
aban 
ourselves: 


Boy needs and urges. Given the randier 


indinations, one may bed down in 
groups and clusters and bunches, boys 
and girls—even, once in a while. black 
and white—mixing together in multiple 
Once ihe guilt 


it beats old-fashioned wife 


vanglings. new flushics 


pass 


swap: 


all hollow, save for an occasional 


(and how it's made) 


If you think all tequilas are pretty much alike, just wait till 
you get а taste of Tequila Sauza. It's not only the best-selling 
tequila in the world — it's the only tequila you can use to make 
a Sauza Puss. Here’s how to doit. 


First, pour yourself a nice healthy shot of Tequila Sauza and 
cut yourself a wedge of lime. Then, whileholding thelime, pour 
some salt on the curve of your hand — between the thumb and 
forefinger. Now you're ready. 

While standing in front of a mirror, quickly lick the salt, 
bite into the lime, and drink the Sauza. Now look in the mirror. 

You've just made your first Sauza Puss. Congratulations! 


Tequila Sauza ! 


Tequila 80 Proof. Sole U.S. importer. National Distillers Products Co. NIC 
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“You lied to n 
do 


"е knou 


your face. Why, hell. you 
lvertise in the classifieds for 
such opportunities! There azines 
devoted wholly to swingers, specifying 
their place or yours and what French or 
Greek or leather or pec-peeing special- 
ties they enjoy. Such circuses arc not 
ined to the wicked Sodoms and Go- 
lis of the Eastern 
Nosir. our there in sm: Indian: 
or Nebraska or down yonder in de land 
ob cotton—in middle America, n 
folks are getting kinkier than û pi 
in a rainstorm. There are clubs you can 
belong to, with dances and trophies 
warded for trick fucki d best bi 
sexual pyramids and only Snan knows 
what all Yessir, yesterday's old. voyeur- 
istic dreams come alive right before your 
eyes in the nation's inns and motso- 
private bedrooms. Come on, now: Are 
such casual group minglings truly pleas- 
ing to Old Boys required to suppress all 
prior teachings belore stripping down? 

Yes. 

And по, 

The idea, maybe, 


can even 


« 


mor board, now. 


own 


is bet than the 


s about Santa Claus, marijuana and sex—how 
ow re nol lying to us about granola? 


ile fleshy part (h. do we 
revert back to those first guilty inexpert 
fuzzy boyish couplings when one found 
great chasms  betwe 
dream and the 
come at long last. 
flesh, full ci 

Yes there can be ıi 
and fevers in pl 


Have we 
ed old punished 


g saps. thrills 
in ole nameless hot сат 
multiple 
mounis without worrying over whose 
brands they wear or, even, how m: 
yowling spectators may watch one's fr 
vied buckings and snortings [rom the 
stands. When one’s head is properly at- 
tuned to such sex rodeos, the life of the 
cowboy is a wonderful one, indeed. On 
the other hand, the head does not always 
ag in perfect pitch: no, it с: 
key. Somebody gets excessively rough, 
someone else is too fat or 
third somebody becomes tardily posses- 
sive or а fourth insists on a particular 
al game one prelers not to play. 


ny 


з you! ой 


as halitosis. а 


m 


And after the initial fevers dissipate 
Iter he's had a ride or two, so to speak). 
an Old Boy siting in a corner with 


his wine and observing the hot buckings 
nd pitchings of others . . . well, he se 
some pretty silly, pointless and dange 
ous shit coming down. Maybe it’s just 
that one whose pater her had 
his head blown oll for being discovered 
in the wrong bed feels too much old 
veins—hears too much dan- 
gs fom his genes—to 
ble punching other men's 
ad girlfriends in front of their 
у eyes. Maybe, goddamn it, people 
simply ought to be better than that. 
Maybe, by God, some things ought to 
be sacred, Perhaps these are the last 
days... 

Well, invariably, group saps rise 
again. Still, one never participates with- 
out knowing decent. postperformance re 
gret l ones, often, easily brushed 
back imo the mind and locked in: large 
ones, sometimes, that spill out and howl. 
demanding to know of one what he has 
become: requiring answers he cannot 
give. 


Dithcult to speak f. those Old Boys 
who have retained their original wives, 
those who have given daily service to the 
tedious upbringing of children and to 
ring family turkeys on holidays. As 
litional values go. such Dear Old Dads 
wely deserve higher marks than those 
of us who have feverishly ramble 
whether by plan or by late or for reasons 
we cannot n search of periodic 
renewals. Certainly, the stavat-homes ap- 
pear more stable; probably they are 
more content (even if it has meant t 

ig back sails. stifling u 


wonders how many. if any, are truly hap- 
icr. Their sex lives, one suspects, 
relatively uninspiring: Variety à 
ave vital components in the sc 
and these the staysathomes have lar 
forfeited. One s for them I 
more than са vi i 
uneasy ings with 
cutie: on 
tioncering in Des Moines, Amd it has 
been est that such good family 
men represent key economic factors in 
the commercial reckonings ol whores. 
The few loyal family men with whom 
one has maintained dose contact. son 
nes seem to envy the more footloose, 
gh only perhaps when i 
reaches certain. ascensions or they've im- 
bibed past their. norms. Well, peace to 
such fine fellows; bluebirds and blue rib- 
bons 10 them, and unexpected bonuses of 
beautiful wanton airline hostesses or fiery 
Playboy Bunnies on their next ow 
They deserve prime consolation: 
In their private continuations, roving 
Old Boys conversely tend до seek out 
younger women—partners little or no 
older than their daughters—because, you 
see. they force the better pravings. Lim- 
ber, lithe and loving (not yet spent of 


ex 
this or 


that office 
ight stands while conven 


ishe 


the 


1001 


ngs: 


"This is my first fan letter ever. And it's to a car! 
Before | bought it, I knew the Civic was great on gas 
and priced right. But what a treat it is to drive! 
I could spend hours just making U-turns and parking in 
impossible places. 
I don't know if I can put into words how fine my Civic 
is and how much I really love it. 


pm Ann Fogethut, 


But I want you to know, I sure can feel it? лас cos 


Fo 


Honda Civic. More miles of smiles than anybody. 


emotional coin, relatively unscarred and 
not yet as bloody as the world shall ren- 
der them, Jooser than their mothers in 
their psyches and habits), they reassure 
with tales of younger bloods so impa- 
tient to achieve their own satisfactions 
that they ignore the sexual nuances 
in favor of boom-bam, thank-you-ma'am 
techniques, Such sweet songs make the 
Old Boys feel wise and appreciated tu- 
tors, allord rare opportunities to pity 
young men as well as to envy them: no 
small gilts to Dirty Old Men who need 
love, too. 

Risks may attend these May-December 
ions. Often people шімаке an Old 
Boy's lover for his daughter or too quick- 
ly deler him chairs at parties where all 
other revelers own flat bellies and seem 
to recall John F. Kennedy as our first 
President. Old Boys are likely to hear 
sarcasm or imagine insults in the polite 
sir" bestowed upon them; unless care- 
ful, they may brand themselves wal 
anachronisms through references to the 
Depression, 3-D movies or Dagma 
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while others are preoccupied with the 
challenges of sophomor 
uation of the n 


disconti 


year, 
draft or whatever 

ns, Old 
bove 
the roars of acid-rock bands may be led 
to solitary musings on the fates of bull 
elephants. In their cups, they may жо 
der at their true market value: God- 
damn it, am 1 just another foolish sugar 
daddy adored only for iny money, posi- 


lion, connections? (Pretty irrational: If 
the sexual revolu 1 movements 
“liberating” wom: affected the 


Old Boys, it certainly is to their profit: 
Not much demanded to marry in these 
enlightened times, they now offer th 
young lovers the freedom of fuller risks; 
they are free to pick amd choose and, 
having chosen, move on.) 

Even when things po spanking well 
ong the heats and sheets of Ma 
December couplings (even if one 1 
num difficulties making hi: 
‚ one may find h 


m Faulkner said on 
completing his final novel, “Гус been 
meaning to quit all this” Well, not 


exactly quit. Slow down, maybe. Pause 
to reflect upon what all those years of 
aglings and mixings hav on 
t has been gained or Iearned—or lost 
or forgotten—in life's many beds. 

Not that the balls whoop and clatter 
with any less enthusiasm when celebrat- 
ing their function; no, it’s just that per- 
haps they aren't as compulsive about 
calling attention 10 themselves as for- 
merly. A time comes when the excesses 

of youth seem not merely wasteful but 
foolish and somehow vulgar. One is 
tempted to advise his juniors that Rome 
wasn't built in a day, that the race—not 
234 always to the swilt—is too long for 


nd must be paced. Jaded Old 
Boy thoughts, of course. The musings of 


CANET possibilities, 
now is free to remember all the faceless 
ades and mock shows and to won- 
at the sum total of his fr 
islactions. 

And just as one becomes convinced he 
is at long last master of his libido and 


жай its incense, provides triggering new 
phirodisiaes, shoves | ard the start- 
ing linc арай 

Tt may happen as he enters some peel- 
ing old beer joint, close cousin to those 
of his youth, where Willie Nelson or Ray 
Price or Mickey Newbury sweetly wail of 
unrequited love while tough-faced young 
barmaids with firm prize asses twitch 
and switch them cnough to make good 
men quit home. He senses life's tang- 
ier juices in such pri 
gers and challenges: 
and heaving under paperthin sl 
(Ah, yes. not to Freud your thumbs 
to nubs, but: Fucking is stabbing: the 
joint is a gun; the spontancous language 
of carnality often employs the tongues 
of killers and sadists and footpads; 
more vengeances may have been gained 
on mattresses than im all of history's 
executions.) 

Or, another day. he spies the sleek 
groomed perfect face of a clothes filly 
striding her colors proudly on the side- 
walks of New York, carrying herself as 
transporting precious jewels, bearing the 


simple wonderful gift of herself. Or ou 
original life forc 


some sunny beach, 
seeming to creep up once again [rom the 
sca as if to settle in the groin's brain 
to whoop of renewing the species, he 
sees acres of womanly flesh—jiggling, 
bouncing. sprawling, strolling, running. 
slouching—in varied sun belts of tan 
hespeaking many seasons, and he may 


ache with the simple selfish impossibility 
of having it all. Or a lady in residence 
slips from the shower, at once cool and 


flushed, full of new mysteries hidden in 
lovely caves meant for exploring—and, 
well, over the roar of revitalized blood 
and the quick clamor of clapping gongs, 
he decides to postpone retirement 
least until tomorrow. 


And what of the used and discarded? 
Where are those luckless old. partners of 
"s fun? What are those sad 
these days? 
Repeating prior 
n unfinished 
semineophyte lovers new tricks and our 
old hidden mattress fr Нау 
own spi 
someone else's husband or roving Irec- 
lance opportunist. Still trying to find 
which shell hides the pea; still fitting 


holes to pegs; still wondering—just as we 
—at The Big Purpose, Let us hope 
such mixed blessings for them, anyway. 
The alternative is a surrender to the 
hounds and to dowager’s humps, а quit- 
ting of the spices, preoccupations with 
Jamentations and regrets (pointless wan- 
derings in stark old battlefields where 
even dead spirits have forgotten who 
won or lost, or why) and mean-spirited 
ious gossip more sinful than honest 
fornications. So sic ‘em, gals. Fuck ‘em. 
Irs tougher for women, of course. 
The fem libs are on to some 


ly wanted but couldn't obtain so- 
ciety's permission to abort or abandon. 
They've caught on that divorced or wid 
owed women—olten unskilled or with 
their skills atrophied, underpaid, pi 
sumed half-dotty or inherently 
born less frec, considered as brooding 
stock or live-in  maids—know excessive 
unfair horrors at the divisions of true 
spoils, All true, more or less. And. add 
tionally, there exists onc certain handi- 
capping sexist law unchangeable even by 
the combined best intentions of Beuy 
Friedan, Jill Johnston and Gloria $ 
em: Women simply have less пайейп 
lue the second or third or whatever 
anc around. They arc the sex market's 
used cars. Newer and more streamlined 
aodels roll off the lines cach year, and 
how does а 1931 Model A loaded. down 
with children and small dents (even one 
given careful polishings) compete with a 
spifly 1950 Caddy convenible complete 
with power steering, automatic drive and 
flying fancy [oxtailsz 
Women of a cer 
Girls: our tr 
structed from the grave to build nests 
fill them. That original male 
ig, Santa Claus, brought 
them dolls and dollhouses; gifted them 
with Lilliputian stoves, ironing boards. 
tea sets, portable vacuum cleaners. Life 


n age—The Old 


e сопи 


and to 


told them: Build nests; play house. The 
Old Girls now surely recognize such games 
lor their small profits. Even in their 


knowledge, however, they may have diffi 
culty in shedding Pavlovian instincts out- 
moded by the times and the new morality. 
They are more likely to attempt accom- 
modations with discredited mytlis; to seek, 
if not find, permanent arrangements. 
Love. Marriage. Yesterday's promises of 
wine and roses and vine-thatched cottages. 
Pretty good fisherp aded 
some mighty sorry catches that мау, 
have failed to attract good honest nib- 
bles—and so became prey for predatory 
nexpert an- 

glers casting blindly in dark swift waters; 
ah, pray for all human salmon struggling 
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Melt a man's heart with a gift of Johnnie Walker Red. * 


The world's favorite Scotch for the world's favorite season. 
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CIAUDIN OBSERNED „аро page 132) 


wanted. I wanted to be an actress, yet I 
ways liked things that money can 


Claudia already owns most of the luxu- 
ries she considers essential to her lifestyle, 
and she got them while collecting a. few 
rave notices that any starving artist might 
envy. When she starred in Unholy 
Rollers, а low-budget rival to Raquel 
Welch's Kansas City Bomber, Andy War- 
hols Interview gave her all the best of it, 
naming Rollers the best trash movie of 
1979. Variety's reviewer also saluted her 
s delivering the year’s hard-boiled per- 
formance. And talk about mean. no less a 
critic than John Simon—the man a hun 
dred seriously wounded actresses refer to 
as Genghis John or Jack the Ripper— 
looked with special favor upon Claudia in 
а 1970 off-Broadway revival of Dark of 
the Moon. “Simon said my performance 
up the stage like no wattage could. . 
Moving right along through her Man- 
hattan stopover, Claudia (reluctantly at 
first) holds forth on Claudia from the 
Plaza Hotel's Oyster Dar to the Auto- 
pub outdoor café ("Му god. look, fake 
grass,” she says. recoiling slightly, "and 1 
used to love New York") to a health- 
food restaurant olf Park Avenue. She 
turns out to be 1000dd pounds of dy- 
er short fuse, self-aware 
k 10 emphasize what 
she sees vements but. even 
quicker at airily summarizing some ol the 
schlock movies she intends to put behind 
her now. R g her current. Truck 
Slop Women, quoth Claudia, “I got so 
sick watching it, 1 had to check in at 
UCLA Hospital" She wraps up Gator 
Bait with, "It's a Swiss Family Robinson 
in the Texas swamps. . . . 1 just run 


‘ound, jumping out of trees and skin- 
ning all ily wrinkled 
nose says y about Group 
Marriage, Forty Carats and The Love 
Machine. 

audia wl nto the Plaza wearing 
a Tshirt emblazoned with GISCARD, a sou- 
of her mip to France, as well as 
gift she recently gave hersel{—a delicate 
bracelet spelling out B-I-T-C-H. in gold 
and diamonds. “Thats what I always 
play im movies. Though irs the op- 
posite of what 1 am really, Pm cast as 
а spitfive—bad-girl types—1 suppose be- 
cause being submissive is completely alien 
10 me. There many good female 
roles in film: lays. so I figure T'I 
come into my own when I'm about 30. 
At this point 1 can't play kids or 
hippies. and I sure as hell can't play the 
wronged wife . . . because you wouldn't 
believe a man cheats on me” And from 
that over shot of realist 
selLappr ues і 
less formal revelations, begins 
the Lact that she has been out dancing 
till dawn. "I danced with all the chicks 
at Le Jardin, There were no straight cou- 
ples there. believe me . . . only mixed- 
up twosomes, But I didn't want to hurt 
anybody's feelings.” 

She prefers то discuss Europe. where 
she relished having dinner with Bardot, 
meeting George Harrison, being photo- 
graphed on the Riviera by David Hamil- 
ton. loalmg in style between times at the 
Cannes Film Festival or at the fabulous 
Hotel du Cap in Cap d'Antibes, better 
known as Eden Roc. 

Her description. of an impromptu 
skinny-dip in the blue Mediterranean is 
the kind of story that helps such 


"It's an obscene phone call." 


1 watering places preserve 
Tt was an incredible day. I'd 
been cating magic mushrooms with some 
friends from the movie business, then 
wandered away stoned, took off my 
clothes and dove off Eden Roc into the 
sca. When J came out again, 1 couldn't 
find my way up to the same spot—but 
onshore, one 


ine must be ball irons 
in the hotel. He led me off through 
the pine trees, strk-naked, and showed 
ething that was supposed to be the 
ve of Anatole Frane id look, this 
Anatole France and all, but 
1 my clothes. for God's sake. 


is very nice, 
I've gor to fi 


“AIL 1 gemieved was the Giscard 
d'Estaing Tshirt lm wearing. 1 guess 
nobody wanted it. That was election 
time, and everyone I knew in France was 


for Mitterrand. Vor liscard was 
like voting for Nixo 

Claudirs opinions of men. like her 
opinions on everything else, arc rarely 
equivocal, "I've been surrounded by men 
it seems, for the better part of my life— 
and there are only about five or six that 
1 really know and respect. It would be 
hard to be male now. Being а man must 
be dillicult . ” 

The Jennings name has been linked 
by Hollywood gossips with Bernie Corn- 
feld, Johnny Carson and a host of othe 
celebrities, including a few she has never 


g for 


met. "You name them, or ask Rona Bar- 
теп... she's had а few good shots at 
me. The wath is much duller. Physically, 


ve always gone for the same type— 
nen. with tight little bodies. 

‘The tight Hule body in Claudia's life 
these past five years belongs to Bobby 
Нан, a successful record producer and 
writer. They share an acre or so of 
Los Angeles. living in single blessedness 
with a Dvcarold son Irom Hart's first 
"из the beautiful, traditional 
ke best,” 


“Though Claudia insists that she and 
Bobby prefer а quiet family life, enjoy- 
y separate [riends as well as mutual 
friends in movie and music circles, they 
are still a striki al pair 
by middle-American standards. Not, for 
sure, like your average back-yard-barbe- 
cue types out in Gerald Ford country. 
“Once person 
ance place in Ohio, and the Wel- 
come Wagon reported that if Bobby and. 
I were to move into their neighborhood, 


y unconvent 


I was doin 


al appear- 


som 


they would certainly noi welcome me 
ог want to live next door to me... . 
When 1 heard that one, I started. to 


laugh. 105 funny, because Bobby is a 
very spiritual 1... he's into 
Eastern religions. Fm more carefree 
than he is, but maybe I'm settling down. 
I don't go out on dates, Never.” 

Their fidelity pact, according to Clau- 
dia, was her own idea. “Bobby had a big 


serious n 


reputation as a swinger when he called 
my roommate once, looking for some- 
body nice to go out with. I was in Chic: 
go at the time, shooting for Playmate of 
he heard that, 
the phone never stopped ringiu 

“Our first date was instantaneous im- 
рас. He came over t looking 
at each other until he asked where I 
wanted to go. Then, how about over to 
his house for a cup of tea? Tea? Т thought. 
OK, 1 can handle that. So we finally put 
the teakerle on, and I guess the water 
just boiled away all night.” 

The glint of humor in € 
сус» looked about to i 
Olympic 
1 didn't b 
"Then he called to say he nceded time to 
think. I told him 1 just don't do ihi 
that way, but I di t him sleeping 
with anyone else. He thought that was a 
bit much. Bur T moved in a little later 
and been u ever since. I 
hadn't ever lived with а guy before. But 
I ell you. when 1 make up my mind 
what's good for me, it usually is." 

That Eknowawhere-nrgoing tone. is 
pure Claudia and conveys more than a 
hint thar anyone who doesn't like the di 
rection she's headed сап get off at the 
next stop. Taken in toto, however, she 
presents an alluring argument for hang- 
1 there. Even a bi ng 


the Year, and as soon a 


d we 


n't wa 


we've gether 


expedition with С 
breathless. Pri 
Kennedy Airport, she 
Laurent’s men's boul Madison 
Avenue to buy things for Bobby—and 
spends just under $1000 on two velvet 
jackets and four silk shirts (pink, burnt 
orange, rust and blue) in а total elapsed 
time of 23 minutes. “Holly's Harp clothes 
are all I wear,” she says, “along with 
jeans, Tshirts and blazers.” 

Claudia cont 
lessly gathering up Tshirts and baubles 
in her suite at the Sherny-Netherland, re 
peating for the record that the Queen of 
the Bs is abdicating. "Every film 1 ever 
did has made money. I have a following. 
thanks partly to rLayney and to the 
people who know me from drive 
movies. When 1 went to Hollywood, the 
day of the с over. but T 
had to deal with a lot of squinrely types— 
nd I'm done with it. I like straightfor 
ward people. ОГ course, І have quieted 
down a lot. but I was born with an opin 
ion on practically every subject, and 1 
used to think everyone needed to know 
my opinion, I suppose thars why I have 
a reputation in Hollywood for being 
tough 

Tough? Maybe. But even while weigh- 
ing the charge, she shows a child's in- 
nocent delight in demonstrating the 
adup bathtub toys she bought a day 


lia cam leave а guy 
to her departure for 
auses at Yves St. 
que on 


(ues to muse while care 


g couch wa 


earlier at Е A. O. Schwarz—two red, 
spewing whales (one momma whale, one 
baby) and a blue-plastic frog with a 
hell of a kick. Thats another Claudia, A 
girl who is whatever she chooses to be, as 
the photographs show. Just the same, 
there are two or three more things you 
ought to know about her: 


been mind over matter, a bit too cere- 
bral for my own good—though in L.A. 
it’s difhicult to be an intellectual. since 
there's no one to be intellectual with. 
п patience, and 
"When things become 
boring to me. 1 create situations. I get 


the crazies sometimes. - 

* She exudes a kind of aristocratic 
self-assurance proved to be the sine qua 
non of movie stardom for every aspiring 
cover girl [rom uren Bacall to Raquel 
Welch. Claudia states her own case suc 
cinaly. looking ripe and ready: "I'm nor 
like Cicely Tyson, who cla 
done a thing professionally she can't be 
proud of. Well, Z have. I've done every 
thing the hard мау. made a lot of 
money. Obviously, Pm bright. I'm also 
wealthy, 
and а damn good actress 
for self assurance? 


educated, 1 photogeni 


MASTER CHARGE 
Helen. Lorraine. Jackie, Evelyn. 
Sue. Ginger. Bunny. Mary Lee. 
Alice. Meg. The Master Charge 
card is good in more places 
across the country than any 
other card. And, if you lil 
can stretch out your payments. 


e, you 
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TOPOF FENNORLD | couinsed fron page 156) 


Mondragon twisted his head from side 
to side, was experiencing difficulty in 
breathing. The fog was so thick. He 
could see it swirling past the wing braces: 
the propeller threw litle pars of it at the 
windscreen, where they smashed silently. 
He felt slightly nauseated, dizzy, felt as 
though the plane were flying on its side. 
He wondered why the big jets never af- 
fected him this way. He could not see the 
ground at all. Only the murky claustro- 
phobic gray. He was holding his shotgun 
so tightly that his fingers trembled. 


me span he Iculated would keep 
them in the safety of. Mondragon's val 
ley, but ahead he could detect а thinness 
the fog. а bright spot, and he steered 
for it. The spot grew rapidly w immense 
proportions, filled the cockpit with an 
explosion of white sunlight that caused 
Mondragon to throw a protective arm in 
front of his eyes. Streamers of surgical 
white gauze tore past. Then they broke 
out on top. 

"Relax," М 
of it” 

The world below almost pure 
white, hill country bathed їп sparkling 

ew snow, tight packed fluff balls of fin 

est cotton, Ahead and on cither side, a 
few mountain peaks jabbed through like 
granite warts. The sky was dark and 
deep. ultramarine, perfect and impl: 
ble, blue as the sky in outer space must 
be blue, a sky whose only mundane ref- 
erence was the molten orb of the sun 
Geeping up its eastern rim, It was very 
cold. Williams trimmed the plane and 
slid his numbed stick hand into the 
warmth of his armpit. 

Mondragon laughed. with nervous re- 
lief, "They might not be able to get back 
down, but for now he felt acute relief 
and slight embanassment that he had 
been so unsure of the Ama 
it was over he would apolo; 
that, not being ап aviator 
1 naturally been worried, 
mended no lick of confidenc 
looked around, tying to iden 
h the fog. 
irked the boundaries of his estate, 
s if he had never seen them 
before, this perspective was so different. 
Far ahead were layer upon layer of 

ountains, much higher than those be- 


ams shouted, "We're out 


was 


с, expl 
himself, 


he 
but he had 


was 


ncath them. That would be Real de Ca- 
torce. He pointed, turned. to William: 
“There. It is those mountains there. 


‘They crossed the mountains forming 
the walls of the valley and found that 
they contained the fog as if it were water 
pressing at a giant dam: A few streams 
of cotton feather squeezed through the 
spillways of the pases but did not 
threaten flood. The unfogged mountain- 
sides, except where too sheer, were cul- 
ated. There was no wind. Smoke from 
cook fires rose straight in lines that 


might have been drawn by charcoal pen- 
єй, funneling slightly and dissolving. 
The slanting sunlight livened the crim- 
son of the Ше roofs of the farmhouses. 
‘The stubbly row tops in the fields, some 
curving to follow the contours of the 
hillsides, were luminous gold, clearly de- 
lineated draftsman's strokes, but the fur- 
rows were filled yet with shadows of 
liqu . Far down a valley to their 
right was a hacienda, surrounded. by 
green winter whea 

They kept climbing and every 1000 fect 
Williams leaned forward across Mondrag 
оп» shoulde 
control. 


higher still, He had studied the map 
carefully the night before and the high- 
est peaks were listed at 12,000 plus or 
minus. He knew from actual observation 
that the maps were not very accurate. 
The rail lines were OK, but not much 
else. Which was one of the things he 
liked about it down here. You were real- 
ly on your own. It was almost like ex 
plori undiscovered country, like 
barnstorming in the States must havc 
been, like flying the mails in Lindbergh's 
day, like all lying before the FAA and 
sophistication and regulation. 

They leveled olf at 19,000. Williams 
was short of breath, though a sea-level 
pilot had no bu altitudes like 
this without oxygen. He took several 
deep breaths. He could not remember 
ther hyperventilation increased or 
decreased your altitude tolerance. The 
mountains ahead were cone-shaped and 
bare, great stone tepees. He was glad it 
was morning still, cool, as he imagined. 
there were some ferocious drafts around 
here when things warmed up. 

Mondragon picked out the pa 
led to Real de Catorce, the old mining 
ng the Jast century, it had 
been the richest silver lode in the world, 
wellspring of much of Mexico's wealth, 
а city of 100,000 sandwiched into a val- 
more like a crevice at 11.000 
His family had owned a number of 


ness at 


s that 


the mines and, in fact, Porfirio Diaz, the 
old dictator, had gone up there in his 
special wain for the wedding of his, 
Mondragon's, grandparents, a very con- 


siderable tribute to the family's position 
and prestige. The clippings from the 
Mexico City papers and some old pho- 
tos, yellowed and brite, were in an 
album that his wife showed to visitors. 
Walrus mustaches and bustles, stiff backs 
and striped pants, boiled shirts and heavy 
medals, pearLstudded combs in high-piled 
hair, His grandfather had owned, in addi- 
tion to the mines, over 1,000,000 hectares, 
"The mountain land over which they were 
going to hunt had been a part of i 

OF course, none of it had survived the 
revolution. The insurgents had torn up 
the rail line, heated lengths of iron and 


twisted them into grotesque forms and 
pushed the rolling stock over the pre 
pices and dynamited the roadbed, and 
the mines had closed down, never to re- 
open, Now you needed a jeep or a burro 
to get to Catorce at all. About 200 people 
still lived there, subsisted on pick m 
and dreams of rejuvenation. 

ad fled to France with half the 
country’s gold reserve and they һай 
cuted his grandfather, stood him agai 
the wall of the municipal building and 
shot hi gon had seen the bul- 
let pocks. In a way, that had been just. It 
‚ after all, people like his grandfather 
who had created and nurtured thi 
tions that had made the revolution in- 
evitable. Mondragon, ancestry to the 
contrary, liked to think of himself as a 
liberal man, had been a political-science 
major in college. 

Williams was flying semiautomatical- 
ly. He had the planc perlectly trimmed 
and the air was smooth. He kept his 
hands under his armpits, nudged the 
stick with his knees to make minor cor- 
rections, let his mind drift. He wondered 
it would be possible to make a living 
flying around here, Maybe a combina. 
tion agricultural and charter service. 
Probably not. He knew there were a lot 
ol problems licensing planes in Mexico, 
getting yourself licensed. They liked 
Americans as tourists but not as competi- 

ion. But if it went well today, he might 
be able to cultivate this Mondra; He 
clearly had plenty of money and money 
was drag. 

Williams had lost his license in the 
States, and even though the revocation 
was not permanent, had been for only 90 
days, fewer than 60 now, it would make 
getting а job dilhcult when he got back. 


Hannibal, Missouri 
ist had got his regi 
number, filed a complaint. Reckless Пу- 

the had accused him ol. No 
person may operate an aircraft in a carc- 
less or reckless manner so as to endanger 


the life or property of another. FAR 61, 
part ten. 
‘There had been a hearing, his da 


court, but he had not had much to 
no defense other than a fresh haircut 
nd shave and his best and only su 
declarations of remorse and. promises of 
n. The board had been espe. 
urbed that a pilot of his rela- 
tively many hours, a professional, would 
indulge in such show-off ill conduct. 
Secretly, he supposed, the examiners had 
sympathized. They were all pilots, one of 
them a hoary old-timer with a wispy carly- 
birdman mustache, and Williams thought 
they had imagined themselves in his place, 
a member of the fraternity indulging 
himself in a Tittle extracurricular relax- 
ation who got caught їп а web of chance, 
a snare sprung by the na 


tiness of some 
alarmed and envious Oldsmobile jockey. 
Which had not been the case at all: 


“But, Nancy, couldn't you just leave cookies and 
milk for Santa, as you always did before?” 
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Williams’ wife had just left him. Her de- time a measure of domestic tranquillity because it seemed the proper thing to do, 
parure had been а long time coming, with that bribery, The airlines meant а sort of ceremony to note an important 
had been threatened on innumerable money and status and living im onc passage in his life. 

occasions, was in no way a surprise, but are and children, order and They were in the pass to Catorce now. 
nonetheless, it had been an event of some cy. But he had never The spiraling road, which looked morc 
portent and he had felt the need to mark a able to bring himself to make the like а goat trail, the whole valley was 
it. They had married young and the life move. She had said at the end, with con- still in deep shadow. Williams doubted 
he led, his flying, his type of Aying, had siderable bitterness, t if they ever got more than a few hours’ 
worn what they had together down and was because he was afraid no line would sunlight on any day. It was strange that 
finally had worn He could not have him, was cowardice, false pride, a place so high should be so dark. The 
change. Or had not wanted to cha and she had been partly right, bur tl were scared by slag 
which amounted to the same thing, other part was that he liked what he was ише over the remains of 
he had seen her freshness and enthusiasm, doing—following the crops and flying the city. massive st ls. a few roofs. 
her early pride and delight in him, sand- charter and the mails in Beech 185 and cobbled streets running at impossible 
papered into hard resentment by Texas — Lockheeds in the winter, being а round- angles, piles ol crumb dobe, the 
heat and Dakota cold, by the emery sifting engi a in the era of the turbine, black eycholes of the mine entrances, the 
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of red Oklahoma dust, by rwoscore moves Mest of their trouble had been his fault awnings of the market forming tiny im- 
nd a succes me houses in neon — and, to make the uouble worse, that had probable blots of bright color. 
h ө shared the traits never bothered him enough to make him Mondragon picked out his grandi 


graceless change. Yet he had loved her and had ег house, an enormous structure n 
the center of the city. Like everything 
«фе in Catorce, it had been curved from 
the rock mountainside. Some of thc 
rooms were 100 feet higher than othe 
е doors, тооз, window frames were 
all missing, torn out for fuel, but the 
walls were perfectly intact, composed of 
beautifully fitted blocks of granite two 
meters thick, His great grandfather. had 
imported stonemasons from Italy, A tent 
was pitched in the center of the ball- 
room, some squatter or perhaps a hunter. 
He bad camped in the rums himself 
many times, had come up here as а boy 
h his father on hunts for mountain 
lion. They brought hounds and he re- 
Tübered cu next 10 hem for 
warmth, net minding the kennel smell, 
after the fires had died. Wood was very 
ein Са 1 usually they packed 
a only what they needed for cooking. 
He had loved climbing around the 
ruins, reconstructing the grandeur. the 
walls whitewashed and hung with dark 


of unreliable plumbing, 
ness, either an absence or am excess of not wanted her to leave and when she 
vent did, he had gone flying, rolled a Stcar- 

He bout to apply lor man around not in joy or triumph 
an airline job, had obtained for a long or tion with self-destruction but 


orce ai 


portraits and. rich tapestries, a castle out 
of one of his boys’ books, imagining that 
he had lived there, would someday be 


master of it all. He bad asked innumera- 
ble questions of his father—What was 
this room? Where was your room? What 
like? And he had 
explored the mine shatts, scared at first 
of the damp and dark, climbed into rusty 
gondolas, brought back hand picks and 
mierns, lumps of ore, once 
some primitive blasting caps. His father 
had answered ihe questions patiently 
enough, although alter the blasting caps, 
1 forbidden him to play in the shafts 


the 
е man, ev 
the ti 


son, 
he was a itle 
boy with adult gravity and a certain dis 
tance, They had never been friends: 
was as if his father were waiting, some- 
what skeptically, for him to come of age, 
achic nity, accomplish something 
that would allow them хо be equal. 

His father had grown up during 
the years of upheaval, survived, even 
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prospered, when most voung men of his 
background were dead or in exile. He 
had run guns into Sonora, commanded. 


all the while accruing a fortune of his 
own. By the time Mondrage born, 
the country had stabilized and his бае 
revered as one of the minor heroes of the 
revolution, the place of his birth and the 
former position of his family по longer 
a stigma (in fact, in certain circles, those 
attributes had a definite snob value), 
spent all of his energies, except those re- 


served for hunting, consolidating and in- 
creasing his own wealth 
Ic was on those expeditions of his boy- 


hood that Mondragon һай first seen the 
mountain eagles, watched them soar and 
glide and wheel so calmly 
thout elfort, as he and his 
the men, the horses and hounds 
pack burros, had struggled 


and 
the 


at the smallest exertion, After ten min- 
utes’ hard climbing at this altitude, your 
mouth tasted like copper. In the days of 


the imported stonemasons, they h 
West Indian slaves in the m 
they averaged only ten уса 
lungs were dogged or burned out. 

Mondragon һай shot at sev 
with high powered r 


gles 
les bur never hit 
опе. They moved with deceptive speed, 


seemed, like an airplane, to be floating 
almost stationary when actually they were 
traveling rapidly. His father had told 
him the best way to kill one was with 
bait, а live rabbit or rat, and а blind, 
though the eagles had such acute visio 
it was difficult to build or find a blind 
they could not detect. Ever since boy- 
hood he had wanted one. 
Mondragon did not us 
ing all that well. He had ре 
hun and all the nx 
hunted—it was often an accessory lo 
business dealings—and his father had 
been a great hunter, had even made a 
safari to Africa. Mondragon shot well 
«nough—his father had insisted on that— 
but hunting had never assumed the 
proportions of a passion with him, was 
something he did in the natural course 
of things because it was expected of him. 
Ako, he mildly disapproved of the 
connotations. A peon shooting rabbits 
for ie thing, but he 
ко City who made 
pas every year to kill jaguar. 
expeditions were always complete with 
tents and cots and ice and the actual kill- 
ig was done from a safe blind by torch- 
which hypnotized the cats, and 
Ч the entire hunting party 1e- 
4 to Acapulco to recuperate from 
ials of the bush. 
‘The only thing Mondi 


ly like hunt- 
brought up 
1 Of his station 


could 


gon 


remem Шу wanting was ап eagle, 
and he had not thought about that seri- 
ously for years, since before he went 
away to school. Had not thought about 
it until this American 1 chanced into 
his valley and they ha talking over 
beer about the mountains and flying, 
though the idea to hire the American 
and his airplane to shoot an eagle had 
suruck him with such force that it seemed 
he had been carry the back of 
his mind for a long time, that when the 
opportunity presented itsell, the plan 
was there, completely formed, as il he 
had been preparing it for yea 

Williams turned away from the city, 
skimmed along the surface of a peak. 
The slopes were a jungle of precariously 
bal. need boulders, swetches ol sheer 
aged outcroppings. They were 
hcdgehoppiug, no, boulder jumping, at 
ly 13,000 leet. Trust in God and Ly- 
They had no other choice. For 
fist time in all his flying, 
ns could not imagine a successlul 
forced landing. These had to be the 
ns in the world, 
ly devoid of vegetation, Maybe 
they had once been forested, like the 
Colorado or Wyoming Rockies, and, 
over the centuries, the peons had cut the 
trees for wood, but he did not think so, 
there was too much bare rock for there 
ever to have been even shrubbery. 

He just hoped they could find 
eagle now. He knew pilots in the big 
Bend in Texas who hunted cagles for 
bounty and remembered they had told 
him that you patrolled near the nesting 
areas and the birds came to you, were ar 
rious. They were not afraid of aircralt, 
were not afraid of anything, could not 
conceive that another creature of flight. 
ight cause them harm, and you had to 
watch out for collisions. They saw you 
long before you saw them, liked to play 
chicken with you. 

He leaned across Mondragon's shoul- 
der, the plane tilting, and opened the top 
half of the door. The rush of wind was 
awesome, a turbulent force that envel- 
eled them like heavy 


Mondragon was pleasantly excited, He 
cocked his shotgun and studied the crags 
and sky ahead. He was enjoying the 
flying, wandering at will above this im- 
possible country of his boyhood, his 
heritage. Far to the north, toward Monter- 
t cloud bank, but other- 
wise the sky was vacant, softer now that 
sun was higher 
They flew for an hour, banked around 
and made shallow darting dives 
into the canyons; they saw nothing but 
rock below and sky above. The moun- 
tains warmed in the sun, thermals began. 
The plane bumped like a speedboat on 
led water. The mountains seemed ut 
terly deserted, no burros or cattle or 
goms nor even game, a landscape never 
intended to support life. 


The eagle materialized at the limit of 
sight, a distant dot that might have beer 
а bug speck on the windscreen. It came 
d them quickly, almost before either 
of them v 


by high on the side 
door. Mondragon had no ch. 
The men had time to registe 
of curved beak, glint of eye, a spread of 
g that seemed as wide as their 


away from the open 
ice to shoot. 


ound to the 
right. He banked so hard the ship shud- 
through the air on the edge o 


pick up the bird, maneuver for posi 
‘The eagle was rising away [rom them in 
a graceful chandelle, rising without visi- 
ble movement of its wings, with n 
struggle. Williams had a moment to ad- 
mite and appreciate the precision of its 
flight, wish that they could just circle 
around with it, play aerial promenade. In 
the Midwest, he had played such games 
with hawks, chased them and turned with 
them and ridden the thermals. 

Almost reluctantly, he fire-walled the 
throttle. The only discernible response 


was a sluggish pitch change in the en 
gine growl. Mondragon was leaning out 
into the blast, holding his glasses in 


place with one hand. Williams hoped he 
knew what he was doing, would not 
shoot the prop or onc of the wing struts. 
The eagle hung virtually motionless at 
the apex of its zoom, balancing with 
slight movements of its wings, а delice 
treading of the air. It might have been a 
lifescale model suspended by an invisi- 
ble string from the roof of heaven. Then 
it rolled toward them, poised for an 
stant on the knife edge, and dropped 
straight at them like а fighter-bomber 
beginning a run, Instinctively, Williams 
snapped the Cub almost vertical, 
pirouetted off to one side on a wing tip. 
He heard the shotgun slam twice and a 
spent shell with a cardboard case of kelly 
green dropped into his lap, smoke wisp- 
ing from its open end. He flopped the 
plane level and a mountain, big as 
the world, was rushing at his windscreen, 
and he stood the plane on 
„ fear causing а Шпоры 
blood in his temples 
Mondragon was turned around 
seat, pointing excitedly behind 
His face was wind flushed and his hair 
y. Williams checked the 
looking for pellet 
» had not shot 
K. The plane seemed 


n the 
them. 


was tousled crazily 


эреп sid 
atters, hoping the Mexi 


them in the gas 
10 be intact. 

“I hit him,” Mondragon yelled, 
‘Just so you didn't hit us." 
“Tum, He is behind us. 


Turn that. 


way. 
They came around and Williams 
could not sce the bird, scanned the 


Would he walk 
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empty sky. He did not believe Mondrag- 
оп had really hit it. 

“Down there.” 

Mondragon was pointing at a ledge to 
their right. The ledge dropped away 
into a canyon that appeared bottomless, 
deep and dark and narrow as a well. 

"We can't go down there," Will 
d. 

‘Then he 
gn 
cd. He banked toward it, made 
pass on the side where Mondragon could 
not shoot, The eagle flapped its good 
wing awkwardly. Blood dripping 
from its beak and its eye was shot out. It 
reminded Williams of a robin he had 
shot as a little boy. He had had a new 
pump BB gun and had been showing oft 
lor his younger brother, shot the robin 
out of the cherry trec in their front yard. 
"Ehe shot had not killed it, had broken it 
ng, and it stood dazed on the ground 
as they came up to it. He had known he 
had to kill it, put it out of its pain, and 
he had fired five or six more umes with 
no apparent effect. The bird had tried 
to hop away, making pitcous litle chirp. 
ig sounds, and finally had remained 
at them dumbly and hope- 
sly. His brother had been crying. He 
shed its head with the stock. 
causing the same weakness and tumbling 
sensation in his chest and stomach that 
he felt now. 

‘They came around in, from the 
other and Mondragon's shot- 
gun slammed, The great bird crumpled, 
slipped off the boulder and over the 
ledge, fell into the dark like a dead 
weight, a stone or a lump of ER 
in space. Mondragon turned 
around, smiling. 

‘They flew back to the va 


aw the eagle perched on a 


direction 


lley, passing 
ned 


city was still locked in 
ght have been a starless midnight. 
Ihe fog had bumed off Mondragon's 
amd Williams remembered how 
the place had affected him yesterday. He 
had found it by accident—the map did 
not show a strip—scen the tattered sock. 
The fields of alfalfa had appeared incred- 
ibly green in contrast to the mountains. 
There were stone walls, deep wells 
pumping «ікс, 
water, the sun on rows of aluminu 
phons, even whitewashed fences near the 


hacienda. He had made а low pass at 
the hacienda and there was a fountain in 
> surrounded by potted gerani- 


ind the big house were corrals 
and horses 
vows of n 


t cottages. Children had waved 
at him. That seemed like a very long 
ago. They landed and shut down 
the silence, the absence of wind 
was strange. They got out, 
stretched and Mondragon cleared his 
shotgun. Williams wanted to get his 
money and be gon 

‘We must have 


engine, 


a drink, 


Mondra 


gon 


said. He felt tired and yet clated, want- 
ed to tell his wile, wanted the American 
there to verify the story, regretted only 
that they had not been able to recover the 
bird. He would like to have had it 
stuffed. It would have made a magnifi- 
cent trophy. He thought this was how his 
father must have felt about hunting. He 
felt closer to his father than he had in 
years, His father had died soon after he 
had finished college and Mondragon 
had felt relief as much as loss. Mondrag- 
on and his father һай both. understood. 
that Mondragon was not like his father, 
not what his Га 
would be, though his father h 
accused nor even chided. But his father 
would have approved of this today, he 
was sure. There had been the wonderful 
moment when the cagle came at them, 
an instant that he knew would seem 
much longer 0 1 instant in memory. 
He had had time to think how clear it 
all was, the sky and the mountains tilt 
ing away and the bird dropping—it was 
someone else were there inside his 
id, watching and recording—and then 
tracking with the gun and the recoil 
bump against his shoulder, knowing 
even as he shot that the pellets were 
striking home. It was like no shooting he 
l ever done before. “That was—how 
do you say?—marvelous." 

“Thank you," Williams 
don't think so. I want to get to 
Potosi today." 

But you must stay. 

"No. I can't. Tve got to get going." 
"Williams paused. wanting to bring up 
money but not sure how to go about it 
iplomatically. 

Well" Mondragon 
sony.” This gringo was truly a st 
one. Mondragon could not think why he 
was upset. But he was a magnificent pi 
loto. Mondragon thought that һе would 
ve to learn to fly. His f 


id. "But I 
San Luis 


said. 


was in the United St 
he had never been interested. He w 
the American would nor leave 
sensed th: 
entreaties were offered. "We agreed on 
Iwo hundred pesos an hour, I believe." 
‘That's right.” Williams checked his 
watch. “We were up about two hours 
nd a half. 
Mondragon paid him out of pocket 
and Williams figured it into dollars, 40. 
Mondragon's wife, a handsome woman 
with a strong nose who did not look as if 
she would run to fat like most of them, 
and several of his men came up from the 
rienda mra were talking fast im 
panish, Mondra nd gestur- 
ound 


but 
he was going, no matier what 


ha 


the plane. M. 
АТ 
him, clapped him on the back, squeezed 
his shoulder 

“I thank you again. And please re- 
turn. I would perhaps like to take some 
lessons.” 


"OK," Williams said. 

He fired up and took off, flew directly 
out of the valley without circling or dip- 
ping his wings. When he had enough al- 
ide, he trimmed and leaned and sat 
back. It was getting pretty bumpy. He 
felt flat. washed out and he had а head 
che. Nevertheless, he also [elt at cas: 
what he liked best, being in an 
lone. That was what he liked 


This 


ne 
bout agricultural work. There was no 


an ne for passengers, for 


ng but the business of 


room pt 
anyone or anyth 


flying. He thought of the eagle, not of 
the crippled wounded creature perched 
on the boulder but of the way it had 


climbed away from them. It reminded 
him of soaring. He had a few hours in 
sailplanes, had worked at an airport one 
winter where he did some gli 
structing as part of his job. The times he 
had been able to go solo had been 
comparable, but it cost money to tow the 
sailplane aloft, so usually he had flown 
with students. He disliked instructing, 
loathed the necessity of trying to 
late things chat were intensely privat 
The trouble was that no matter what 


down [rom time to t 
were immensely rich, flying iney 
involved complications of finance, people, 
earthly enterprise, 

He passed over the mountains of 
torce and picked up the rail line 
San Luis Potosi. Far below, along the 
tracks. was a town, a collection of squat- 
ting adobe, dust, a few trees, an alum 
num water tower that reflected the sun 
like ball of quicksilver. A truck of 
some sort was crawling in from the west, 
though Williams could see no road. The 
truck trailed а long streamer of dust, 

Williams put the nose down and 
opened the throttle until the wind u 
screaming and the altimeter unwinding 
quickly and then he pulled back smooth- 
ly and hard, felt the gs press him down 
a three-fisted giant palming his head and 
shoulders, and the windscreen was filled 
with revolving blue sky, and then the gs 
slackened away to nothing and the hori- 
zon slipped into view. the saw teeth of 
the mountains, only they were inverted. 
He pushed the 
thrust away from the seat 
belt. Pebbles spattered against the roof 
id dust stung his eyes. A scrap of paper 
floated past his face. The engine quit 
abrupıly of fucl starvation. The 
tains were weird seen upside down. 
Plumes of oil smoke streamed behind. 
‘The only sound was the of air rush- 
ing past. He was sinking very fast toward 
the terrain; the mountains, the town, the 
tower, the sun-leaming thread of the 
rail line were all coming at him like a 
zoom lens [осим in. At the last safe 
moment, he Jet the nose fall through and 
the motor caught and he pulled u 


leveled off. 


against the 


moui 


and 


Tm 
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automobile into an oncoming milk truck. 
“Hello, Andrew," his wife said without 
"Il get him. 
When he came onto the linc, J told 
him I'd lost my job and necded at least. 
$3000 right away 
“Where am I supposed to get three 
thousand dollars?” he said. 
st to tide me over till I find anoth- 
er job." E said. 
“I don't h: 


three thousand dollars,” 


id, “1 know you've got 
three thousand dollars. I'm desperate, 
Dad. 
You've always been a pain in the ass,” 
he said wearily. 
1, tried to kill myself last week.” 
don't believe уо! 
T had the gun in my mouth." 
You're not that stupid 
“You're not stupid enough to de 
like that. 
“Dad, ples 


said. 
thing 


he 


‚ сап you wire me three 


thousand dollars? Can you send it right 
away? 

“When the hell are you going to grow 
up. Andrew?" 

“D: 


age five hundred.” he said. 
“Thank you. Thank you, Dad.” 
“And this is the last time," he said, 
and he hung up- 
It was four o'clock їп the alternoon, 
опе г.м. on the Coast. He had 


to me when he moved to Calif 
won't be needing a pistol in Beverly 
Hills" he'd told me. 1 thought of the 
gun as I went through the house lool 
for things I could hock. It was a Smith & 
Wesson .52-caliber revolver. The barrel 
was short, but the sight had bruised the 
roof of my mouth that day last week 
when I was about to take my own life. I 
thought of the gun aud I thou 
1 coming through the woods a 
ng the V sign at me and grinning. I 
mixed myself а double Scotch and soda 
and then went into the kitel 

"Beth," I said, I want to sell the sta- 
Чоп wagoi 

She t 
fired th 


ed from the sink. We had 
housckceper a month 
when it had begun to look as thou 
wouldn't find another job са 
Beth looked tired. It was a big house and 
she was having dificulty тш 
alone. 

“Why the station wa she asked. 
he station wagon is my car." 

“The station wagon is paid for 

“You can still get more for the Mer- 
cedes." 

“Beth,” I said, "1 need the Mercedes.” 

“Why?” 


aing it 


“If I look like I'm down and out, 
they'll know it" 

“Who will? Your ladyfriendsz" 

I don't have any ladyfriends, Beth. 13 
talking about prospective employers.” 

Do you take prospective employers 
for rides in your Mercedes: 

“Some of the places I've been going to 
are in industrial parks. The people 1 
talk to can look out their windows and 
sce what kind of car I'm driving: 

“Do they also come outside and leave 
lipsticked cigarette butts in your ash- 
tray?" 

“Beth, I'm going to 
wagon, and that's that. 

“Do whatever the hell you w: 
said, and she went b 
salad gre 

I sold the station wagon that after- 
noon. I got $3400 for it. "The next morn- 
ing, E went to the bı 
the money in the checking account. 

Then J tried phoning Alison. 


ll the station 


э». 


and deposited 


She was just leaving the house when I 
got there. She was wearing dungarees 
and a Navy pea jacket. T s the 
middle of November, but she still wore 
sandals on her feet. 


“You shouldn't have come here,” she 
said. "I told you never to come here. 
"I tried с 
bus; 
“What do you want, Andrew: 

"I want to make love to you 

“I told you no,” she said. “I told you 
we were finished. 

“And do you know what I did that 
day? I tried to kill myself. 1 went into 
the woods with my father’s pistol — 

"Andrew," she said, "that's a lot of 
crap, and you know it. 

"IUS true. E almost did it.” 

“What stopped yo 
drew, your car's right out there in the 
driveway; if anybody should sce it and 
mention to my husband ——' 

“The hell with your husband!” 

“Sure, the hell with him, I agree. I'm 
not worrying about Aim, I'm worrying 
about myself. I don't want to make 
waves, Andrew. I've got a very nice lile 
here. I don't want you or anybody else 
upsetting it. 

“You told me you loved пи 
“I did. I don’ 


g you. Your phone was 


she said. 


nymore.” 


"You can't just stop loving some- 
body.” 
pear 


"Alison, look, let’s go get a drink 


“Yes, the table is rising, but lhere's 
nothing supernatural about и.” 
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"You may think I'm a great lover, but to tell 
the truth, I'm frozen stiff.” 


someplace, OK? I just want to talk to 
you, OK?" 
You can talk to me here. You've got 
five minutes to talk to me.” She looked 
at her watch. 
“1 love you, Alison." 
“You don't love anyone but yourself, 
nyway, Г don't love you. so 
паге that.” 

Is there someone else? Js that it? 
Have you taken up with another man?” 
‘That's none of your business.” 

“That means yes.” 

“It means it's none of your business.” 

“Alison, just come for drink, OK? 

1 don't want to come for a drink; it’s 
only elev ck in the moming. Be 
sides, com nk means ending 
up in a motel. I don't want to go to bed 
with you, Andrew. Сап you understand 
that? Do you think you cin understand 
tha? 
You said it was better with me than 
id that. 


inymore." She looked at her 
iin. "I've got to go," she said. 


* she said, “get the hell out 
of here before I call the police, huh?" 

1 looked for Virgil: 1 don't know why 
1 looked for him. T drove all over the 
ing for him. 


e where the road becomes 
a wooden bridge that croses the river. 
He was standing there, looking down at 
the water. The collar of his long brown 
coat was pulled up over his cars. the 


There's a pl. 


soiled yellow mufler wrapped tight 
around his throat, trailing. He was hold- 
ing the paper parcel against his chest. 


and flashed the V 


at a lift?" I said, 
he said, and he got in. 


We drove in silence for several mo- 
ments. 

"How have you beer 

"Fine. You don't il 


yo 
“No. 
“You been to the city again?" 
"No," I said, “not today 
And then, suddenly, I was tell 
everything. I told him how Td registered 
with eney that specialized in plac 
ing highsalaried executives, but so far 
I'd struck out each and every time they'd 
arranged an interview for me. I told him 
I was beginning to think Ralph was bad- 
mouthing me around the field, can you 
imagine that son of a bitch fring mc 
after 12 years, sitting there behind his 
spotlcss desk and passing down orders 


from on high, just obeying orders, chum, 
that's all. sorry. chum, you drink too 
much. I told Virgil 1 honestly didn't be- 
eve T drank more than most men with 
the kind of pressures I had to live with, 
told him that on the afternoon ГА taken 
old man McGregor to lunch, he'd been 
the one who started tossing down double 
martinis as if they were going out of 
style. he'd been the one who'd got me 
drunk, for Christ's sake, and then had 
had the gall to phone that. same after- 
noon and tell the company he no longer 
wished to do business with us. 

“Well, that’s OK.” Virgil said. 

Because, what the hell, 1 told him, a 
man isn’t an alcoholic just because he 
has a few social drinks every now and 
then; you'd think I was a goddamn alco- 
holic the way Ralph was talking. firi 
me after 12 years with the company, can 
you imagine that, not even a gold watch, 
1 said, and laughed, and Virgil laughed 
with me, how do you like that, Virgil, 
not even a gold watch. And my fathi 


you know. the rotten bastard left my 
mother when she was 43 years old, c 
you пе that, she never raving, 


beauty, well, who the hell knows, I'm 
her son, how c son judge his own 
mother? Bur at 45, her chances of ever 
finding another man were nil, though he 
didn't have any trouble finding himself 
а young floozy, oh, no. She used to be a 
dancer in a show, Virgil, he took her out 
to California, bought a big house for her 
in Beverly Hills, swimming pool, tennis 
courts, the works, offered to send me 
5500, would jou believe it? Probably 
pays his goddamn Japanese gardener 
с than that in a week. Five hundred 
llars: E should have told him what he 
ly $500. 


d 
could do with his me 

“Well, yeah,” Virgil said, still laugh- 
ing about the gold watch. 

And my wife, I told him, you know, 
Virgil, you're a wise man never to have 
gotten married, you're not married, are 
vou, Virgil? I mean, what have I done 
for her over the years except bust my ass 
for her? You know how much that house 
cost, Virgil? A hundred and fifty thou- 
sand dollars, I still owe fifty to the bank, 
you think that doesn't bite into à man's 
salary cach month? And sending the kids 
to college? Lots of men, when their kids 
go off to school, they tell the kids they're 
on their own, no more tuition, fellows, 
no scs, you're on your own. I 
mean, what the hell. Virgil, I paid their 
way through private school, both of 
them, but does my wife consider that 
when she's yelling about other women, 
as if Гуе had a lot of them? Three 
1I the years we've been mar- 
not a lot. I'm not pro- 
miscuous, Virgil, I wouldn't call myself 
promiscuous. 1 enjoy it as much as any 
other man, but I don't go looking 
around for it, if it comes my way, it 
comes my way, I'm not a chaser, Virgil. I 


w 


men, i 


ed. Virgil, tha 


met Alison at a cocktail party here in 
and if you want to know the truth, 
she was the one who made all the ad- 
vances, I'm not kidding, Virgil. Started 

mg close right off and, well, you 
know, generally geuing me very excited, 
and practically to the point of being 
forced to ask her if she'd like to meet me 
for lunch one day. it was either that or 
get arrested, you know what I mean, 
Virgil? 

Virgil laughed. "Oh, yeah." he said 
“Yeah.” 

So today she tells me it's all over, se 
ond time she's told me that, as if the first 
time wasn't bad enough. I don't have to 
take that kind of стар from anybody 
Virgil, especially not a woman, 1 just 
don't have to. You know what 1 did the 
first time she told me? We were in the 
motel, same motel we'd been going to 
for the past two years, yes. Yes, Virgil, 
two years it was going on, this wasn't a 
casual thing, we loved cach other, or 
least 7 loved her, who the hell knows 
what she was doing all those years, ex- 
cept screwing her stupid brains out. 
Tells me while we're in the shower to- 
gether, tells me she thinks maybe its 
time we stopped secing each other, soap. 
ing my back while she tells me, says it’s 
time we moved on, time we experienced 
new things. I said What the hell arc you 
talking about? She said I'm trying to tell 
you we're finished, Andrew. through, 
over and done with, I'm trying to say 
goodbye, Andrew. 

T went home that day, 1 dropped her 
off where her car was parked first, and 
then I drove home and went upstairs to 
the bedroom where I keep my father's 
pistol in the top drawer of the dresser, 
Beth was downstairs, my wife, Beth, she 
was downstairs. And I loaded the gun, Ї 
put six cartridges into the gun, though 1 
knew I'd need only one, six cartridges, 
nd | carried it downstairs tucked into 
my belt, and T had three Scotches neat 
before I left the house. The barrel fit 
ily in my mouth, I was ready to pull 
the trigger. I had my finger around the 
trigger when you came into the woods, 
that’s what I was about to do that 
Virgi 


I was about to kill myself, сап 
you understand that, 1 was ready to take 
my own life, and then you stepped into 
the clearing and grinned and flashed the 
V sign. 

“Yeah,” Virgil said, and he grinned 
and flashed the V sign now 

Ahh, Jesus, I said, 1 don't know what 
I'm going to do next. If 1 don't get a job 
soon, I just don't know what the hell I'm 
going to do. You may find me out there 
ın the woods one day, just lying dead in 
the leaves, 1 swear to God, Virgil, 1 just 
don't know what I'm going to do next. 
The whole damn thing has collapsed, 
the whole damn house of cards 
fallen in on my head. 

“Well, don't worry, 


has 


VIS 
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“I just can't go on living without him— 
nol in this style." 


don't look like rain." 

1 dropped him off in front of the post 
olhce. He grinned and flashed the V 
sign at me and then dosed the door. I 
looked at the 
heen driving around for close to a 
hour. 

Fifty minutes, to be exact. 


I began looking for him regularly 
after that. 

I didn't know his exact walking route, 
but I did know I could find him at the 
wooden bridge at about two o'dock 
every nd T looked for him some- 
times two, sometimes three times a week, 
depending on how much 1 felt like talk- 
ing. I didn't know why I was talking to 
him. of all people. I still don't know. 
Maybe I just wanted somebody . . . neu- 
tral. Someone who wouldn't criticize me 
for drinking too much and blowing im- 
company deals, someone who 
t tell me I ought to grow up, 
who wouldn't always accuse me of run- 
ning around with other women, who 
wouldn't drop me for a new lover— 
somcone who'd just listen and say, 


“Well. that's OK. don't worry.” I talked. 
to him a lot and he listened, or at least I 
thought he was listening. His responses 
never varied, though as the wecks wore 
оп. he seemed to talk less and less, 
seemed never to laugh at the little jokes 
Т made, just sat in silence as I drove the 
back roads for close to an hour eadi 
time. 

1 had been telling him that things 
were no better, I 1 hadn't found 
job. Beth was threatening to leave me 
I didn't stop fooling 
which warning might have bee 
ng 1 so goddamn serious; 
I hadn't been to bed with anyone else 
since that day at the beginning of No- 
vember when Alison had soaped my 
back and told me we were through. Virgil 
listened in silence as I told him I w 
afraid I might try to take my own Ше 
again. I glanced at him, his face looked 
drawn, his mouth was tight. his shoul- 
ders were slumped, he seemed to ding 
more fiercely to the paper parcel tied 
with string. 1 stopped the car. I pulled 
up the hand bi 


around with other 


оша be doing me a 
if you took the gun and 
for me. I've got it in the glove 
compartment; Га appreciate it il you 
home with you and hid it some- 
And don’t tell me where you've 
t because, Virgil, if things don't 
c in a litte while, I'm going to be 
tempted to take that gun and stick it in 
my mouth again and blow ош my 
brains, and J just don't want to know 
where it is. Will you do me that favor, 
Virgil?” 

He began to whimper 
head 

"Virgil" I sai 


and shake his 


you've been a better 
friend to me in these past weeks than 
you can possibly know. You probably 
won't understand this, but being able to 
talk to you has made me feel a lot bet- 
ter; it's been a tremendous relief just to 
get some of this burden off my shoul- 
ders. Talking to you has done that for 
me, Virgil. And maybe you don't consid 
er yourself my friend, maybe you don't 
even know what the word friendship. 
means, but I'd appreciate it, I'd sincerely 
appreciate it if you took this gun and 
hid it away from me, because ГЇЇ sure as 
hell use it on myself if you don't." 

Virgil was still whimpering. | opened 
the glove compartment 

“Here,” I said. “It's loaded, so be care- 
ful with it. Just put it someplace, bury it 
in the woods, for all I care, just so I 
wan't he able to get my it OK 
Will you do that for mez 
gil shook his head and backed а 
from me. I thrust the gun into his hands. 

"Take it." I said 

He took the gun. In a small fright- 
ened voice. he said. "Will ir rain? Do 
you think it'll rain?" 


ay 


Ic was raining the next day when they 
found him in the woods. torn piece of 
brown wrapping paper and a broken 
piece of string were Iying by his side. He 
was wearing two sweaters under the long 
brown overc he rain fell steadily on 
the sodden leaves around him, washing 
away his blood. The pistol was still in 
his mouth. Nobody could figure out why 
he'd done it. He'd always seemed so 
happy-go-lucky. 

I found a job the very next week. I 
gil on the t 
з old and I see her every Friday aft- 
n we spend two or three 
hours together in а motel near my office. 
ymore. But 1 don't dr 
any less, either. Thats a joke Vir 
might have appreciated, he always used 
to chuckle at my jokes—in the begin- 
ning, anyway. He always used to chuckle 
and say, “Well, that’s OK, don't worry.” 
s right. 

"d really been nothing to worry 
about all along. 
[Y] 


о 1974-411. петно товиссо со. 


What I'm doing 
about smoking. 


Tm smoking Vantage. 

І took up smoking more than 15 years 
ago in the Marine Corps. 

I started smoking then because I wanted 

to. [smoke now because | want to. And 
Lintend to keep on smoking as long as 
I want to. 
But that doesn’t make me bury 
my head in the sand and ignore 
the stuff in the papers about smoking. 
My attitude is, OK, if high ‘tar’ 
9" and nicotine cigarettes are a concern 
to me, Id better do something about it. 
So I did. I started to smoke Vantage. 
Vantage gives me the flavor of my old brand, 
and that takes some doing, because what | 
used to smoke was way up there in 
"tar and nicotine. 

And Vantage is not one of those 
low 'tar cigarettes you have to work so 
hard getting some taste out of, you end up 
not wanting to smoke it. 

So what it really comes down to for meis 
smoking Vantage or my old cigarettes, because I 
enjoy smoking and don't want to give it up. 

And if you feel the way I do, you'll enjoy 


smoking Vantage too. „бы P 
New Y 11¥ a №, 
0875. “эм 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 


That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. Filter. 11 mg, "лаг", 0.8 mg. nicotine, 
Menthol: ЇЇ mg. "ter", 0.9 mg. nicotine, av. per cigarette, FTC Report MAR. 74. 
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ROBERT PIRSIG maintaining his balance 


A BEST SELLER despite its off-putting title, Zen and the Art of 
Motorcycle Maintenance is named after the twin passions of 
s author, but it's far from a hobby chronicle. For 46-year-old 
Robert Pirsig, Zen and motorcycle maintenance represent the 
poles of Western thinking—philosophy and science. What 
Pirsig wants to do is bridge that gap through the pursuit of 
Quality. Zen revolves about a 1968 motorcycle trip West taken 
by the St. Paul-based Pirsig and his 11-year-old son Chris and 
filled with autobiographical flashbacks. After growing up 
under the strong academic influence of his father (dean of the 
U of Minnesota's law school). Pirsig accumulated de- 
grees in chemistry, philosophy and journalism and attended 
the Banaras Hindu University in India, While studying and. 
tcaching both rhetoric and philosophy, he struggled to remove 
the educational barriers between the rational and the roman- 
tic The struggle was traumatic—culminating in a mental 
down and two years spent in and cut of hospitals. He 
rehabilitated" by shack treatments and released, but it 
was costly; he had lost his memory of himself and that quest 
for Quality. In Zen, Pirsig, after uncovering fragments of that 
former self, attempts to get some unity into his thinking while 
trying to reach his son, who had shown the beginning symp- 
toms of mental illness. “I wrote Zen to put the past behind m 
He's now on a Guggenheim Fellowship and writing two books: 
study of cultural anthropology, focusing on race relations 
(The critics will destroy me, because irs dull"); and а com- 
parison of witch burning and mental institutions, tentatively 
called Heresy and Insanity. (“It’s wrong to think of the In- 
quisition as evil and psychiatry as good. They're of the same 
ilk—wanting to control you, not help you.) Pirsig spends 
his spare time keeping his 350-cc. Honda in  repair—an 
exercise with an admitted double purpose, since, as he says, 
¢ you're working on is a суде called yourself. 


- 
CHARLES W. BUSH 


SIR MICHAEL TIPPETT delayed reaction 


USUALLY, when a new British musical sensation is introduced 
to the American public, the phenom in question is either still 
in diapers or else burning them onstage to show Mum and Dad 
where it's at. Neither is the case with this year’s phenom; Si 
Michacl Tippett—a "classical" composer, though he's modern 
as сап be and an unashamed intellectual —is nearly as old as 
the century (69) and thoroughly a mensch, He first won in- 
al acclaim in 1911 with 4 Child of Our Time, an 
oratorio that decried Hitters violence: Tippet's own non- 
violence was so firm, however, that in 1943 he served a short 
jail term rather than take up arms himself against der Führer. 
Siuce A Child of Our Time, he has turned out much music 
and won various honors—he's a Commander of the Order of 
the British c and was knighted in 1966—but for years, 
few of de it across the Atlantic. Then came 
1971. Young conductor Colin Davis, sor 
thing of a Tippett protégé, introduced his stuff to audiences 
in Boston and New York; Phonogram began releasing it on 
its Philips label; and the composer himself—a “rawhoned 
pixy.” as one writer called him—made a whirlwind tour of 
the States, pausing long enough in Chicago to conduct his Third 
Symphony and to attend the American premiere of his opera 
The Knot Garden, а study of some very contemporary couples 
and their frustrations (Tippett also writes his own librettos, 
he was advised to do by his friend T. S. Eliot). Both the 
critics and the public went gaga. He's not bitter over his dec- 
ades of obscurity ("I always thought the music would someday 
find its own audience”); neither is he content to rest on his 
laurels he's engaged, in fact, i ing his fourth opera, and 
soon as he finishes that. he'll start on his fourth symphony: 
“I already know its size, its shape and all the important cl 
ments.” He also knows something he didn't know when he 
wrote his other symphonies: th. 1 rhe world can't wait to hear it. 


EUN 


Ti SN жш. 
Нате W. BUSH 


JIMMY BUFFETT poetic picnic 


We First saw Jimmy Buffett а few years ago in Key West. He 
had just moved there from Nashville and was playing for beers 
in a Duval Street bar, having a very good time of it. Gr 
Label foam laced his walrus mustache, there was an illegal gle 
in his eye and he was tenderly crooning a lastcall lament— 
"Honey, why don't we get drunk and screw?"—which last year 
became the B side of his frst hit single, The Great Filling 
Station Holdup, and has since been worn to raw grooves on 
every roadhouse jukebox between Wheeling and Bakersfield. 
The Hype Machine has taken to calling him “the new Jim 
Croce" — particularly after the success of his first two Dunhill 
albums, 4 White Sport Goat and a Pink Crustacean and Living 
апа Dying in 34 Time—but he's better than that. He is w 
you would cul an original. His songs are special stories. Some 
bulous Furry Brothers romps on such 
(Who's gonna steal the peanut butter 
cs; Runnin’ up and down the aisle of 
the Mini Mart/Stickin’ food in our jeans), but others come dan 
gerously near being poetry. On He Went to Paris, he sings, witht 
sad sunshine in his voice, “But the wa imer breezes/ The 
French wines and cheeses/Put his ambition at һау/ Апа sum- 
1 winters) Scaticred like splinters/ And four or five y 
slipped away." He's just finished songs for the sound wack of 
Rancho Deluxe, scripted by his Key West buddy, novelist Tom 
ne, and 
se ol one cut, Life Is Just a Tire Swing, us 
a rentacar onto an Ilinois lawn that had a swing hanging 
there, and came up with another, My Whole World Lies 
Waitin’ Behind Door Number Three, one Sunday afternoon 
when he and Steve Goodman were drinking out the cobwebs 
and discovered a mutual unbridled love for Monty Hall. 
Jimmy writes about pieces of America that most of us can s 
bur never stop to novice—and he just keeps getting better. 
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TALEOF TWO SISTERS 


(continued from page 136) 

"What's the difference? I went to a 
cheap hotel and took a room. Gradually, 
everything began to return to normal 
and I was able to function again. I some- 
how managed to overcome the nightmar- 
ish night and the next morning 1 caught. 
a plane to London. 1 had an old friend 
there, a jou ist on the local Yiddish 
newspaper, who had invited me to come 
a [ew times. The editorial office consist- 
ed of a single room and the whole paper 
went under soon afterward, but in thc 
meantime, I got some work and 1006; 
ings. From there, I left for Buenos Aires 
in 1950. Here I met Lena, ту present 
їс. 


t became of the two sisters?" 
"Do you know? That's as much as 1 
know 
"Didn't you ever hear from them?" 
“Never.” 
“Did you look for them?" 
uch things you try to forget. I hyp 
notized myself into thinking that the 
whole thing had been only a dream, 
but it really happened. И% as real as 
the fact that I'm sitting here with you 
right now. 
"How do you explain 
“I don't. 
"Maybe they were dead when 


I asked. 


you 
left." 


"No, they were awake and listening, 


You can differentiate between the living 
and the dead. 

Arent you 
happened to ther 

And if 1 am curious, what of it? 
They're probably alive. The witches are 
somewhere—maybe they've married. 1 
was in Paris three years ago, but the 
house where we lived no longer cxists. 
‘They put up a garage there.” 

We sat there silently, then I said, “If 
isted of emotion, every stone in 
the sucet would be a skein of misery. 

"Maybe they are. Of one thing I'm 
sure—everything lives, everything suf- 
fers, struggles, desires. There is no such 
thing as death, 

Tf that’s truc, then Hite: 
n't kill anyone," 1 said 

You have no right to 
cither. Drink your coffee.” 

For а long while neither of us spoke, 
then I asked, half in jest, "What can you 
learn from this story? 
Haim Leib smiled. "IL Nietzsche's 
игу theory about the exhaustion of all 
omic combinations and the eternal re- 
turn is true, and if there'll be another 
Hitler, another Stalin and another holo- 
caus, and if in a trillion years you'll 
meer а female in Stettin—don't go with 
her to look for her sist 

‘According to this theory. 1 will have 
no choice but to go and to experience 


did," I said_ 
Ba 


curious 10 know what 


ul Stalin 


Ш an illus 


case, you'll know how 1 
—Translated by Joseph Singer 


“Is from Oedipus. He say: 
like the girl who mar: 


he's [found a girl just 
ied dear old dad.” 


(continued from page 212 
Westerns. Doing her Dietrich impression 
ing a lonche barroom ballad, 
Tired, the diminutive Miss Kahn 
ated а sexy humor that suggested a 
d Judy 
nt singer (she 
La Bohème 


‚ Trained as an ор 
sang the role of Musette i 
ington, D.C, Opera Society 
and appeared in a concert version of 
Leonard Bernstein's Candide ар New 
"s Philharmonic Hall). she is blessed 
п hourglass figure that bulges ap 
pealingly at all the right places. 

Also showing up with greater frequency 
at the right places is Britain's Charloue 
Rampling, who was introduced ıo 
PLaysoy readers last March in a pictorial 
previewing her app ite Sean 
Connery in 2 
Lauren Ba 
has sca ed European 
The Night Porter (sce this month's 
Playboy After Hours), in which she plays 
a former inmate of a Nazi concentration 
np who shares a sadomasochistic affair 
with the of 
her interi 
filed the 28-year-old blond 
her i : 
ad "the hottest actress in Europe today.” 
‘The male star at the wp of the heap 
in 1974 is the Great Gatsby himself, 
Robert Redford (sce this month’s Playboy 
With the almost simultanc- 
¢ of The Way We Were and 
the Acidemy Award-winning The Sting, 
Redford prompily became the hotest 


property in Hollywood. No Redford 
appearance, though, received anything 


close to the ballyhoo surrounding Gatsb 
The prerelease photos of the cool-looking 
superstar. slim and elegant in white or 
pastel Twenties costumes, inspired Fash- 
ion designers to trumpet а new Gatsby 
look. During the shooting, publicity also 
played up rumors of onset discord be- 
tween him and co-star Mia Farrow. Red- 
ford denied the reports and Miss Farrow 
sued the London paper that reporied the 
story, but neither she nor Redford showed 
for the lavish New York and London 
icres of the ilm. 

at die box office was 
Even so, Redford. was 
besieged with offers. He surprised ever- 
one by purchasing, with $450,000 of his 
own money, the film rights to the Carl 
Bernstein and Bob Woodward best sell- 
cr, All the President's Men, in which he 
will play Woodward. In the interim, he 
completed a role as a stunt pilot in 
The Great Waldo Pepper and signed (for 
a reported $1,500,000) with Paramount 
for The Six Days of the Gondor. There 
is also talk of a big Western, Mayberly's 
Kill. 

Redford's closest competitor at thc 
moment is Jack Nichokon—"the star 
with the killer smile,” as Time described 


him in a cover могу not too long ago. 
Like Redford, Nicholson is a serious. 
committed actor, a star who has been in 
the ascendant for the past five or six 
years as first directors. then audiences 
began to appreciate his special gilts. 
(Actually. well before his present vogue 
he was already idolized by the small but 
avid audience that ate up the Roger 
Corman motorcycle movies of the mid 
Sixties.) A more tangible form of recog 
nition came when Nicholson won an 
Oscar nomination for his supporting 
role as the liberal alcoholic Southern 
lawyer who went along for the ride in 
Easy Rider, Leading roles in Carnal 
Knowledge, Five Easy Pieces and The 
King of Marvin Gardens solidified his 
position as one of the most capable and 
vound. In 1974, though. 
Nicholson appeared in two fihus in 
quick. successic The Last. Detail, in 
which his portrayal of a Feisty Navy 
petty officer earned. him another Acade 
my nomination, and Chinatown, wherein 
he played a seedy private detective. All 


versatile actors 


married actress Sandra Knight. The ui 
lasted only а few years as Nicholson 
found himself devoting more of his time 
not only to acting but to writing and 
producing—and to other women, Sally 
Kellerman among them. Now 37 and a 
confirmed. bachelor, Nicholson presently 
shares his Beverly Hills pad with Anjeli- 
ca Huston, the exotic daughter of direc 
tor John Huston. Constancy, however, 
has nor been Nicholson's trademark. He 
has been linked at various times with 
ich lovelies as Candice Bergen, Tues 
day Weld and singer Michelle Phillips— 
with uncounted one-night stands in be 
tween. Unquestionably, this has added 
an undertone of ruthless egoism to his 
genuine abilities as am actor 
often. chilling characterization 
tracted the attention of such presi 
directors as Michelangelo Antonioni 
whom Nicholson recently completed 
The Passenger. and Mike Nichols, who 
cast him in a comedy tiled Fortune. 
Even at an average wage of $750,000 
plus à. percentage, Nicholson shows all 


much more than a dependable heavy 
until this year. But the release of 
Mr. Majestyk and Death Wish firmly 
established the craggy-faced actor as à 
domestic box-office star, though neither 
piau be described as anything 
more than the kind of action-packed 
programer that the studios used to turn 
ош every week for the lower half of the 
double bills. Death Wish, in which Bron- 
son plays a pacifistic architect who turns 
vigilante after some hoods kill his wife 
and rob his daughter of her sanity, best 
sums up the specific qualities that Bron- 
son brings to the screen—a total self-suf- 
ficiency and a wi ss 10 live at the 
outer [ringes of society combined with a 
placidity that remains in check so long 
as no one bothers him. Of conse. the 
point in all Dronson's pictures is that 
sooner or later. somebody does bother 
him. Then the glittery eyes grow cold 
amd the violence brooding beneath the 
surface springs into action. More of the 
same сап be expected in The Dynamite 
Man and The TenSecond Jailbreak 
both. of whieh should be on view before 


of a sudden, people were going 10 sce 
movies simply because Jack Nicholson 
was in them, The "killer smile" is only 


the signs of continuing his success, be- 
cause he, along with a mere handful of 
stus—Redford, Beatty, Burt Reynolds, 
part of it. There is also a cockiness about Clint Eastwood. and Robert. Mitchum 
him, a relaxed certainty that he сап get is “bankable.” 

any woman he pleases—and please any A 
hie gets. 
own pr 
that out 


year’s end. The latter is based on a true 
incident. the rescue of a wealthy Ameri- 
cm from a Mexican. jail chronicled in 
PLAYBOY'S October 1972 issuc as Breakout. 
to this Ни is Actually. America's male stars had all 
Charles Bronson. Long considered bank- the best of it in 1974 (as if they hadn't 
able in foreign markets, Bronson was in the past). The macho presences of the 
mot recognized in the U.S. as anything likes of Bronson, Eastwood (Magnum 


e a St. Bernard. 


relative newcomer 


e life would seem to 
rly in his career, he 


bear 


If you want super traction in snow 
emergencies, forget old ways to go. 
Get new Sno-Treds® 

Sno-Treds more than double the 
starting traction of radials, regular or 
snow tires in snow. You go like а 
St. Bernard. 

And there's no hassle! Sno-Treds 
are made of durable, space-age mate- 
rials. They go on and off easier than 
chains without jacking your car. They 
last longer, and ride better on clear 

roads. They're lightweight, and 
rustproof, too. And Sno-Treds won't 
hurt road or са! 
Keep a pair in your trunk for snow 
emergencies. Save yourself when the 
going gets tough. 


"f 


Get Sno-Treds wherever you buy auto accessories, 
or write: Detwiler Corp., 36 New York Ave., 
Westbury, N.Y. 11590 for the name of the dealer nearest you. 


= 


255 


PLAYBOY 


“When I think of the hours wasted on jogging and tennis. 


Force, Thunderbolt and Lightfoot), 
Richard Harris (99 and 44/100% Dead), 
Reynolds (The Longest Yard, White 
Lightning, WW and the Dixie Dance- 
king). George C. Scott (Oklahoma 
Crude, The Bank Shot, The Savage Is 
Loose) and even old John Wayne. false 
hair and all (McQ. Brannigan), were 
still highly salable. The tough-cop cra 
gave employment to Al Pacino in Serpi- 
со (before he returned to the far side of 
the law in Godfather Пу; to Burt La 


caster, who in The Midnight Man plays 
ап excop who und 
B 


es (0 solve a 
ies of campus murders: to. James С 
nd Alan Arkin, paired as plainclothes- 
men in Freebie and the Bean: and t0 Joe 
Don Baker, whose Walking Tall was one 
of the sleepers of the year. Also sched 
uled for release before the year is out is 
The Trial of Billy Jack, a three-hour 
sequel to the sleeper of 1972, with Tom 
Laughlin again in the tide role, 

The current cycle of spy melodramas 
also extended. profitable employment. to 
such well-established performers аз War- 
ren Beatty (The Parallax View) and 
Roger Moore (The Man with the Gold- 
en Gun), and to Michael Caine in such 
filins as The Black Windmill, The Wilby 
Conspiracy aud Fat Chance, Elliou Gould 
md Donald Sutherland, together for the 
first time since M*A*S*H, 
successfully to mix comedy with C 
capers in S*P*Y*S. And reaping the 
whirlwind of “disaster” movies that fol 
lowed th 


ied not too 


profitable Poseidon Adventure 
were Charlton Heston (Airport 1975, 
Earthquake), Paul Newman and Steve 
MeQueen (The Towering Inferno) and 
George С. Scout (Hindenburg). 
The real star of Jaws, 
adapted from the Peter Benchley best 
seller, is a killer shark that temorizes a 
summer resort. But the film 
sents anothe 


the movie 


school graduate in American Graffiti. 
Dreyfuss has slimmed down and firmed 
up considerably since then. In The Ap- 
picuticeship of Duddy Kravitz, which he 
made in Canada, he comes on like Albert 
Finney back in the days of Tom Jones and 
Saturday Night and Sunday Morning. 
Ranking with Dreyfuss is 
Bottoms, who, at 23, 


has a 


ar, he was featured 
and appears oppo- 
ull (nee Hershey) in 
hyboy Productions The Crazy World 
of Julius Vrooder. Another young lead, 
Jel Bridges, who with Bottoms first 
came to prominence in The Last Picture 
Show, is cur ng on Rancho 
Perry after 
n Thunderboli and. Lig 
mt Eastwood, and 
Hero, with Valerie 


The White Dai 


with 
Tincrican 


Penine. 
Jell’s brother, Beau, seen earlier this 
Vear in Your Three Minutes Are Up, is 
also in demand. To these few younger 


stars сап be added blond, handsome Ja 
Michael Vincent, who startled audiences 
with his full fromal nudity in Buster 
und Billie © study of adolescent 
puberty rites in a small Southern. town 
of the late Forties, Still to come for Vi 
cent this year is Bite the Bullet 
he joins forces with such h 
companions as Gene Hacl Candice 
Bergen and James Coburn. Bottoms, the 
Bridges brothers, Vincent and Dreyfuss 


a sensit 


in which 


h-stepping 


ay nor yet be bankable, but at least 

they are proven talenis—and available. 
Equally talented and available are 

many of their black counterparts, but— 


with the notable exception of Sidney 
Poitia—il you're a black actor, you 
work in black-exploitation pict 
don't work at all. Since the bl 
is on the dedine (European aud 
have rejected such fare, for one thi 
the future of the black actor is once 


in grim. As might be expected, that 
goes double for black actresses. Diahann 
Carroll, in Claudine, and Vonetta McGee, 
Thomasine ё Bushrod, escaped the 
Kinarechop format that seems to be 
trapping the likes of Pam Grier. But 
it will be noted that the outstanding 
performance by a black woman in many 
a moon—Cicely Tyson's wiumph in The 
Autobiography of Miss Jane Pittman— 
took place on the tube, not on the 
screen. There are, of course, some black 
men who still manage a fairly consistent 
movie ourput—Jim Brown, Isaac Hayes, 
Richard Roundtree and Fred William- 
son, to name a few. "The outsized Wil- 
nson, hardly the most talented of the 
group, nevertheless squeezed out no 
fewer than five films in 1974, including 
The Black Rider, for which he also re- 
ceived screenplay credit. But the strain is 
beginning to tell, not only on the actors 
Iso on the audiences, both black and 
white. To paraphrase the ads for a less- 
than successful venture into ghetto com- 
edy, Five on the Black Hand Side, we 
have been “refried, jived, Shafted and 
Superflyed” Not that blayplo makers 
didn't try some new variations on their 
universally violent themes. Strapping 
Isaac Hayes turned a detective into a 
modern-day bounty hunter in Truck 
Turner, ruthlessly tracking down fugi- 
tives [rom justice not for the police but 
as а pistolpacking minion of a bail 
bondsman. In That Man Boll, between 
episodes in his Black Caesar spin-offs, 
Williamson portrayed а courier of il- 
legal cash. In. Charley-Onc-Eye, Richard 
Roundtree played an escaped. Union sol- 
dier who killed a wh r, only to 
be trailed by another bounty hunter— 
white, this time. In Three the Hard Way, 
Brown and Williamson teamed with Jim 
Kelly to wipe out some fascist white 
supremacists bent on poisoning water 
supplies with a drug lethal only to 
blacks. 

There's no doubt that we are seeing a 
decline in the explicitness of sexuality in 
our films; it may yet be too early to tell 
whether that means we must also sce a 
decline in the ranks of sex stars. Certain- 
ly, in 1974, their arena for action was 
much more circumscribed th as 
recently as two years ago. The new hope- 
fuls, male and female, may no longer 
1 onscreen. But then, sexuality has 
ys been more than a matter of bare 
the matinee idols and movie god- 
desses of previous, less permissive genera- 
tions remind us. Like them, the actors 
who do manage to 
overcome the industry's evident. submis- 
sion 10 prudery must project both talent 
and erotic appeal strong enough to cut 
through all barriers and blaze forth into 
genuine sex stardom. 


olli 


n it was 


What's the best sound you can get in car stereo? 
In its February 1974 issue, Road & Track Magazine gave the answer. 
Of 20 units tested they said the Craig Model 3139 Powerplay delivered 


"£o/ily the best 
sound of any 


tape unit tested.’ 


Road & Track reported it right— 
an independent test of 20 tape 
and radio-tape models from 16 
leading manufacturers. Heres 
what they said about the Craig. 
with lots of power (more than 
twice the nearest set among the 
others) and the corresponding 
ability to play loudly and clearly. 
A rather theatrical red light 
indicates high-volume sound. Tone 
control linear and effective; full 
treble doesnt eliminate bass but 
just seems to let everything out 
Easily the best sound of any tape 
unit tested. Controls are extensive 
too. with radio pushbuttons, 
repeat and fast-forward plus the 
8-track controls taken for granted" 


For test results of all 20 units 
write to Powerplay Test, Craig 
Corporation. 921 W. Artesia Blvd., 
Compton, California 90220. 


Heor the Light 
C AIC. 


CAR STEREO 


Craig Corporation, 921 W. Artesia Blvd., Compton, California 90220 
In Canada: Craig Sales Agent—Withers Evans, Ltd., 2736 S.E. Marine Dr., Vancouver 16, Canada. 
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es of 


simple drink 1 like that is somer 
fered when they entertain in the sum- 
Tt is a su ly tasty drink. 

3 ozs. Rhine wine 

1 small bottle dub sod: 

Fill a tall glass with ice; pour in wine: 


fll with soda and sti 
Probably the g 


test destrover of all 
es is the dry martini, said 


dinner gather 
to have been invented by Jerry Thomas, 
who wrote the Bon-Vivant’s Companion. 
He whipped it up while tending ba 

at San Francisco's Occidental Hot 
1861. creating it for a man on his way 
to Martinez, California, and originally 
called it the Martinez. Needless 10 say. 
the traveler never made it to Martiner- 
The trouble is all that eight-to-one busi 


nes. Here are а couple that will keep 
guests from stumbling to the table and 


yet can be called martinis. Again, versa- 
tile vermouth comes to the rescue, 


SHY MARTINI 


4 ozs. dry sherry 

1 oz. dry vermouth 

Lemon peel 

Simply pour over the rocks, stir vigor- 
ously, add lemon peel and serve. 


REVERSE MARTINI 


This is the drink many French chefs 
have when saving their steam for a good 


ner. My friend Antoine Gilly. one of 
the four greatest living French. chefs, 

ght me this one. 

3 ozs. dry vermouth 

1 teaspoon рїп 

Shake the vermouth with ice. Pour i 


stemmed glass over rocks. Add gin. c 
fully floating it on top. 
lemon. if desired. 

We don't lean. completely upon Eu. 
rope for our low-key libations. Ameri- 
ns have whipped up some pretty good 
combinations. 


vacnr cron. 
(Serves four) 


This used to be called the Mary Pick- 


ford, but lately, boat people have substi 
tuted frozen lemonade [or the fresh 
pineapple juice that once was used. 

6-07. can frozen lemonade 

2 light dashes grenadine 

3 ozs. very light rum 

Defrost lemonade and add 2 cans 
water, rather than ihe 4 that directions 
advise. Splash in the grenadine, add rum 


and shake well with cracked ice. Serve on 
the rocks. 


TEQUILA TEASER 
(Serves four) 


is a very 


As most of us know, requi 
potent dear spirit distilled fre 
lar magney plant grown only in Jalisco, 


“If Abe Lincoln made only four scores in se 


"en years, 


he must not have been much of a ladies man!” 


Mexico. The tick is to go casy on this 
henign-looking liquor. have it make its 
personality known without outing. 

Juice of 2 о 

Juice of a large red grapelruit 

Juice of ? rangerines 

1 tablespoon Cointreau 

1 tablespoons tequila 

Fill cocktail shaker 14 full of ice. 
fruit juices and Cointreau: shake 
Pour into 4 chilled glasses, 14 full. Add 
ch serving: stir 


Add 


well. 


T tablespoon teq 
well 

Few drinks сап match an American 
punch for ease in serving and elegance 
in offering. A punch puts the ima 
tion to work, builds on Gimaraderie and 
cuts the work load for the host. Also. you 
can reduce the alcohol without sacrilic- 
ing good taste. Punches are perfect for 
serving а big bunch and they a 
levelers. Ever and Scotch 
men aren't going to be spoilsports when 
they sce the others going at it with such 
enjoyment. Here's one 1 had last Christ 
may season, so good that 1 asked my host 
for the recipe. He called it 


(o 


gina 


your bourbon 


n 
(Serves about 30) 


1 fifth Southern Comfort 
б ors. fresh lemon juice 
1 Goz. can. frozen lemonade (undilut- 
ed) 
1 Goz. can 
diluted) 
З quarts chilled ZUP 
6 thin slices leme 
6 thin slices orange 
Place all ingred 
add ice: stir well. 
Here's one a g 
the holidays. He whipped it up himself 
and he spends much of h 
telling people how he did i 


BUNCH PUNCIE 


frozen. orange juice (un- 


1 punch. bowl; 


ood Friend. serves di g 


APPLE KNOCKER 
(Serves about ten) 


14 lemon, sliced thin 
Juice of other 1⁄ lemon 


»ples 
age, sliced in 3 or 4 thick slices 
Whole cloves 

Blend and heat ci 


pplejack. 


Season to taste with cin Do not 
overdo cinnamon. Place mixture in 
punch bowl Add lemon slices, lemon 


1 crabapple juices. Nail 4 or 5 cloves 
in each slice of orange, add to punch 
bowl: mix well 

So live it up, without lapping it up. 
Enjoy dinner on a plate rather than i 
Youll Jive better. And maybe 


Great Shark Hunt 


200) 


(continued from pag 


"Why not?" I said. “TU be there at 
dawn. Have the boat ready.” 

"iChingado!" he screamed. He dropped 
his drink on the dock and began grap: 
pling with his own shoulder blades. I was 


k at his outburst, not under- 
moment . . . until I 
300 pound man wearing 
Levis amd a red baseball hat in the 
cockpit of a nearby boat called Black 
Snapper had hooked the back of Mur 
phys shirt with a 30 pound. marlin rod 
to reel him in 

ered backward, scream- 
the dock 
open, Well, I the 
do business with this crowd tonight à 
in fact, Т never fished on that trip. But 
the general low tone of that party had 
stayed with me—a living caricature of 
white sh run amuck on foreign shores; 
ind of story, but not with- 


and was tryin 


эш à certain. human-interest quotient, 

Ou the first day of the tournament, I 
hours at sea aboard the even- 
tual winner—a Sloot Suiker called 
Sun Dancer, owned by a wealthy middle- 
aged industrialist named Frank. Oliver 
from Palatka, Florida. 

Oliver ran а fleet of barges on the In- 
land. Waterway out of Jacksonville. he 
said. and Sun. Dancer was the only boat 


spent ei, 


in the Cozumel Harbor flying à Coufeder- 
ate Пав. He had "about three hundred 


and twenty-five thousand in it"—includ 
ing a network of built-in vacuum-deaner 
wal т the deep-pile carpets—and 
ahhough he said he spent “maybe five 


"ar" on the boat, he 


gler and he meant 


out of the 
was a very serious 


to win this tournament 

To this end. he had one of the 
world’s top fishing captains—a_ speedy 
little cracker named Chill North—and 
turned Sun Dancer over to him on a 
1 round basis, North is a living legend 
jı the sportfishing world and the idea 

t Oliver would hire him as his person- 
al captain was not entirely acceptable 
to the other 
plained that it was like some ri 
end duller hiring Arnold Palmer то 
shoot the final round of the Gr 
Cleveland Elks golf tourney for 
North lives on the boat, with his wife 
and two you * who do all the 


menial work lic ren months 


of the year when Oliver's not around, he 


charters Sun Dancer out to anybody who 
can pay the rate. All CII has to doin 
return for this sinecure—is make sure 
Oliver wins the three or four fishing 
Tou mmaments he finds time to enter 
each year 

Thanks to North and his expert boat 
handling, Frank Oliver is now listed in 


IF YOU'VE READ Garland Dusenberry's book, 
you're probably an expert on Jack Daniel's. 

If you haven't, send in for it now. 

Just drop Mr. Dusenberry a note here at our 
distillery and ask him for his little book. Largely, 
it talks about the people who make Jack Daniel’s 
and some of the whiskey-making skills they 


use. There’s no charge and we think you'll enjoy it. 


Of course, you'll enjoy a 
visit to Jack Daniel's 

if you're in this area. 

Mr. Dusenberry is here 
most every day. And he's 
even better at calking 
than he is at writing. 


CHARCOAL 
MELLOWED 


б 


DROP 


б 


BY DROP 


Tennessee Whiskey - 90 Proof - Distilled and Bottled by Jack Daniel Distillery 
Lem Motlow, Prop., Inc., Lynchburg (Pop. 361), Tennessee 


The first Distillery placed in the National Register 
cf Historic Flaces by the United States Government. 
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Build strong hands as you fight 


strong odors. 


Propellant makes up a large part of aerosol 
anti-perspirants. With Mennen non-aerosol onti- 
perspirant, you're the propellant. So you get 
only what you pay for —anti-perspirant spray. 


the sport-fishing record hooks as one of 
the world’s top anglers. Whether or not 
Oliver would win апу tournaments with- 
out North and Sun Dancer is a subject of 
widespread disagreement and occasional 
rude opinion among sport-fishing pros. 
Not even the most egotistical anglers will 
deny that a good boat and а hotrod cap- 
tain to handle it are crucial facte 
ocean fishing —but du definiu 
division of opinion between anglers (who 
ave mainly rich amateurs) and pros (the 
aptains and the crews) about the 
relative value of skills. 

fost of the pros 1 talked to in Cozu- 
mel were reluctant, at first, to speak on 
this subject—at least lor the record—but 
after the third or fourth dink. they 
would invariably come around to 
suggesting that anglers were more of a 
hazard than a help and. as a general rule 
of thumb, you could catch more fish by 
just jamming the rod into a holder on the 
rear end of the boat and letting the fish 
do the work. After two or three days on 
the boats, the most generous consensus 1 
could get from the pros was that even the 
best angler is worth about a ten percent 
advantage in а tournament, and that 
most are seen as handicaps. 

“Jesus God. Almighty." said a veteran 
captain from Fort Lauderdale one night 
n a local hotel. 1: "vou wouldn't be 
lieve the things I've seen these fools do!” 
He laughed. but the sound was nervous 


sin 


is a 


me 


body seemed to shudder as the 
K on him. "One of the 
people 1 work for," he said, “has a wile 
whos just flatour crazy.” He shook his 
head wearily. "I don't want you to get me 
wrong, now--1 love her dearly. as а per- 
son but when it comes to fishing, god- 
damn it, Fd like to chop her up and toss 
her out for the sharks.” He took a long 
hit on his rum and Coke. “Yeah, J hate to 
say it. but that's all she’s good for—shark 
bait and nothin’ else. Jesus. the othe 


and 
memories came ba 


she almost Killed hersell! We hooked a 
happens. you 
but. 


big sailfish, and when tha 
have to move pretty fast, you know 
eard her 
А when I looked down 
she had her hair all tangled 
up in the recl “Goddamn! 


sere: 


Gim vou believe that? She almost got 
scilped! I had to jump down, about ВГ. 
teen feet onto a wet deck in a bad sea, w 


ound—and cut the 
ny knife. She cam 
about ten seconds of having a 


were wallowing 
whole 
within 


her hair pulled out! 
Few anglers—and especially winner 
like Frank Oliver—agree with the pros’ 


90-10 split. “I's basically a teamwork si 
i ead 


on," says Oliver “lil n with 
no weak links, The angler, the captain, 
the mates, the boat—they’re all critical, 


they work like gears with each othe 
Well . . . maybe so. Oliver won the 


tournament with 28 sailfish in the three 
days that counted. But he was fishing 
alone on Sun Dancer—a boat so lav- 
ishly outfitted it could have passed for 
the nautical den in Nelson Rockefeller's 
Fifth Avenue apartment—and with the 
Arnold Palmer of sport fishing up on the 
bridge. Most of his competition was fish- 
ing in twos and threes on cha 

they were as ndon 
wild-temper 
they'd 
morning 


er boats 


to а with 
1, contemptuous captains 
ever even met helore yesterday 


nst Cliff North is bad 
y Haugen, captain of 
a stripped-down hulk of a boat called 
Lucky Striker, "but when you have to go 
against North and only one angler, with 


everything set up exactly the way he 
wants it, that’s just about impossibl 
Which is neither here nor there, in the 


rules of bigtime sport fishing. И Bebe 
Rebozo decided to borrow a half-million 
dollars [rom the Pentagon at no interest 
and enter the Cozumel tournament with 
the best boat he could buy and a crew of 
specially trained. U.S. Marines, he would 
compete on the same basis with me, if I 
entered the thing with a [10-year-old 
Colorado River J-boat and a crew of 
diug-crazed politicos from the Meat Pos- 
sum Athletic Club. According to ihe 
rules, we'd be equal. ... And while Bebe 
could fish alone on his boat, the tourna- 
ment directors could assign me а nign- 
maish trio of anglers like Sam Brown. 
John Mitchell and Baby E 

Could we win? Never in hell. But no- 
body connected with that tournament. 
would ever forget the experience . . . 
which is almost what happened anywa 
for different reasons. By the third day of 
the tournament, or maybe it was the 
fourth. 1 had Jost all control of my cover 
age. At oue point, when Bloor ran amuck 
amd disappeared for 30 hours. | was 
forced to jerk a dope addict ош of the 
nds only night club and press him 
into service as a "specia 
PLAYBOY. He spent the final day of the 
tournament aboard Sun Dancer, snorting 
coke in the head and jabbering wildly at 
North while poor Oliver struggled des 
perately to ma his onefish lead 
over Haugen’s manic crew on Lucky 
Striker 

Thursday night was definitely the 
turning point Whatever rapport. Bloor 
and [had developed with the Striker 


is 


observer" for 


people was wearing very thin after three 
days of increasingly strange behavior and 
the antisocial attitude we apparently 


manifested at the big Striker cocktail 
party at the Punta Morena beach bar was 
dearly unacceptable. Almost. everybody 
there was staggering drunk by nightfall 
and the ugliness threshold was low. Неге 
were all these heavy anglers— prosperous 
Florida businessmen, for the most part— 
snarling and snapping at one another like 
East Harlem street fighters on the eve of 
longw 


“You potbellied asshole! You couldn't 
catch а fish a goddamn barrel!” 
“Watch your stupid lip, fella: That's 
my wife you just stepped on 
“Whose wile, latface? Keep your fuck- 
in’ hands to yoursel.” 
“Where's the goddamn waiter? Boy! 
Boy! Over here! Get me another drink, 
will ya? 
“Let m 
friend. 


just put it to you this way, my 
How "bout a goddamn fish olf? 
Just уоп and me—lor a thousand bucks, 
ch? Yeah, how "bow 
People were lurching around in the 
sand with plates full of cold таса 
nd shrimp sauce, Every now and then, 
somebody would jerk one of the gi 
les out of the tank on the pa 
it in the face of some blea 
lau wildly 
g to hang on to the thing, big green 
flippers clawing frantically at the air and 
lashing a spray of stale turtle water on 
everybody within a radius of ten feet 
1 wantcha to meet my friend: 
She'll do а real job on yer pecker. How 
horny are va 


and 


It was not a good scene to confront 
with a head full of acid. We drank heavi 
ly, trying to act natural, but the drug set 
us dearly apart. Bloor became obsessed 
with the notion that we'd stumbled into 
а gathering of drunken greedheads who 
were planning to turn Cozumel into " 


Mexican. Miami Beach —which was 
true, to a certain extent, but he pursued 
zeal that churned up angry re 


n every conversation he w 
At onc point, I found 1 
shouting at the manager of the hotel he 


was staying in: “You're just a bunch of 
goddamn moneygrubbing creeps! АП this 
bullshit about tourism and develop. 


ment—what the hell do you want here, 
another Aspe 

‘The hotel man was baffled. “What is 
Aspen?” he asked. “What are you talking 
abou 
"You know goddamn well what Im 
alking about, you sleazy bastard!” Bloor 
showed. “These dirty concrete hotels 
you're building all over the beach, these 
little hoe dog stands and— 
ied across the patio and grabbed 
him by the shoulder, “Never mind Yail, 
ir to focus at least one of my 
eyes on whoever he was talking to. "He 
still not adjusted to this altitude." I tried 
but I could sense it 
a drugged gı 
wild eyes y jerky moveme 
could hear myself talking, but the words 
made no sense: “These goddamned igur 
s all over the road . . . we did a one- 


ack there at the U 
od rabbed the emergency 

brake when he saw all those lizards, 

jerked it right out by the root. . .. Thank 

Christ we had those snow tires. We li 

five thousand feet, you know, damn 


Mennen Prop: Ccol, refreshing 
electric pre-shove that props-up your 
beard and conditions your skin for doser, 
smoother shaves. 


Prop-up your 
whiskers. 


Its tough to cuta whisker 
when it's down. 


ir pressure up there, bur down here 
level you feel it squeezing your 
brain like a vîse. .. . No way to escape it, 
you can't even think straight. . . .” 

Nobody smiled: I was babbling out of 
control and Bloor was still yelling about 
“land rapers.” I left him and went to the 
bar. "We're leaving," I said, “but I want 
me ice for the road.” 

The bartender Pepsi-Cola 
cup full of melting shavings. “We'll need 
more than that,” 1 said—so he filled up 
other cup. He spoke no English, but I 
could grasp what he was trying to tell 
me: There was no container available for 
the amount of ice I wanted and they 
were almost out of ice anyway. 

My head was beginning to pulsie vio 
Jenily at this point. I could I 
focus on his face. Rather than 
went out to the parking lot 
the Safari through a screen of small 
beach trees and up onto the patio, pa 
t right in front of the bar and 
cating to the stunned. bartender that I 
ned the back seat filled with ice. 

The Striker crowd was appalled. “You 
crazy son of a bitch!" someone yelled. 
“You mashed about fifteen trees!" 

1 nodded, but the words didn't regis- 
^. AN I could think about was ico— 
one cupload after another into 
k seat. The acid, by this time. had 
fucked up my vision to the point where 


rely keep a 
gue, 1 
nd drove 


ra 


1 was seeing square out of one eye and 
round out of the other. It was impossible 
to focus on anything: I seemed to have 


1 not bei 


lying: 


empty. I scraped a 
of the botton 
cursing somewhere above 
me—then [ jumped over the counter 
nto the [ront scat of the jeep. 
Nobody seemed to notice, so I gunned 
the engine violently and leaned on the 
horn as 1 cept very slowly in first ge: 
through the mashed trees and shrubbery 
Loud voices seemed to be looming down 
on me from the rear and suddenly В 
was climbing over the back, yelling, “i 
s. goddamn it, get moving!" I 
stomped on the accelerator and we fish 
tailed out of the decp-sand parking lot. 
"Thirty lat top- 
speed. Dug.spattered run all the way to 
the other side of the island, we rolled 
o the parking lot of what appeared to 
be a night dub. Bloor had calmed down 
a bit, but he was still in a high, wild con- 
dition as we lurched to a stop about five 
feet from the front door. 1 could hear 
loud music inside. 
Ve need a few drinks,” I mutiered. 
ıe feels like an igu: 
chewing on 
Bloor stepped out. “Keep the engine 


mo 


minutes ter a 


's been 
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running, 
out. 

He disappeared inside and I leancd 
back оп the seat to stare straight up at 
the starcrazed sky. It seemed about six 
feet above my eyes. Or maybe 60 feet, or 
600. I couldn't be sure, and it didn't mat- 
ter, anyway, because by that time I was 
convinced 1 was in the cockpit of а 727 
coming into L.A. at midnight. Jesus, I 
thought, 1 am ripped right straight to the 
tits, Where am J? Are we going up or 
down? Somewhere im the back of my 
brain, I knew I was sitting in a jeep in the 
parking lot of a night club on an island 
Off the Mexican coast—but how could 1 
really be sure, with another part of my 
brain apparently convinced thar I 
looking down on the huge glittering 
bowl of Los Angeles Irom the cockpit of 
а 727? Was that the Milky Way? Or Sur 
set Boulevard? Orion, or the Beverly 
Hills Hotel 

Who gives a fuck? T thought. It’s a fine 
thing to just lie back and stare up or 
down at. My eyeballs felt cool, my body 
felt rested. . 
Then Bloor w 


he said. “TI check the place 


people.” 


The rest of that n 
my memory. The inside of the club was 
loud and almost empty—except for the 
people Bloor had met, who turned out to 
be two half mad coke runners with a big 
silver can full of white powder. When I 
sat down at the table, one of them intro 
duced himself as Frank and said, “Here, 
I think you need something for your 
nose.” 

Why not?” 1 said, accepting the can 
he tossed into my lap, "and I also need 
some rum." 1 yelled at the waiter and 
then opened the can, despite a rustle of 
protests around the table. 

1 looked down at my lap, ignoring 

k's nervous behavior, and thought, 
Zang! This is definitely not Los Angeles. 
We must be somewhere else. 

T was staring down at what loc 
а whole ounce of pure, glittering white 
cocaine. My first instinct was to jerk a 
100-peso note out of my pocket and 
quickly roll it up for snorting purposes, 
but by this time Prank had his hand on 
my arm. "For Christ's s. i 
pering, "don't do that shit here. 
into the bathroom 

Which 1 did. It was a difficult oip, 

П those chairs and tables, but I 
aged to lock myself in the 
1 and start lashing the stult up 
my nose with no thought at all of the or 


nous noise I making. It was like 
kneeling down on a beach and sticking a 
straw into the sind; after five minutes or 


so, both my nostrils were locked up like 
epoxy and 1 hadn't even made а visible 
depression in the dune right in front of 
шу eyes. 


Good God, 1 
true. I must be hallucinating! 

By the time T staggered back to the 
table, the others had calmed down. It was 
obvious that Bloor had already been into 
the cin, so I h 
with a twisted smile. 
this stuff,” 1 mumbled. 
brain to jelly.” 

He smiled. 
g here? 
You'd never believe it" I replied, ac- 

ip a tall glass of rum from the wai 
nd х break now 
two of the musicians had wandered over 
to our table. Frank was saying something 
about a party later on, I shrugged, still 
fighting to clear my nasal passages with 
quick sniffs of rum. I sensed that this lat- 
est development might have serious con- 
sequences for the future of ту story, 
but I was no longer especially concerned 
about il 


thought. This can't be 


ICI turn. your 


“What are you people 


From somewhere down deep in my 
memory, I heard a snatch of some half- 
remembered conversation between a con- 
struction worker and а bartender at a bar 
in Colorado. The construction man was 
explaining why he shouldn't have another 
drink: “You can't wallow with the pigs at 
night and then soar with the eagles in the 
morning," he said. 

1 thought briefly on this then 
shrugged it off. My own situation was to- 
Шу different, 1 felt, In about three 
hours, 1 was supposed to be down on the 
docks with my camera and tape recorder 
to spend another day on one of those 
goddamn boats. 

No. 1 thought, that geck in Colorado 
had it all wrong. The real problem is 
how to wallow with the eagles at night 
and then soar with the pigs in the 


а variety of good reasons, I missed my 

t the next morning and spent the 
afternoon passed out in the sand on an 
empty beach abou ten miles out of 
town. 


By Friday night, it was clear that the 
story was not only a dry hole but maybe 
dry socket. Our most 


y ou 
sun, being tossed 
lge of a high-powered 
amd watching middle-aged 
g sailfish up to the 
side of the boat every once in a while. 
Both Bloor and I had spent a full 


around on the br 
motorboat 
businessmen reel 


ment getting any ге; 
d Lucky Striker—and by dusk on 
day, we had pretty well come to the 
conclusion that deepsea fishing is not 
one of your kinghell spectator sports. 
I have watched a lot of bad acts in my 
time, from tagteam pro wrestling in 
Flomaton, Alabama, to the Roller Derby 
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on Oakland TV and intramural soft- 
ball tournaments at Scott Air Force Base 
in Mlinois—but Fm damned if I can 
anything as insanely fucking 
Third Annual Internationa 


es close to it, in recent 
an afternoon. I spent 
fic jam on the San Di 
y... but even that had а certi 
ictor; by the end of the sec- 
I was so crazy with rage that I 
cracked the top half of the steering wheel 
olf my rented Mustang, then exploded 
the water pump by racing the engine at 
top speed and finally abandoned the 
mess altogether in the outside lane about 
two miles north of the Newport Beach 
exit. 


It was Saturday afternoon, I think, 


when the In 


in fog had cleared enough 
for a long, dean focus on our situation— 
which had been drastically altered, at 
point. by three nights of no sleep 

handful of spastic confrontations 
the Striker crowd. 1 
thrown out of one hotel and 
ther and Bloor had been th 


and 
with 


his hotel on the midtown square. 
Thad managed another zombiclike day 
at sea, with massive aid from Frank's can, 
but our relationship with the Striker 
people was apparently beyond redemp- 
tion. Nobody connected with the tourna- 
ment would have anything to do with us. 
We were trcated like lepers. The only 
people we felt easy with, at thar point. 
were a motley collection of local freaks, 
boozers, hustlers and black-coral divers 


who seemed to collect each afternoon on 


-Ha 


the porch of the Bal-Hai, the town's 
main ba 

They quickly befriended us—a sudden 
shift in old relationships with the island 
that caused me to begin signing all the 
tabs, splitting them about half and half 
between Striker and rrAvmov. Nobody 
seemed to care, especially the evergrow- 
g crowd of new friends who came to 


ely amused at the idea that 
we'd fallen into serious disfavor with the 
ersand the local power structure. For 
the рам three sleepless days, wed be 


tion by local jefes, incensed by our rotten 
behavior. 


“Оша sighl!! And where did you get those tiny ornaments?" 


Tt was sometime around dusk on Satur- 
day, hunkered down at a big round table 
on the Bal-Hai porch, that I noticed the 
pergreen Mustang making its second 
pass in less than ten minutes. There is 
only one peagreen Mustang on the is- 
land, and one of the divers had told me it 
belonged to the "mayor"—a heavysct 
young pol and an appointed, not elected. 
official who looked like a beer-bellied life- 
guard on some beach at Acapulco. We 
had seen him often in the past [ew days, 
usually in the late afternoon and always 
cruising up and down the seaside fronte 

“That son of a bitch is beginning to 
make me nervous," Bloor muttered. 

y" I said. “They won't 
not as long as we're here in a 


haired woman from 
i sitting next to us had caught the 
word shoot. 

“Ivs the Striker crowd.” E explained. 

We hear they've decided to get heavy 
with us. 

“Jesus Christ!" s 
pilot who'd been living off h 
the BalHai porch for the past few 
months, “You don't think theyll start 
shooting, do you? Not on a peaceful 
island like this! 

I shrugged. “Not here. They woulda 
shoot into а crowd. But we can't let them 
ch us alone.” 

"Ehe woman from Miami started to say 
something. but Bloor cut her off with an 
outburst that spun heads the length of 
the porch: 

“They're in for the shock of their god- 
damn lives, tomorrow," he snarled. “Wait 
till they see what gets off that goddamn 
ferry from Playa del Carmen in the 


the hell are you 

about?" the ex-pilot asked. 
Bloor said nothing, staring blankly 

icd à moment, then 


talking 


last night Tomonow morning they'll 
come olf that boat like a pack of god- 
damn wolverines.” 

Our friends at the table were glancing 
ously at one another. Violent crime 
is almost unheard of on Cozumel; the na- 
Live oligarchy is into far more subtle vari- 
сеу. . . and the idea that the Bal-Hai 
might be the scene of a Chicayostyle 
shootout was a hard thing to grasp, even 
for me. 

Bloor cut in again, still staring olf 
toward the mainland, “You can hire just 
about anything you want in Mérida," he 
aid. "We got these thugs for ten bucks а 
head, plus expenses. They'll crack every 
skull on the island if they have t0—then 
burn every one of those goddamn red- 
neck bi ıt down to the waterline. 

Nobody spoke for a moment, then the 
woman from Miami and the ici 
line pilot got up to leave. “See you later, 
the man said Уйу. "We have to get 


ired air- 


back to the boat and check things out.” 

Moments later, the two divers who'd 
been sitting with us also left, saying 
they'd probably see us tomorrow at the 
Striker party 

“Don't count on it" Bloor muttered 
They grinned nervously and sped off 
down the frontera on their tiny Hondas. 
We were left alone at the big round 
table, sipping margaritas and staring out 
at the sunset over the Yucatán Peninsula, 
12 miles across the channel, After a [ew 
long moments of silence, Bloor reached 
into his pocket and came up with a hol- 
lowed-out glass eye he had bought from 
one of the street. peddlers, There was а 
silver cap on the back and he flipped it 


up. then jammed the straw from his mar- 
rita into the hole and snorted heavily 
anding it over to me. “Here,” he 
suid“ Pry some of Frank s best” 

The waiter was hovering over us, but 
D ignored him—until 1 realized I w 
having problems, then I looked up from 


before 


the eyeball in my hand and asked for iwo 
more drinks and a dry straw. “¿Como 

пе hissed, moving quickly away hom 
the table 


no? 


This thing's all jammed up from the 

wisture.” 1 said to Bloor, showing him 
the powder packed straw. "Well have to 
slice it open 

"Never mind," he said. "There's plen- 
ty more where that came from." 

I nodded, accepting a fresh drink and 


six dry straws from ihe waiter 
You notice how List our friends left." 
I said, bearing down on the eyeball 
"E suspect they believed all that 
bberish." 

He sipped his own new drink and 
stared at the glass eye in my hand. “Why 
shouldn't they?” he mumbled. “I'm be- 
givning to believe it myself." 

1 felt a great numbness in the back of 
y mouth and my throat as E snapped the 
cap shut and handed the eyeball back 10 
him. "Don't worry,” T said. “We're pro- 
fessionals—keep that in mind.” 


“I am," he said 
might ligure that out 


ин I'm altaid they 


1t was lale Saturday night, as I recall, 
when we le: Frank Oliver had 
olficially won the tournament—by one 
fish. ahead of the Бахош poor-boy crew 
on Lucky Striker. I wrote this down in 
my notebook as we reamed round the 
dock where the boats were tied up. No- 
body urged us to come abourd for “a 
friendly drink"—as I heard some of the 
aglers put it to others on the dock— 
and, in fact. there were only a few people 
who spoke to us at all. Frank and his 
Iriend were sipping beers at the open-air 
bar nearby, but his kind of hospitality 
was not in ume with this scene. Jack 
Daniel's and heavy peting on the fore 
deck is about as heavy as the Striker 
crowd gets 
ing isolation from this scene I was sup 
posed to be * 


id alter a week of mount 


overing,” I was hung on 
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the Фак and ugly truth that “my story" 
was fucked. Not only did the boat people 
view me with gross disapproval but most 
of them no longer even believed 1 was 
working lor PLaynoy. АП they knew, for 
sure, was that there was something very 
stage and ofbcenter, to say the Je 
bout me and all my "assistants." 
Which was true, in a sense, 
fecling of alienation on both si 


compounded, on our. by a galloping 
drug-induced | at honed cach 
small incident, with every passing 

a grim and fearful edge. The paranoid 


sese of isolation was bad en 
with trying to live im two entirely diller- 


cut worlds at the same ne—but the 
worst. problem of all was the fict th 
Га spent a week on this goddamn 


wretched story and 1 still didn't have 
the Himsiest notion of what deepac 
fishing fell like. 1 had по idea what it 
was like to actually catch а big fish. АП 
Fd seen was a gang of frantic reda 
businessmen occasionally ha 
shadows up to the side of various boats. 
just Close enough to where some dollar- 
hour mate could cut the leader and 
score a point for “the angler.” During 
the whole week, I'd never seen a fish 
out of the water—except on the rare 
occasions when a hooked sailfish had 
jumped for an instemt, 100 or so yards 


from the boat, before going under again 
for the long recling.in tip that usually 
took ten or fifteen minutes of silent 


struggle and always ended with the hish 
cither slipping the hook or being 
dragged close enough to the boat to be 
“tagged” and then cut loose. 


‘The anglers assured. me it was all 
gen twil but on the evidence, 1 
could believe it. The whole idea of 


fishing, it seemed to me, was to hook a 
thrashing sea monster of some kind and 
ly boat the bastard. And then cat it 
the rest seemed like dilettante 
bullshit ike hunting wild boar with a 
сап of spray paint, [rom the safety of 
pickup truck - . . and it was this hall 
crazed sense of frustration Шш led me 
finally to start wandering around the 
docks and uying to hire somebody to 
take me and Bloor out at night to fish for 
mancating sharks. It like the 
aly way to get a real [eel for this sport— 
to fish (or hunt) for somethi mr- 
inely dangerous, a beast that would tear 
yonr leg off in an instant if you made the 
slightest mistake. 

This concept was not widely under- 
stood on the dock in Cozumel. "The busi 
nessmen-angleis siw no poiut in getting 
the cockpits of their expensive tubs 
messed up with real blood. aud especially 
ly found two tak, 
icky Striker and 
jı who worked lor 


seemed 


iphy- 
е ellorts ended in disaster— 
for entirely different reasons and also a 


different times; but for the record, I feel 


a powerful obligation to record ar least a 
brief observation about our shark-hanting 
expeditions olf the coast of Cozumel: The 
first is that 1 saw more sharks by accidi 
while scuba-diving during the daylight 
hows than | did during either of our 


elaborate, big-money nighttime “hunt 
olf the fishing boats; and the second is 
that anybody who buys anything more 


complex or expensive than a bottle oL 
beer on the waterfront of Cozumel. is 
opting for serious trouble. 

Cerveza Superior, at 75 cents a bottle 


on the porch of the Bal-Hai, is a genuine 
if only because vou know what 
—compared with the in- 

nd even fatally inept "deepsca- 

g and scuba-diving tours" offered at 
dockside shacks like El Limon or Fer- 


nando Murphy's. These people rent boats 
to dumb gringos for 5140 a da) (or night) 


you over the side with 


shark-filled waters during the day, or 
run you around in circles during the 
night—a Femando Murphy specialty— 


while allegedly trolling for sharks about 
500 yards olfshore, Th plenty of 
bologna sandwiches while you wait for 
a strike, unable 10 communicate verbally 
with the guilısıricken Mayan mate or 
the Mayan. captain. up top. who both 
understand what kind of а shuck they 
are ruming but who are only follow 
ing Femando Murphys orders. Mean. 
while Murphy is back in town playing 

dc at his Tijuanastyle night dub, 


1 Murphy 
after spending six useless hours 
on one ol his boats. and came close to 
getting beaten and jailed when we noi: 
ly ruined the atmosphere of the place by 
accusing him ol “out thievery” 
the grounds of what his hired fisherman 
had already admitted hed done to us— 
amd ihe only thing that kept us from 
geuing stomped by Murphy's heavies was 
the timely popping-oll of Пацы by an 
American photographer. ‘There is nothing 


t his night club 


quite like the sudden white flash of a 
profesional gringo camera 10 paralyze 
the brain of a Mexican punk hough 


for the potential victims to make 
nonviolent exit 


quick, 


We were counting on this, and 
worked: à sorry end to the only attempt 
we ever made to hire local fishermen for 


а shark hunt. Murphy had his $140 cash 
in advance, we had our harsh object 
leson in commercial dealings on the 
‘omumel dock—and with the photos in 
the can, we understood the wisdom of 
leaving the island at once. 

Our other nighttime shark hunt—with 
Jerry Haugen on Lucky Striker—was а 
totally different kind of experience. Ie 
was at least an honest value, Haugen and 
his two-man crew were the “hippies” of 
the Striker Meet, and they took me and 
Bloor out one night for a serious shark 


on 


hum—a strange adventure that nca 
sunk their boat when they hooked a reef 


in pitch-darkness about a mile out at se 
and which ended with all of us up on the 
bridge while a fourfoot nurse shark 
Hopped crazily around in the cockpit 
even after Haugen had shot it four times 
in the head with a A3 automatic. 

Looking back on all that, my only feel 
ing lor deepsea fishing is one of absolute 
and visceral aversion. Hemingway had the 
right idea when he decided that a 
caliber submachine gun was the proper 
tool for shark fishing, but he was wrong 
about his targets. Why shoot innocent 
fish, when the guilty walk [ree along the 
docks, renting boats for SHO a day to 
drunken dupes who call themselves “sport 
fisherme! 

Our departure from the stand was not 
placid. The rough skeleton of the р 
Таене ii will a head Full oP МОЛ, 
on the night belore—was to wait. until 
bout an hour before the fist сапу 
morning. flight to. Mérida on Aeromex- 
ico, then jump both our hotel bills by 
checking out in a raving frenzy at daw 
at the end. of the night clerk's sh 

‘rıaynoy Striker Aluminum 
Yadi" on both bills, 1 felt this bogus 
dual imprimatur would be heavy enough 
to confuse both desk clerks Jong enough 
for us to reach the airport and make the 
escape. 

Our only other problem—excepi for 
connecting with the blick-coral wizard 
who was experi S300 eusk for 
the work we'd assigned him—w 
g the Avis rental jeep à 
more than three minutes belore hi g 
time. P knew that the local Avis people 
would have me under observation by the 
same shadowy observer who'd nailed me 
on the broke but 1 
also knew he'd been watching us Jong 
rough to know we were both late risers 
He would set his psychic work clock. I 
felt, 10 coincide with our traditional 
noon-to-dawn working hows. I also knew 
that the hours he'd been keeping for the 


at dest 


рам week were so | his normal 
wake-slecp schedule that by now he was 
probably a nervous, jabbering mess hom 


uying to keep up with a gang of wild 
gringos lucled Irom an apparently bot 
romless satchel full of speed, acid, MDA 
nd cocaine. 

It boiled down to a question of arm 
ments—or lack of them—and their k 
term effects in the crunch. Looking back 
on my experience over the y 
confident of being able to Tunc 
ik- performance level, at least briefly 
80 or 90 hours without sleep. There 
e negative factors, of course: 80 or 90 
hows of conti 
sporadic energy/adrenaline за 
frantic, rock-dodging swims i 
surf at night and sudden, potentially dis 
astrous confrontations with 
pers—but on balance, 1 felt. the drag 
[actor gave us д clear-cut advantage. In 


hotel n 
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“How was your trip, dear? . . 


Boy, the place just 


hasn't been the same without youl” 


y 24-hour period, a determined pri 
can muster the energy to keep pace 


суе 
with veteran drug users... . but after 48 


ght hours, and especially after. 79, 
пе symptoms begin manifesting dras- 
tically—hallucinations, hysteria, massive 
nerve failure. After 72 hours. both the 
body and the brain are so badly depleted 
that only sleep will make the nut 
while your habitual drug user, long ac- 
customed to this weird and frenzied pace. 
is still hoarding at least three hours of 
high speed reserve. 

There was no question in my mind — 
once the plane was finally airborne out 
of Cozumel—about what to do with the 
drugs. [had eaten three of the remaining 
five caps of MDA during the night and 
Bloor had given our hash and all but s 
of his purple pills to the black-coral wiz- 
ard as а bonus for his all-night efforts. As 
n Channel at 
we took stock of what we had 


Aft 


we zoomed over the Yuca 
BO00 feet, 
left: 
Two hits of MDA, 
about a gram and a half of raw cocaine, 
four reds and a random handful of 
speed. That—plus $14 and a desperate 
hope that Sandy had made and paid 
for our reservations beyoud Monterrey, 
ico—was all we had between Cozu- 
ad our refuge /destination at Sam 
268 Brown's house in Denver. We were 


airborne out of Cozumel at 8:13 Ам. 
Mountain Daylight Time—and if ever 
thing went right, we would arrive at Den- 
vers Stapleton International Airport 
before sev 

Wed been airborne for about eight 
minutes when I looked over at Bloor 
told him what I'd been thinking: 
don't have enough drugs here to 
rying them through Customs." I s: 

He nodded thoughtfully: “Well 


we're pretty well fixed, for poor boys. 

“Yeah.” I replied. “But 1 have my pro- 
fessional reputation to uphold. And 
theres only two things I've never done 


with drugs: sell them or take them 
through Customs—especially when we 
can replace everything we're holding for 
about ninetynine dollars just as soon as 
we get off the plane.” 

He hunkered down in his seat, saying 
nothing. "Then he stared across at me. 
"Wh ? That we should 
just throw all this shit away?" 

I thought for a moment. 
we should cat it.” 

"Wh 


No. I d 


13 


why no? They can't bust 
you for whats already dissolved in 
your belly—no matter Лош weird you're 
acting.” 

“Jesus Christ!” he muttered. "We'll go 
stark raving nuts if we cat all this shit!” 


1 shrugged. “Keep in mind where we'll 

be when we hit Customs, 
Antonio, Texas, Are you ready to get 
busted in Texas?” 
He stared down at his fingernails. 
“Remember Tim Leny?” 1 
Геп years for three ounces of grass in 
his daughter's panties. . . ." 

He nodded. “Jesus . . . Texas! Fd for- 
gotten about that.” 

‘Not me,” I said. n Sandy went 
through Customs in San Antonio about 
three weeks ago, they tore everything she 
was carrying apart It took her two hours 
10 put it back together. 

1 could scc him thinking. 
he said finally, * 


iu PPS 
eat this stull 
упай us? 
“We'll drink heavy 
the stewardesses will 


йу. If we've seized, 
testify we were drunk.” 


He ano then 
laughed. “Yeah . . . just a couple of good 
ole boys O.D.'d on booze. Nasty drunks, 

ошшу alter a 
о totally 


shameful 
fucked up 
ight.” Т said. “They can sirip us 
down to the skin. H's no crime to enter 
the country helplessly drum 

He laughed. "You're right. What. do 
we start with? We shouldn't eat it all at 
"s t00 | 

1 nodded, reaching into my pocket for 
the MDA and olfering him one as I 
tossed the other ino my mouth. "Let's 
eat some of the acid now, too," I said. 
“That way, we'll be adjusted to it by the 
time we have to eat the rest: 


M 


"Along with the speed, 
much do you have left? 

“Ten his. 1 said. "Pun 
phetamine ШЕ 
right ou : 

"You should save that for the end.” he 
said, “We can use this coke if we start 
setting messy,” 

I swallowed the purple pill. ignoring 


ighien us 


the Mexican stewardess with her tray of 
sangria. 
“TH have two,” said Bloor, reaching 


across me 
"Same here," 
off the tray. 
Bloor grinned at her 
tion, We're just tou 
ing fools of ourselves 
Moments 
runway at M. 


I said, lilting two more 


“Рау no ati 
ists— down here mak- 


n- 


wer we hit down on the 
quick and 
less stop. By nine A-st., we were cruis- 
g over central Mexico at 20.000 fect, 
headed for Monterrey, The planc wa 
half empty aud we could have mo 
around if we'd wanted to—but 1 gli 
across at Bloor, tying to 
а mirror for my own condition, and 
decided that wandering around in the 
aisles would not be wise. Making yourself 
noticeable is one thing—but causing 
innocent passengers to shrink off with 


feelings of shock and repugnance is a 
different game entirely. One of the few 
things that can't be controlled about acid 
is the glitter it puts in the eyes. N 
amount of booze will cause the 
kind of laughing, that fine predatory glow 
that comes with the first rush of acid up 
the sy 

But Bloor felt like moving. 


ie. 


Where's 


the goddamn head?" he muttered, 
Never mind," 1 said. “We're almost to 
Monterrey. Don’t апга attention. We 
have to check through Immigration 

there.” 
“Immi 


He straighten 


grati 

Nothing serious, 
our tourist c 
ets lo Denva 

TRAMA 
Why?” he asked. 

I gave it some thought. Why. indeed? 
We were clean. Or almost clean, anyway 
Мини. an hour out of Mérida we'd eaten 
another round of acid—which left us 
with two more of those, plus four reds 
and the coke and the speed. The luck of 
the split had left me with the specd and 


"Just turn in 
ls and see about the tick- 
But well have to act 


on 
or less, dl 
the time we 
he flushed down the stainless-steel john 
in the р 

It had taken about 45 tortured min- 
utes to reach this agreement, because by 
that time. neither one of us could spe 
clearly. 1 wied to whisper, through gr 
ted teeth, but each time I succeeded in 
uttering a coherent sentence my voice 
seemed to echo around the cabin like I 
was mumbling into a bullhorn. At one 
point, 1 leaned over as close as possible to 
Bloor's ear and hissed: “Reds . . . how 
many" But the sound of my own voice 
was such a shock that I recoiled in horror 
and tried to pretend I'd said not 

Was the stewardess staring? 1 could 


bove Monterrey, we'd 
t anything we hadn't 


iot to Texas would have to 


ne's lavatory 


t 
be sure. Bloor had seemed not to notice— 
but suddenly he was thrashing around i 
his seat and clawing: Iranti 

neath himself with both hands. 
the fuck?" he was ser 


y under- 
What 


PREFESABLY DEN 


К “But demographic projections 
indicate that within twenty years, this town will be 
big enough for both of us.” 


Quiet 
with you?" 

He was jerking at his scat belt, still 
shouting. The stewardess ran down the 
isle and unbuckled it for him. There 
was fear in her face as she backed off and 


I snapped. "Whats wrong 


watched him spring out of his scat. 
"Goddamn you clumsy bastard!" he 
yelled. 

I stared straight ahead. Jesus, 1 


thought, he’s blowing it, he can't handle 
the acid, I should h 
crazy bastard in Cozumel. 1 felt my teeth 
grinding as I tried to ignore his n 
then I glanced across and saw him grop 
ing between the seats and coming up 
with a smoldering cigarette butt. “Lool 
at thi те. He was hold. 
ing the butt in one hand and fondling the 
back of his thigh with the other. . . 
big hole in my pants,” he 
з He just spit this dirty thi 
right down in my seat!” 

What?" I said, feeling in front of my 
mouth for the cigarette in my filter . 
but the filter empty, and D sud- 
denly understood. The fog in my brain 
«b and 1 heard myself 


bandoned this 


e. 


he shouted 


suddenly de 
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laughing. "I warned you about these 
goddamn Bonan: 1 said. “They'll 
never stick in the filter 

The stewardess was 
down into hi 


belts 
m and jerked down- 
n off balance and 


ing him to fall heavily onto the back of 
the seat. It gave way and collapsed on the 
legs of whoever was sitting behind 
The stewardess jerked it quickly back to 
the upright position, then reached down 
10 Гамен Bloor's seat belt. 1 saw his left 
arm snake out and settle affectionately 
around her shoulders. 

Good God! I thought. Thi: 
see the headlines in tomorrows News: 
“DRUG FRACAS ON AIRLINER NEAR MONTER- 
REY: GRINGOS JAILED ON ARSON, ASSAULT 
CHANGES 7 

But the stewardess only smiled and 
backed oll a [ew steps, dismissing Bloor's 
crude advance with a slap at his arm and 
an icy professional smile. I tried to re 
їшї dt but my fice was not working 
properly. Her eyes narrowed. She 
clearly more insulted by the demented 

n 


is it. I could. 


grin Î was trying not to fix on her th 
she was by Bloor’s attempt to push hi 
head down into his lap. 


“Youre my 


He smiled һарр she stalked away. 
“That'll teach you,” he said. “You're а 
goddamn nightmare to travel with. 

The acid was leveling out now. 1 could 


tell by the tone of his voice that he was 
into the manic stage. No more of that 
jerky, paranoid whispering. He was leel- 
се had settled 
you in- 
a acid 


ing confident now; his 
imo that glaze of brittle sere 
lace of a vete 


variably see on th 
at ws that the fist rush is 
past and now he can settle down for 
about six hours of real fu 
1 was not quite there myself, but I 
mew it was con and we still had 
pout seven more hours and two plane 
dinges between now and Denver. 1 
knew the Immigration scene at Monter 
rey was only а formality—just. stand. in 
line for a while with all the other 
ий nor get hysterical when the cop at 
the gate asks for your tourist card 

We could ease through that one, 1 
{elton the strength of long experience. 
Anybody who's still on the street after 
seven or eight years of public acid eating 
has earned to trust his adrenaline gland 
for getting through routine. conlronta- 
tions with ollicialdom—4ratlic. cita 
bridge tolls, e ticket counters, . . . 


ingos 


jons, 


And we had one of these coming up: 
getting our baggage off this plane and 
not losing it in the airport until we 
found out which flight would take us to 
San Antonio and Denver. Bloor was tav- 
cling light, with only wo bags. But 1 had 
my normal heavy load: two huge leather 
suitcases, a cumvas scubag and tape re 
corder with two portable speakers. H we 
were going 10 lose anything, J wanted to 
lose it north of the border. 


The Monterrey airport is a cool, bright. 
lite building, so 
and ethcient. that w 
меу lulled into а ec 
- Everything seemed w be 
tly. No lost b по 
sudden outbursts of wild jabbering at the 
Immigration desk, no cause Lor panic or 
fits ol despair at the ticket countes 
Our listclas reservations hid already 
been made and conlirmed all the wiy to 
Denver. Bloor had been relucant to 
blow 32 extra dollars “just to sit up from 
with the businessmen,” but 1 felt it w 
necessary. “There's a lot more latitude 
Jor weird behavior in first dass,” | told 
him. “Lhe stewardesses back in the tour- 
st section don't have as much experience, 
so they're more likely to Ircak out il they 
think they have a dangerous nut on their 
hands 

He glared at me. 
gerous nui 


Do F look like a din 


d t0 focus on his 
face. We were standing in a corridor out- 
side the souvenir shop. “You look like a 
serious dope addic" 1 said, finally. 
“Your hairs all wild, your eyes 
tering. your позе is all red and 
suddenly noticed white powder ou the 
top edge of his mustache. "You swine! 
You've been into the coke 

He grinned blankly. "Why no? Just a 
little pick. 
1 nodded. it dll you 
art explaining yourself to the Customs 
agent in San Antonio with white powder 
drooling out of your nose." 1 Liughed. 
“Have vou ever seen those big bullet- 
nosed Mashlights they use for rectal 
ches 

He was rubbing his nostril v sly 
“Where's the drugstore? FI ger some of 
that Dristan nasal sp He à 
back pocket and 1 saw hi 
Jesus,” he hissed. 


ached 
face 
Гус lost 


my walle!” He kept fumbling in his 
pockets bur no wallet turned up oil 
God!" he moaned. “из still on the 


plane!” His eyes flashed wildly around the 
airport. "Where's the gate?” he snapped. 
“The wallet must be under the ses 
1 shook my head. “No, it's too late. 
“Wha 
“The plane. 1 saw it take off while vou 
were in the rest room, snorting up the 
coke.” 


He thought for a moment, then 
uttered a loud, wavering howl. “My 


passport! All my money! I have nothing! 
They'll never let me back into the co 
try, with no LD. 


I smiled. “Ridiculous. ГЇЇ vouch for 
" he said. “You're crazy! You 

Look стату!” 
Let's go find the bar," J said. "We 


have forty-five minutes." 

“Whai?” 

“The drunker you get, the less itll 
bother you,” 1 said. “The best thing. 
right now, is for you to get weeping, fall 
ing-down drunk. ГИ swear you staggered 
in front of a moving plane on the runway 
in Merida and a jet engine sucked the 
coat right off your back and into its tur 
bine.” The whole thing seemed absurd. 
“Your wallet was in the coat. right? 1 was 
a witness. It was all I could do to keep 
your whole body from being sucked into 
the turbine.” 

I was laughing wildly now; the scene 
was very vivid. ] could almost feel the 
tenible drag of the suction as we strug 
gled to dig our heels into the hot asphalt 
runway. Somewhere in the distance, I 
could hear the wail of a mariachi band 
above the roar of the engines, sucking us 
ever closer to the whirling blades, 1 could 
hear the wild screech of a stewardess as 
she watched helplessly. A Mexican sol- 
dier with a machine gun was vin 
help us, but suddenly he was sucked away 
like a leaf 


ı the wind wild screams 


all around us, then a sickening thump 
as he disappeared feetfirst into the black 
maw of the turbine. . . . The engine 
seemed to stall momentarily, then spit a 
nasty shower of hamburger and bone 
splinters all over the runway . . . more 
screaming from behind us as Dloor's coat 
ripped away: I was holding him by onc 
arm when another soldi with а ma- 
chine gun began firing at the plane, fust 
at the cockpit and then at the murderous 
engine . .. which suddenly exploded, like 
а bomb going off right in front of us: the 
blast hurled us 200 [eet across the tarmac 
nd through a wire-mesh fence 

Jesus! What a scene! A fantastic tale 10 
lay on the Customs agent in San. Anto. 
nio: “And then, officer, while we were 
lying there on the grass. too stunned to 
move, another engine exploded! And 
then another! Huge balls of fire! It was 
а miride that we escaped with our 
lives. - . Yes, so you'll have to make 
some allowance for Mr. Bloor's unsteady 
right He badly 
alChysterical most of the alter- 
. 1 want to get him back to Den 
ver and put him under sedation. . . .* 

1 was so caught up in this terrible vi 
sion that I'd failed to notice Bloor down 
on his knees until I heard him shout, He'd 
spread the contents of his kit bag all over 
the floor of the ag 
through the mess, and now he was smilin 
d. 


condition 
shaken 


noon. . 


now was 


corridor rumm; 


happily at the wallet in his 1 


“You found it,” 1 said. 

He nodded—dutching it with both 
hands, as if it might leap out of his 
grip with the strength of a half-captured 
lizard and disippear across the crowded 
lobby. I looked around and saw that 
people were stopping to watch us. My 
mind was still whirling from the 
lucination that had seized me, but 1 was 
able to kneel down and help Bloor stuit 
his belongings back into the kit bj 
“We're attracting a crowd,” I muttered. 
“Let's get to the bar, where it's safe" 


Moments later we were sitting at a 
table overlooking the runway, sipping 
mar s and watching the ground crew 
load the 727 that would take us to San 
Antonio. My plan was to stay hunkered 
down in the bar until the List. moment 
then dash for the plane. Our luck һай 
heen excellent, so far, but that scene in 
the lobby had triggered a wave of para 
noia in my head. I felt very conspicuous 
Bloor's mannerisms were becoming more 
and more psychotic. He took one sip of 
his drink, then whacked it down onto the 
table and stared ar me. “What is this?” 
he snarled 

“A double margarita, 
over 


1 srid, glancing 
I she had her 


ıt the waitress to вес 


eve on us. 
She did. and Bloor waved ar her. 
“What do you want?” 1 whispered. 
(continued on page 275) 


i, suddenly 


ct from 


lor crazy? 


The Holidays, of course. 

t better time to introduce 

a cheerful sockful of colors 
for our refillable NoNonsense 

ballpcints, markers and 

cartridge fountain pens? 

It's still the same simple, honest, 


durable NoNonsense Pen—built to 
give you years of writing comfort— 


but all dressed up in eight 
sprightly holiday colors. 


A cheerful little gift from Sheaffer. 
Already gift-boxed for only $1.98. 


SHEAFTER, WORLD WIOE, A fexiron COMPANY 
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people, places, objects and events of interest or amusement 


TABLE HOPS 
Bourbon drinkers have their sterling julep cups; VIVE LA BRIEFCASE 
winophiles Haunt crystal glasses and Remember that French 
decanters; but what has the lowly beer guzzler course you always used to sleep 
got to one-up his toper buddies? Would you be- through in high school? 
lieve а $1000 glass-topped сойее table Well. guess what? Your boss 
suring 48” x 30” x 15” and made from 194 wants you to negotiate a high- 
cans of your choice—98 of which house a level Paris merger 
ndom-blinking bulb and a colored lens? Then, you can remembel 
at the snap of your fingers, the whole shebang ask for the menu, s'il vous 
turns on or off. Order from Steve Olesky, 138 plait. Not to worry, mon ami. 
Stornoway Drive, E. Columbus, Ohio, and watch Simply check with the La 
your friends’ eyes light up with envy. No, guage House (430 N. Michi- 
Dumbrowski, you can't drink the table. gan Avenue, Chicago) and get 


yourself briefcase in which 
you will find a four-track re 
corder, earphones, mike, study 
guide and 74 prerecorded les 
sons (plus personalized tele- 
phone tutoring)—all for just 
5700 to 51200. Not only will 
you learn how to speak French 
(or 22 other languages), you'll 
be able to tell that miscrable 
concierge where to get off. 


© 
О 
© 


eocceceo 


HAIL TO THE EMPEROR 
Quite frankly, the Emperor Hotel in Tokyo is 
for those who want to enjoy sex. French 
perfume scents the elevators. Beds revolve, 
vibrate, undulate and do the boogaloo. Closed- 
circuit TVs feature porno films. One room 
has a 50-foot waterfall. (Who knows what 
evil lurks... ?) And sliding panels on 
ceiling: 1 mirrors for those who like to 
reflect on the art of love. Rates start at $14 
and go skyward to 590. One room, for example, 

evolutionary War flintlocks; 

another has tiger and polar-bear skins. No 
mention of cherry blossoms, however. 
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ROXIE MUSIC 
Back in the good old days, you'd read the book first, then see the 

play and eventually go to the movie. But in this crazy, wonderful, 
mixed-up world of ours, things don t happen that way. You may 

have seen the movie Roxie Hart, starring Ginger Rogers. And now 
you'll be able to sce the Broadway musical starring 
Chita Rivera and Jerry Orbach. It’s scheduled to op. 
at the 46th Stree er January seventh, is being directed by Os- 
car, Emmy, Tony winner Bob (Cabaret, Pippin) Fosse and will 

be called Chicago, The story's about a doxy who shoots a guy and 
becomes a courtroom superst у tuned for the book. 


in New York 


EVERY NIGHT AT THE MOVIES 
Flick fans! Are you among the hapless who 
always lose film-trivia games? Arc you 
consistently bested by that guy who al- 
ways seems to know things like the exact 
von her law- 
st those journalists who compared 
? Is that what's 
ng you fecl like an outtake on the 
room floor? Well, Drake Publishers, 
k Avenue South in Man- 


sui 


ROAD TALK 
И you're a motorcycle nut, you'll be glad to 
hear that speech has come to your long- 
silent world. Helmet Audio Link, or HAL, 
а voiceactivated two-way radio with a 
500-to-700-[oot radius that fits most bubble: 
able for $50 from 
52 son Mills Road, 
Ohio. Now you can tell your 
fellow travelers about the turnoff they just. 
missed or the blonde you just spotted 


THE ATTACK OF THE LITTLE PEOPLE 


If your Napoleonic complex has been getting out of hand lately, then 


Miniature Figurines Ltd. (Box P, Pine 
ds of ure sold 
tional goodies as chariots, catapults 
types of militia are 
colonial, plus scien 
featured in an illus 
your regiments ar 


PRIMITIVE EMOTIONS 
So you've got the Matisse in your 
ng room, the à 
your den and a reproduction of 
The Thinker in your bathroom. 
You necd something with а 
litle sexual pizzazz in your bed- 
room, but you don't want people 
to think you're a pervert, right? 
The Laurus Company (P. О. Box 
11397, Chicago 60611) has just the 
ng: one-ol kind Indonesian 
tic sculptures featuring 
les with giant-sized genitals 
involved in group scenes, animal 
ach wood 
comes with a Lucite base; 
they re available in sizes 
from б” at $75 to 14" for $125. 
And, after all, what's perverted? 


nd horses. Most periods a 
ble, from ancii 
a and Lord of the Rings characters. All are 
trated catalog that goes for a mere $1.50. When 
ive, you add the finishing touches with a paint- 
brush and start the war. They await your orders, mon capitaine. 


FIRE DOWN BELOW 
Hey. amigo, you say you want 
really hot jalapeiio peppers. 
the kind Pancho Villa used to give 
to gringos to make them tz 


nection for you. It's Chili 
P. O. Eox 197, El Paso, Texas 
79942. Drop them a line and 
you'll get back a list of pickled 
peppers and other hot stuff that'll 
knock your socks off, Or you can 
take potluck and order the variety 
pack at $10 that comes stuffed. 
with such fire breathers as red 

io peppers. 
d hot red chili pods, chopped 
green chilies and pickled hot 
mountain peppers. Oh, Cisco! Oh, 
Pancho! Ohhhhhooaooo! 


New York) has just 
rs to Manipulate, plus such addi 
d 
1 Egypt through British 
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qua ae Hunt (continued from page 271) 


T rhe waitress was on us before T could 
argue. Glaucoma is an extremely com- 
plicated mix of about nine unlikely in- 
mis that Bloor had learned from 
some randy old woman he met on the 
porch of the Bal-Hai. She'd taught the 
bartender there how t0 make it: very pre- 
cie measurements of gin, tequila, Kah- 
hia, crushed ice, fruit juices, lime rinds, 
сеза mixed to perfection in a tall 


poem glass. 

и is not the kind of drink you want to 
order in an airport bar w head full 
of acid and a noticeable speech impedi- 

nent; especially when you can't spi 
the local language and you just spilled 
the first drink you ordered all over the 
table 

But Bloor persisted. When the w 
indoned all hope, he walked ov 
k with the bartender. I slumped in 
keeping an eye on the plane 
and hoping it was almost ready to go. 
But they hadn't even loaded the b; 
yet: departure time was still 20 n 
акау plenty of time for some minor i 
cident to mushroom into serious trouble. 
1 watched Bloc ag to the bartender, 
bottles behind the 
y using his fingers to 
ıs. The bartender 
nily. 

k to the table. 
ТШ be back in 


ress 


ч 
my chai 


indic 


ally 
He's m; 
a minute 


ng it,” 
I have bus 
а him. My n 
Two days and 
sleep plus a steady diet of mind-altering 
drugs and double m; s were begin- 
ning to affect my alermess. T ordered 
other drink and stared out at the hot 
brown hills beyond the runway. "Ehe bar 
was comfortably air conditioned, but I 
could feel the warm sun through the 
window 
Why worry? Т thought. We've survived. 
the worst. All we have to do now is not 
miss that plane out there. Once we're 
acros the border, the worst that can hap- 
à arish fuckaround at Cus- 
Maybe even a 


ness." 


d was drifting 
nights without 


ken 


scs—public dr 
ness, disturbing the peace, resisting ar- 
rest—but nothing scrious, no felony. All 
the evidence for that would be eaten 
by the time we landed in Texas. 

My only real worry was the chance 
that there might already be grand-larceny 
charges filed against us in Cozumel. We 
l, jumped two hotel bills 
bout 15,000 pesos, in addii 
wing that halfdestroyed Avis jeep 
in the airport р: Jo—anotl 
000 pesos—and we had spent the past 
four or five d. the constant compa- 
ny of a flagr 
whose cvery 


y 
nt, big.volume drug runner 
novement and contact, for 


all we knew, might have been watched or 
phorographed by Interpol agents. 
nk now? Safe at home 
led in Mexico City 
P norance about how 
Il those cans of white powder got into 
g most hear 
‘You've got to believe me, Captain! I 
went down to Cozumel to check on a 
land investment, | was sitting in a bar 
one night, minding my own business, 
when all of a sudden these two drunken 
acid freaks sat down next to me and said 
they worked for rrAvnov. One of them 
had Mul of purple pills and I was 
stupid enough to cat one. The next thing 
1 knew, they were using my hotel room as 
their headquarters. They never slept. E 
tried to keep an eye on them, but there 
му of times while I was sleeping 
when they could have put almost any- 
thing in my luggage... . What? Where 
are they new? Well . . . I can't say for 
sure, but I сав give you the names of the 
hotels they were u 
Jesus! These terrible halluc 


were р 


tions! T 


finished my drink and called for another. 
A paranoid shudder jerked me out of 
slump in the chair. 1 sat up and looked 
around, Where was that bastard Bloor? 
How long had he been gone? I glanced 
out at the plane and saw the fuel truck 
still parked under the wing. But they 
were loading the baggage now. Ten more 
minutes. 


I relaxed again, shoving a handful of 
pesos a ress to pay for our 
drinks, trying to smile at her . . . when 
suddenly the whole airport seemed to 
echo with the sound of my name being 
shouted over а thousand loudspeakers 
. then I heard Bloor’s пате... a 
sh, heavily accented voice. bellowing 
w the corridors like the scr 
shee . . . "PASSENGERS HU 
THOMPSON AND YAIL BLOOR. К 
PORT IMMEDIATELY TO THE IM- 
MIGRATION D: 

I was too stunned to move. “Mother of 
twelve bastards!” 1 whispered. "Did I ac 
tually hear that?" 1 gripped both arms of 
my chair and tried to 


the voice 


"I'm sorry, sir, but Im cutting you off.” 
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booming all over the airport: "WILL 
PASSENGERS HUNTER THOMPSON 
AND YAIL BLOOR REPORT IMM 
DIATELY TO THE IMMIGRATION 
DESK. ..." 

No! | thought. This is impossible! It 
had to be paranoid dementia, My fear 
of being nailed at the last moment һа 
become that 1 was hearin 


so intense 


not hal- 
d.e 
and 1 suddenly remembered. the Striker 
PR man's talk about that all-powerful 
jefe in Cozumel who had the fuel license 

Of course. A man with that kind of lev- 
erage would have connections all over 
Mexico: police, airlines, Immigration, It 
was madness to think we could cross him 


truth was beginning to stir. J wa 
Iucinating: the nightmare was r 


She looked puzzled, then pointed to 
the main envance to the bar 

He staucred helplessly for а moment, 
then began shouting: "Where's the god- 
damn back door to this place? We have 
to catch that plane now!" 

A long-delayed rush of adrenaline was 
beginning to dear my head. 1 grabbed 
his arm and lurched toward the main 


voices! The sun through the window had and get away with it. No doubt he con- door. "Let's go," I said. “We'll run right 
изе the acid to boil in my brain; a trolled the Avis franchise, too and past the bastards.” My brain was still 
bubble of drugs had burst a weak he'd gone into action the minute his fo, but the adrenaline һай triggered 


vein in my frontal lobes. 


henchmen found that crippled jeep in 


asic survival instinct. Our only hope 


Then I saw Bloor rushing into the bar. Ше airport parking lot, with its wind- was to run like doomed rats for the only 
His eyes were wild, his hands were flap- shield shattered and an 11-day bill available opening and hope for a miracle. 
ping crazily. "Did you hear that?" he unpaid. The phone lines had been As we hurried down the corridor, 1 


shouted. 

I stared at him. Well 
we're fucked. He heard it, too . . . or even 
if he hadn't, even if we're both halluci- 
it means we've O.D.d . . . totally 


next six hours, 


I thought, 


nating, 
out of control [or the 


humming 20,000 feet beneath us all the 
way to Monterrey, And now, with less 
than ten minutes to spare, they had am- 
bushed us 

I stood up and slung the scabag over 
my shoulder just as the waitress brought 


jerked one of the Press tags off my scabag 
and gave it to Bloor. “Start waving this at 
them when we hit the gate,” L said, leap- 
ing sideways to avoid a covey of nuns 
m our way “Pardonnez!” 1 shouted. 


Prensa! ;Prensa! ;Mucho importante! 


crazed with [car and confusion, feeling — Bloor's glaucoma. He looked at her, Bloor picked up the cry as we ap- 
our bodies disappear and our heads swell then lifted it oll the tray and drank the proached the gate, running at full specd 
up like balloons, unable to even recog whole thing in one gulp. "Gracias, gr and shouting incoherently in garbled 
nize cach other. cias,” he mumbled, handing her a 50- Spanish. The Immigration booth was 


"Wake up! Goddamn it!” he yelled. 
“We have to make а run for the plane!” 
d. “It’s no use. They'll grab 
us at the gate.” 

He was frantically trying to zip up his 
kit bag, “Are you sure those were our 


1 shru 


names they called? Arc you positi 
I nodded, still not moving. Somewhere 
in the middle of my half-numb brain, the 


peso note. She started to make change, 
but he shook his head. “Nada, nada, keep 
the goddamn change." Then he pointed 
toward the kitchen. “Back door?” he said 
cagerly. “¿Exito?” He nodded at the pl 
about 50 feet below us on the runway, 1 
crs beginning to 
Bloor told her. 


could эсс а few passen 
“Big hurr 
"ibm portante! 


board. 


just beyond the glass doors leading out to 
the runway. The stairway up to the plane 
was still full of passengers, but the clock 
above the gate said exactly 11:20—depar- 
ture time 
past the cops atthe desk and dash а 
the plane just as the stewardess pulled 
the big silver door closed. ... 

We had to slow down as we approached 


Our only hope was to burst 


oard 
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the glass doors. waving our tickets at the 
cops and yelling “;Prensa! ;Prensa!" at 
everybody in front of us. 1 was pouring 
this time and we were both 
gasping for breath 

muscular-looking cop in а 
1 dark glasses moved out to 


sweat by 


А small, 
white shirt а 
head us off as we stumbled through: the 
doors. “Señor Bloor? Señor Thompson? 
he asked sharply. 

The voice of doom. 

I staggered to a halt and s ainst 
the desk. bur Bloors leathersoled Mod 
boots wouldn't hold on the marble floor 
and he skidded past me ar full speed and 
crashed imo a ten-foor poued palm 
dropping his kit bag and mangling sev 
eral branches that he grabbed to keep 
from full 

Señor Thompson? Señor Bloor? 
ne-track 


ed a 


Our 
aceuser had ind. One of his 
assistants had run over to help Bloor keep 
his feet, Another cop picked his kit bag 
off the floor and handed it to him 

Twas too exhausted to do anything but 
nod my 
called our names took the ticket out of 
my hand and gl then quickly 
anded it back to me. “Ahha 
with a grin. “Señor Thompson 
looked at Bloor 

“You're goddamn right 1 am 
snapped. “What the hell’s going on here? 
ай this wax 
on these floors! I almost gor killed!" 


head meekly. The cop who'd 


need ac it 


* he said 
Then he 


“You are Señor Bloor? 


!"" Bloor 


This а goddamn ошти 


rinned 


The lite cop again. Was 
there something sadistic in his smile? I 
couldn't be sure. But it didn't matter 
now. They hid us on the gall. 1 flashed 
on all the people 1 knew who'd been 
busted in Mexico: dopers who'd pushed 
their luck too far, gotten careless. No 
doubt we would find friends in prison: I 
could almost hcar them hooting their 
cheerfu as we were led into the 
yard and turned loose 

This « 
milliseconds. Bloor's wild yells were sı 
floating in the air as the cop began push- 
ing me out the door toward. rhe. planc. 
“Hurry! Hurry!" he was saying... and 
behind me E heard his assistant prodding 
Bloor. "We were afraid vou would miss 
the plane,” he was saving. “We called on 
the Р.А. system.” He was grinning broad- 


сеш! 


ugh my head i 


ne passed th 


ly now. “You almost missed the plane." 
We were almost to San. Antonio before 


I got a grip on myself, The adrenaline 


was still pumping violently through my 


head: the acid and booze and fatigue had 
heen totally neutralized by that scene at 
the gate 
the plane took off that 1 had to beg the 
Scotch 
which I used to down two of our 


My nerves were хо jangled as 


stewardess for two and waters. 


four 
reds. 


Y ate the other two, with the help 
His hands 
badly, his eyes were filled with 


of two bloody 
ШАШ 


marys. were 


but as he came back t0 life, he 
ay “those dirty 
the Р.А. system” who had caused him to 
nd get rid of all the coke 

he said quietly, “you can't im 
toa horror that w 
standing there at the urinal, with my 
joint in d and a coke spoon in 
the orher 


blood 


bastards on 


g the stuff up my nose 
trying to pis at the same rime 
fucking sudden it just 
exploded all around me! They have a 
speaker up there in the corner of that 
bathroom. and the whole place is file! 
He took a long hit on the drink. "Shit, T 
almost went crazy! It was Jike somebody 
had snuck up behind me and dropped a 
cherry bomb down the back of my shirt 
AH I could think of was gening rid of the 
coke. I threw it imo one of the urinals 
and ran like a bastard for the bar" He 
laughed nervously. "Hell. I didn't even 
zip up my pants: I wis running down the 
hall with my joint ha 
Т smiled, remembering the seme of al 
most apocilypric despair thar seized 
when Phi announcement. 
“Ti “It never even ос 
curred to me to get rid of the drugs. T was 


and 
when all of a 


ard the first 


rs odd." I said 
thinking about all those hotel bills and 
hn jeep. I they'd nailed us 
for that stuff, a few pills wouldn't make 
much difference.” 

He эсе 


thar godda 


ned to brood for a while . 
then he spoke, staring fixedly at the seat 
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278 through Customs and reeling 


i t of him. “Well -.. T don't know 
about you ... but I don't think 1 could 
stand another shock like that one. I had 
about 90 seconds of pure terror. T felt 
e my whole lile had ended. Jesu 
5 al with а coke spoon 
up my nose and suddenly hearing my 
name on the speaker. .. ." He mo; 
sofiy. "Now I know how Liddy must 
have felt when he saw those cops ranni 
into the W; g his whole 
life fall apart, from a hot rod in the 
White House to a twenty-year jailbird in 
sixty seco 
ick Liddy.” I s: 
happened to à nicer 
loud. "Liddy was the basi 


Jc couldn't have 
ighcd out 
тй who ran 


Ope ember that?" 
Bloor 
“What do you think would have lı 
pened if Gordon Liddy had been stimd- 


ing at the gate when we сате erishin 
through? 


He smiled. sipp 


his drink. 


Wed be sitting in а Mexican 
right now," I said. “Just one of these 
ils"—I held up a purple 


would have been. enough to d 
into a hate frenzy. Hed have had us 
locked up on suspicion of everything 
king to dope smuggling.” 

He looked at the pill I wa 
then reached Гог it, “Lers finish these off 
ud ih 
I said, reachi 
my pocket for the other one. "We're 
most to San Antonio." I tossed the pill 
down my throat and called the steward 
ess for another drink, 

Is that it?" he asked. “Are we clean?” 

1 nodded. “Except for the speed." 
et vid of it" he said. "We're almost 


ther 
“Don't worry." I 


eplied. “This acid 
will take hold just about the time we 
land. We should order more drinks.” I 
unbuckled my seat belt and walked up 
the aisle 10 the lavatory, fully intending 
to flush the speed down the toilet . .. but 
when D got inside, with the door locked 
hind me, 1 stared down at the little 
buggers resting so peacefully there in my 
pal ten caps of pure-white amphcta- 
mine powder . . . and I thought: No. we 
сазс of another 
ed the dangerous 
in Monta 
t my white: 


might need these 
gency. I r 


membe: 
: ipped me 
- Then I looked down 


rey. . 
canvas basketball shoes and noticed how 
snugly the tongues fit under the laces 


plenty of pressure down there, I thought, 
d plenty of room for ten pills ... so I 
put all the speed in my shoes and went 
hack to the seat. No point mentioning it 
to Bloor, I thought. He's dem. and 
therefore totally innocent. It would only 
inhibit his capacity for righteous anger. 
1 felt, i£ T told him about the speed I was 
still carrying . . . until we were safely 
blindly 


around the San Antonio airport; then he 
would thank me for it. 


San Anionio was a cakewalk: no 
trouble at all—despite the fact that we 

mally fell olf the plane, badly twisted. 
again. and by the time we got our bags 
onto the conveyor belt leading up to the 
tall black Customs agent, we were both 
Tang ke foals at the 
npheramine pills suru 
on the floor of the tinroofed. Customs 
shed. I was argu at about 
how much import tax. 1 would have to 
the two bottles of prima tequi 
ying when I noticed Bloor w 
most doubled over with la 
side me. He had just paid атах of 
on his own tequila, and now he was c 
s up while the agent fussed over my tix. 
"What the hell's wrong with you?" I 
snapped. glincing back at him. ... Then 
I noticed he was looking down at my 
feet, fighting so hard to control his 
їлишїнєг that he was having trouble 
his balance. 

1 looked down ... and ther 
inches from my right shoe. was a bri 
: le. Another one was 
on the bhick-rubber floor mat about two 
feet behind me ad two feet farther 
back I sew another one. They looked as 
big alls. 

Insane, 1 thought. I've left а trail of 
speed all the way from the plane to this 
bectle-browed Customs agent—who was 
now handing me the official receipt for 

ny liquor tas. I маға it with а smile 

t was 10 hys 

s I took it ou 
магй ly а 
control now, still pe 
‘The Customs man couldn't sci 
was Haugh because of the conveyor 
belt between us . .. but I could: It was 
nother one of those goddamn orange 
balls. resting on ihe white-canvas toc of 
my shoe. T reached down as casually as I 
could and put the thing in my pocket. 
The C watched us with а 
look of total disgust on his face and we 
anled our bags through the sw 


i 
ter 


Тим отв m. 


wooden doors and into the lobby of the 
San Antonio airport. 

"Can you believe that?" Bloor said. 
“He never even looked inside these 


damn things! For all he knows, we just 
ame across the border with two hundred 
pounds of pure sexy!” 

1 stopped laughing. Et was tue. My | 
suitcasc—the. clephantskin Abercrombie 
& Fitch job with brass corners was still 
securely locked. Not one of our d 
been opened for even the laziest inspec 
1. We had listed the five quarts of te 
i declaration forms—and that 
о interest him. 
" Bloor was saying. 


“If 


ved pend 

1 smiled, but 1 was still feeling nervous 
about it. There was something almost 
about two laughing, машу 


dopers checking through one of the heav- 
ag check points on the Customs 
opening their bags 
Te was almost insulting. The more I 
thought about it, the angrier I elt . . . be- 
сине that coldeyed nigger had been 
absolutely right. He had sized us up 
perfectly with one glance. I could almost 
hear him thinking: “Goddamn! Look at 
these two slobb honkies. Anybody 
this fucked up 

Which w 
slipped past 1 
speed, and even th 
n truth, he had saved lı 
cesary work by 
I would h 
мана 
m 


^L be seriou 
ue. The only thing we 


mself a lot of un- 
ignoring our baggage. 
ve preter 
this е 
use it plunged me into 


vred not to under- 
rsment so keenly, 
ft of de- 


pression—despite the acid, ог 
сизе of it 


The vest of that trip was а ire 
of paranoid blunders a kind of 
small humiliations that [^ 


many weeks afterward. About 
between San. Amonio and Deny 
reached out iuto the aisle and 
stewardess by the leg. Guusing her to ор 
y of 21 ses, which crashed. 
in a heap at her [eet and ignited rum- 


blings of bad discontent Irom the 
Пима passengers whe had ord 
neh 


wine with the 
“You stink 


dopeaddier bastard! 
tying to ignore him in the 
ess that surrounded us. 
rimmed stupidly, ignoring the 
nd fixing me 
ith a dazed, uncomprehend 
that confirmed, foreve 
that nobody with even latent ine! 
to use drugs should ever try to sm 
them, We were магика Пу shoveled oll. the 
ine in Denver, ugh d staggering 
jı such a rouen condition that we were 


1 muttered, 


barely able to d 
Months Шет, 1 received a letter from 
a friend in Сол sking if 1 were still 


terested in buying an imerest i 
beach acres on the Caribbean sho 
anived just as I was prepar 
Tor Washingt 
ment of Richard ? 


some 
s. It 
to leave 
» t0 cover “The Impeach- 
ÁO the final ace in 
. for me, almost 


ar сау 


Cozumel and rı 
ıl outcry about refus 


Well... a lot of madness has flowed 
under our vari T ce then, and 
have all presumably learned a lot of 
things. John Dean is in prison, Richard 
Nixon has quit and been pardoned by 
hand-picked successor, and my feel- 
g for national politics is about the same 
as my feeling for deepsea fi buying 
land in Cozumel or anything else where 
the losers end up thrashing around in 
the water on а barbed hook. 


"Sorry, kid. I think I’m for your father.” 
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(continued from puge 121) 


German border in a jeep, participated 
with distinction in the Ваше of the 
Bulge. restored Krefeld. a town of 
180.000, to order in à matter of weeks 
(February 1915), was promoted to ser 
gemi and then ruled Bergsirasse out of 
his villa from June of 1915 to April of 
1916. His favored early anecdotes be 
there, along with his achievemer 

The experience had to mark him deep- 
ly. There are m s ol it. Those who 
Knew Kissing his raher gray 
and dumpy years of preparation at Har- 
vad were surprised. when he tasted 
power in Washington. to find hint squir- 
g the nation’s most beautiful women to 
very public places. But the power he first 
knew had ¢ with accouter 
Many military rulers had their 
се of women alter the war—but t 
were not, like Kissinger, back in 
try where he had not dared t0 be seen 
public with а non-Jewish girl during H 
ms. "Ehe mistress who moved into the 
villa with him was the blonde widow of 
Wehrmacht осет, In 1946, many an 
crican ollicer could, Hike Henry, be 
in a white Mercedes Benz 
imousine—but like him. retur 
ing in glory to soccer matches watched 
obscurely as a boy. Others restored order, 
ng Kissinger 


ysi 
т only i 


these 


a coun- 
n 


^ 
chauffeured 


also of 


жаз a stage of triumph bi 


risk—he slept with liis gun beside him on 
the table. He was resented as well as ad- 
mired. And the grearest risk was from 


himself. 10 was hand to be lair whe 
there was so mudi to embitter, Kissinge 
had slipped back into his home town, 
looking for survivors—there were only 

handful remaining from the Jewish com- 
munity of 3000 in which he grew up. 
George Orwell. writing Irom Germany in 
1015. described an American officer in 
his carly 20s, a German-speaking Jewish 
gee. who was in change of de Nari 
c area, It might have been 


ioi 


Kissinger himself but for the locale 
(бош Germany) and ihe [eracity of 
the young avenger. which shocked Or 


well, He watched the man kick а fallen 
Nazi as he lay helpless on the floor of 
a military hangar. The shock is under 
standable—burt so is the behavior 
No such tales are told of Kissing 
who imposed strict impersonal justice on 
all the inhabitants suddenly put at his 
mercy. OL course, to yield 10 emotion 
would be to reenter the first world he 
had escaped. He went back as an Ameri 
isguising his religion under a 
pseudonym, "Mr. Henry.” He was given 
¢ drafts of power. yet he kept his 
id. uninebriated. Though he clearly 
ө power then, he did not 
misuse it. He knew it was granted for a 
purpose and that it would not last for 


He also knew that if he was ever to 
experience it again, he would need à 
longer apprenticeship. He must surrender 
power 10 reacquire it on a Lasting basis. 
He went about it the right way, with 
help from the man who had made 1 
an Army interpreter and then а mili 
governor, Fritz Kraemer. Kraemer wa 
flamboyant German vistocrar, the hold 
er of two decorates, who lch Germany 
in protest at the орча 
regime. He began at the bottom of 


long 


the American. Army as an indoctrinaior, 
where he met you my little 
Jew." As he rose in the Army, he drew 
Kissinger up behind him—the Krefeld 


s meant lor Kraemer, who turned 
т to Kissinger so he could be in at 
kill of the fleeing Nazi army (7l am 
а soldier! 1 only fight!”), Their relation- 
ship resembled that of Curt Jurgens and 
Danny Kaye in the movie Me and the 
Colonel—“More and more 1 like thi 
Jacobowsky!” 

When Henry left his Bergstrasse post, 
it way to rejoin Kraemer at Obcrammer- 
ли. Kraemer, now а Неше 
teaching at the Europe 
telligence School. and he had persu 
the faculty there to n 
young sergeant, a lecturer 
Kissinger did not know much 
subject, but Kraemer told him what 10 


post w 


it ov 
the 


Nazism. 
bout the 


read, and he became a respected teacher— 
so much so that he left the Army 10 
get higher рау as a civilian instructor 


abroad. Once again he held a positio 
of authority far beyond his years or 
desert—the was a kingly 10.000 


the post of casy eminence to prepare for 
more solid achievement. He had to get a 
college education- not. Kraemer haugh- 
tily advised him, at CCNY. where he had 


begun before the war 


he must attend a school for 


His Amy expe 
admission. 


e qualified him for 
ad even for a scholarship, at 
Harvard. a place where power cc 
slowly but tends to Гам. It won 
base for the next two decades. 


be his 


During roughly the first half of this 
period, Kissinger was obscure, underrat- 
cd or resented: yet a friend trom Har 


vard days, Stephen Graubard, says he 
obviously had a sense of his own destiny 
Irom the outset, No one can. pretend to 
pw all the sources of thar intuition: 
but they achieved their obvious symbol 
in H Berg- 
strasse. nitions. 
were moderate, as befit an immigrant 
aimed no higher than his father's line 
of work as an accountant and ocused his 
night school courses at CCNY on the 
skills for that job. His father had been 

respected schoolmaster in Fürth. who 
could not teach in America—he had 10 
Jen that numbers on a page have no 
cent. Yet by the time of Henry's retur 


уз time of power ove 
Before that time, his 
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from Germany, everything had changed. 

He had not only higher goals now but a 

deep confidence that he could reach them. 
He had been on the top and was con 


dent enough of his return that he сате 
hack down voluntarily. Henceforth, 
there is a fascination with power in 


everything that Henry docs, and at Har- 
vard this takes the form of repeated 
meditation on his own experience in 
Germany. What would have been a 
temptation for an unethical man, an op- 
portunity to be exploited, might also 
have damaged a good but mediocre man— 


: something to be held onto, savored 
ever after, the college football game 
some players never outgrow. But 
Kiss i 


became a parable he hı 
rellection would become a lengthy 
fication of his instinets, which had been 
superb, And the heart of the lesson w 
Iways that the wise man steps back from 
his own power, the better to master it— 
belore it masters him. Power was for him, 
like heaven for Browni 
that must exceed one's grasp—somet 
be held oll at arm's length, toyed 
ased at, put in its place. It tests man’s 
will power—not the brute will to grab. 
bur the will to control that. impulse. 


His reflections on power all came to a 
head in his doctoral dissertation on the 
Congress of Vienna, A World Restored. 
Metternich, the hero of that work, is 
praised throughout for his willingness to 
cept limit. to defer, be deferential, 
even be reviled—all to make power de- 
Mite itself within the boundaries of ihe 
h, the most Austrian 
did not sce 
Austria until his 13th year and did not 
ve there until his 17th.” Metternich 
vas an outsider, above the violent ude, 
not (like Talleyrand) swimming in 
Kissinger had not seen America until his 
15th year, had not really settled there 
with confident permanence until his 
ad he. too, meant to stand apart 
his adopted land, the beuer to 
it. 
Metternich, aloof when not servile, 
d to calibrate his proximity to any- 
he would feign an illness to let the 
situation ripen, or dally with women to 
prove he was composed. But behind this 
façade, he was modest in his demands 
and hope. He watched Napoleon às oi 
would a pulleup child: “А man who 
has been used to command finds it al- 
most impossible to learn to negotiate, bc- 
negotiation is an admission of 
finite power." Metternich could play the 


“ГИ be with you in a minute. Do 
the foreplay yourself.” 


would end up his master—noc thar Met- 
ternich himself defeated. the iperor 
Bonaparte’s own power could be counted 
on to do that. Power serves only those 
who treat it as ап enemy. “A ruler legit 
mized by charisma or by force cannot 
easily accept the fact that henceforth he 
must seek his safety in sell-limitation, 
that events are no longer subject to his 
will, that peace depends not on his 
strength but on his recognition of the 
power of others. 

Flora Lewis has called Kissinger's doc- 
toral ation his most self-revea! 


sistence on the curl 
appetite for power, the better to a 
stable influence at last, is ext 
in а man so young—and, it sce 
inexplicable unless we remember 
experience he had of pow 


what 
when һе was 
even younger, He lived his parable be 


fore he spelled out its m 
he was the lone cowboy 
he found his Hoot Gibson symbol. 
inger. the dim unnoticed grind 
Widener Library late in the Forties, was 
a monk of moral doctrine. the student of 
gospel that [ew men understood at the 
time. He believed that power must be re- 
ounced—by those who would inherit 
the earth. He could be astoundingly ob- 
sequious to the tutor who became his pa- 
(William Y. Elliott), т g his 
nds. correcting his class papers. look- 
up references for him. This paid oll 
i practical terms—Elli 
Harvard several 
pressured to lea 
brought such rewards was not, in Henry's 
a demeaning attitude (however 
shrewd). He actually thought it noble. 
oleon could not stoop, because he 
ot large enough in spirit. Meuer- 
by contrast, kowtowed first to Na- 


town before 


Again, 
Kissinger's approval is a moral one, not 
merely an admiration for Metternich's 
cleverness: “This is not necessarily а he- 
roic policy, although in certain. circum- 
stances it may be the most heroic of all. 
To cooperate without losing soul. 
10 assist without. sacriliciug one's identi 
ty, to work for de the guise of 
bondage and under enforced silence, 
what harder test of moral toughness ex 
iss" Two decades after he wrote this, 
men would wonder at Kissinger's ability 
10 serve. Richard. Nixon, to put up with 
sults of the Nixon palace guard, to 
n deferential toward meu so clearl 
his jors. who played 
Danny Kaye to К 
an apple polisher to 
nd briefcase to Nelson Rocke 
feller must hav 1 privately at their 
bewilderment. He always knew one does 
not swagger one's way t0 т 


ance 


Wild Bill 11 


creeps 
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Kissinger 
gher pride 
for those who take the lower scat. His 
disdain for Napoleon—and even for Tal- 
leyr aces at Vienna—i 
moral as well as tactical. Better. Metter- 
nich, who played servant to all masters. 
Or the gauche Castlereagh, who tried to 
save Europe while it 

Some have found in Kissinger’s will- 
ingness to serv 
touch of Madi 
Did 


schen 


ng 
1 he write thar Metrernich's policy 
depended on a willed obtus 
questions of 
vied to dra 


Machiavelli. 
not interested in hı 
ently true. 
is totally at odds with the doctrin 
The Prince. Machiavelli, like Kissing 
was given considerable power in his 
youth—made chancellor i0 thc ruler of 
огепсе at the age of 29, In the first 
years of the 16th Century, he ran his own 
kind of “shuttle diplomacy" back and 
forth between Rome. Paris, Zurich and 
nna, uying to pit the enemies of his 
blic against one another. When the 
i returned to power, he was exiled 
‚ at the age of 44, he 
wrote The Prince to get back into the 
favor of a new Lorenzo by praising the 
first one. This was an act of deference, 
surely—bur his vision of the rulers will 

actly what K own 
alter power. w 
hero (Cesare Borg 


former, prowess (virtue) is the supreme 
value—whicl me of con- 
quest or d delusion 
in Hen singer 
praises -restrtint—the very thing 
Machiavelli disdains as pusill 
navia). Both these men have bee: 
immoralists, masters of the devious, of 
compromise carried to the point of be. 
Actually, they were both moral- 


risma, 


rue 


had lived in coil on coil of that 
was born. No one had to give the Borg 
or the Medic ner on lying. М 
velli had fought, killed. be 
tortured. What he saw in Cesne's efli- 
cient piling up of lopped heads toward 
power was a certain classic scale and 
grandeur that redeemed the blood and 
lies common to all Italy's репу rulers—a 
chance to unite Italy, free her, restore 
her to the ancient glory (that glory was 
achieved, Machiavelli reminds us, by the 
political economy of Romulus in lopping 
off the city's superfluous head, that of his 
own brother). 

Jc may seem absurd to compare a doc 
lisser American 
10 the classic Renaiss: dbook for 


toral hy a 
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wands) 


Adress — _ 2, 
en — Slate 


princes. But, despite its different ai 
Kissinger's book is only superficially а 
study of the Congress of Vienna. It, too, 
isa moral guidebook—but for servants to 
the prince. who must try to save all 
would-be Caesars from themselves. And 
Kissinger’s plan has onc merit that Mach- 
iavelli could never claim nor denigrate 
success. Poor Niccoló aspired to be Lo- 
renzo's preceptor in order to restore 
the Republica would-be chief pl 
pher to AL Capone. And суеп in th 
small world of warring city-states, he did 
not succeed, His partial success with the 
Republic undid him with the Medi 
nd vice versa with 
his morality of r "medi- 
ocrity," of distrust for power and delay 
of success, became the trusted advisor 
to two Emperors of the West 
Emperors of the West. For Henry, to 


this day, docs not consider himself 
merely a spokesman for America. After 
representing this country to his es- 
countrymen, he returned an 
America fallen madly in love with itsell. 
There was never а jollier wa was 
World War Two for Americans, Not, 
necessarily, for relatives of the dead— 


though we lost fewer men, propo 
ately, 1 y other country with a 
major eng in the war. And ours 
1. We had smashed 
ly. by means of 
ler, situration. bombing and 
Our shores were untouched. 
e» unbombed, imlusuiey at a peak 
never reached before. Our war had 
solved the effects of depression and led 
to a burst of inventiveness, reorganiza- 


total surrer 
Hiroshima. 


tion and involvement. Women went to 
work in offices and factories, blacks went 
North to new jobs: and both kept their 


ices, for the most part, as Gls flooded 


boom 
gion. Both Harvard and Yale admitted 
classes nearly twice the size of prewar 
ones. The ex-Gls became boys again with 
a vengeance. The class of 1950 (Henry's 
clas) was called by the Vale Daily News 


"he heelingest, joiningest clas" in Ivy 
League history. Men who had fought for 
Mom's apple pie now jostled for Porcel- 


lian and Bones. This was the Americin 
way of life they had defended, ‘The 
was to be "shoc"—one of the white bucks 
set, with red-rubber soles. It almost 
seemed ibat anyone could belong—as 
they had in war movies, where a black, a 
red-neck and a Pole regularly shared the 
same foxhole. Yale had its token first 
black football player, Gentleman's 
ment was on the best-seller list 
Buckley, a young Catholic veteran at 
Yale, would soon be running the news; 
per as il h 

Still, they were 
Harvard foxhole, у 
L—he and Arthur Gillman and Ed- 
ward Hendel, three men put together for 
mutual comfort by thoughtful authorities 


Room 


who realized they would none of then 


be shoe. And the authorities, 
turned out, were just encouraging 
xal selection"—when Henry went on to 
Adams House, he and Arthur Gillman 


chose to room together. Kissinger. 
American abroad, was still 
home, and he knew it. And he used it. 
Beginning with the accent. It is custom- 
ary to ask why Henry, who came to 
America when he was 15, could not lose 
his accent as his brother did, along with 
scores of young people brought over at 
the same time. It cannot be a hearing or 
language block, or 


super- 
al at 


this particular color 

Again we must start not at the age of 
15 in America but when Henry was rul- 
ing Bergstrasse at 21. His German was his 


moment of his glory. Even when he 
with other Gls at Oberammergau, teach- 
ng them in had to depend 
on him to translate around the Gern 
tives. It was his "forcignness;" m 
m different im the American Army, 
made it possible for him to be espe 
cially American among Germans. Back at 
Harvard, he would look foreipi iny 
event. Best be foreign 10 advantage. Ger 
fter all, is not Yiddish. It was the 
ge of the great philosophers such as 
Immanuel Kant, the subject of Henrys 
firs and last undergraduate papers. In 
the long conversations with Fritz Krae 
mer that were the real beginning of Kis 
singer's education, Kraemer insisted that 
he speak German and be proud of his 
German heritage. Henry arrived at. Har- 
vard with thick files of German history 
(used in his Oberammergau course). and 
a dasmate told the energetic team of 
New York Post interviewers: “He was al- 
ready playing the part of the German 
scholar.” 

One would suppose that Henry, after 
his wartime absorption into the American 
Army, would concentrate his studies on 
the homeland that was still, after all, 
very strange to him—cspecially since his 
imerest was in diplomacy. The American 
acide Шу reassessing Amer- 


іса fo signs just after the 
ed legacy of "isolation- 
ism,” the role of a strong executive în 


ernational designs, ihe urge toward 
treaty changes or altered concepts of 
sovereignty necessitated by the UN. None 
of this distracted Henry from German 
philosophy and Austriam history. When 
Ms. Fallaci tried to get him to admit the 
influence of Machiavelli on his thinking, 
he responded that the luences 
on his thinking were Spinoza and Kan 
He could not equal American scholars in 
knowledge of their country; he would 
supply what they lacked. Play to his 
strength, not his weakness. His senior 
paper—a huge 377-page work typed by 
his loyal wife but not read by all 
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id 
nd 


Kant, Spengler 
n systematizers 


ihe British 
system building "relevant" ag; 
Then, though he was already 
deeply involved, as te student, 


in the Internatio ars he ran 
for his dissertation director, Henry 
denied himself the easy advantage to be 


ned from contact with protagonists 
in "relevant" foreign-policy struggles and 
went back almost a century and а half 
10 write his Ph.D. dissertation on. Met- 
te This was а ty i 
of power too easily offered—what other 
graduate student was corresponding with 
André Malraux and Enoch Powell? Be- 
Чез, his big step back was really 
way of leapfrogging ahead of current 
experience. While his colleagues dealt 
with the UN or the League, with the les- 
sons of Weimar or of Munich, he deliber- 
ately chose a peace settlement that made 
both 1919 and 1945 look like aberrations. 
In Kissinger's view, the UN was an 
example of diplomats’ wagii 
terms of their list campaign. 
ventional analysis of America's failure i 
1919 was that our crusad pulse 
ler Wilson had flickered out, at the 
nd returned us to а 
selfish isolationism. We did not press on 
to the goal, The real Holy Land was the 
League, and we хешей lor an armistice 
1 ol a peace, like crusaders turning 


back with their spoils from Venice. Other 
o, Harold. Nie 
had 


authors (Guglielmo Fer 
olson, Crane Brinton) 
Congress of Vien 
the failure at Versaille ade 
the rather simple point that more gener. 
ous ueatment of the vanquished might 
have improved postwar relations. Henry 
at to use the Congress of Vienna in a 
more radical way to criticize recent 
history and present circumstance. What 
was needed by Americans was not mere 
generosity to the vanquished, or crusad 
ing thoroughness, but a whole new atti 
tude toward power—a nonmoralistic and 
limited vision of the possible. 
‘That was the lesson that Amer 
least equipped to learn in its moment of 
posta tion. Might and 
had never seemed more perfectly fused 
than in the country that owned the secret 
of the atom and had set up the United 
on on its own soil. We 
ting” all nations on 
edat containment 
of communism so the "free world” 
be untainted by it. The liberal reaction 
to any pessimism in these years is exem- 
plified by Henry Steele Commager’s те 
view of Herbert Agar's 1957 book The 
Price of Power. Writing in Мах Ascoli’s 
aticommunist: Reporter, Commager tes- 
tily said that our power came without 
compromising. price “We һа 
fact had our cake ten it too... . 
Will not the historian, perhaps a century 
hence, who looks at the record of the past 


used the 
analog to 


as 


years, conclude that the United States 
has so far, through rare good fortune 
and good conduct, escaped paying the 
customary price of power?" Commager 
rejoiced that America, in assuming glob- 
idership, h her fear 
ical" bugabeo—terms such as 
lism, colonialism and power poli- 
The only danger was discourage 
ment, or loss of nerve—so merica 
had reversed all the mistakes of he 
withdrawal from world responsibility 
in 1920: “The record is perhaps unique 
п the history of power: The organizati 
of the United Nations, the Fruma 
tine, the Marshall Pla the Bei 
lift, the organization of NATO, the 
defense of Korea, the development of 
atomic power for peaceful purposes, 
Point Four—these prodigious gestures 
are so wise and so enlightened that they 
point the way to а new concept of the use 
of power" We could simply hug our- 
Ives over it all. 
Power was not temptation for the post- 
war liberals. The only temptition was a 
refusal to step up and seize our destined 
power. Roosevelt was idolized for his 
naked love of command—and 1ке came 
to be considered a failure by that test. 
Academic justifications for Roosevelt's 
extraconstitutional acts were being com 
posed with the fervor of a Machiavelli 
after his attendance at Cesare's exem- 
plary slaughter 
Kissinger was of necessity out of step 
in this academic march toward utopia. 
No wonder he veiled his dissent under an 


account of distant things. But the app! 
cability of his strictures was obvious to 
anyone who read them: “A power which 


is never suffered disaster finds it dif 
lt то comprehend а policy conducted 
h a premonition of catastrophe." He 
is talking of Wellington's England. vic- 
torious over Bonaparte—but Dr. Gra 
bard, who assisted. Kissinger їп work on 
the dissertation. tells us England is a 
surrogate for America throughout the 
work. For Henry, s temptation 
was not toward rest, toward relaxation 
ide. The crusade was itself 
1 tropism. By a weird re- 
versal, all those liberals calling for more 
world leadership and involvement in the 
Forties and Fifties would later 
Henry for his connection with an 
Presidency and "colonial 
addiction to “power politics" 
(tl is" Commager ridi- 
culed in 1957). They were at least sou 
ing the themes that Henry raised as a 
graduate student and elaborated over the 
years. (How he came to be on the receiv- 
ing end of his own sermon is a leson in 
historical irony he would be the first to 
appreciate.) 

In an America playing Octavius to the 
world with the youthful zest of an An- 
tony, Henry became a young brooder on 
the death of old-world orders—bing, 
bing, bing, down go all 21 of Toynbee's 


r 
and 


specimens to Spengler's civilizational sun 
sets, like so many candles going out. In A 
World Restored, Metternich is presented 
as a leader of mé became wise 
through disillusionment: "The Allies 
had lost their illusions. the most. painful 
the life of men as well as of 
In the tougher 
awareness of their new-found maturity. 
they could now confront the remaining 
problem" (italics added). Henry knew 
the world is never more than Па пес 
and had better seule for that—though 
even keeping that much is a difficult 
task 

This was, obviously, the application 
оп a national scale of the moral lesson 
he had learned as an individual—that 
power, to last, must be limited. Other- 
vise, it spreads itself, thinning as it goes, 
and becomes a widespread vulnerability. 
Power of itself is weakness: That is the 
1 paradox in a whole series of ino 
s that run through the book. giving it 


п who 


centr 


using his favorite 
often ере in all his work, that the 
gods destroy man by letting him succeed 
а of 145 needed 
that lesson. but Henry could not 
be too blatant in teaching it. He came to 
criticize, not insult: to lead his adopted 
homeland, nor engage it in unequal com 
Dat. His mamei would be almost servile. 
while his message was nearly contemptu. 
ous. He was already а connoisseur of 
disjunctions and "ambiguity" in Metter 
nich—and his own twofold approach. 


the modest level he had attained, was 
working just as well 
Even Kissinger's friend and partial col- 


ard. misses some of the 
deliberately "ambiguous" teaching of A 
World Restored. The heart of that 
book's argument was a contrast between 
legitimacy and revolution. Legitimate or 
ders conduct business as usual, without 
questioning established. diplomatic pro- 
cedures. Revolutionary powers throw 
everything open to question, asking onl 

“What is тїрїм?” The first order breeds 
statesmen: the second, prophets. The dif- 
ficulty of legitimate powers is that they 
have no answer for prophets. The prob- 
lem with revolutionary powers is that 
they have no way of adjudicating the 
prophets’ disputes but by doomsd 
1 ph or total 
of the 
talking of 
when he described а rev- 
y power like Napoleon's. But 
subtler point—that America, 
y in terms of Hen- 
туз scheme, since we hoped for perfect 
UN-patrolled. justice in an ever-expand- 
ing free world. Graubard thinks America 
is always and only the reluctant island 
power of Kissinger's work: England. Bı 


laborator. G 


obvious—il 
Stalinist Russi 
olution 
there 

too, was 


“Never mind who the lucky man is. Just go ahead and gift-wrap it.” 
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“IPs a good act, yes, but with a Saint Bernard it 
could be a great act!" 


our country has another, суеп less flat- 
tering role, in the book. Once Napo- 
leon’s secular ideology was defeated, Czar 


Alexander's Christian crusade for the 
"Holy Alliance” had to be contained— 
and Metternich, who nged a dynas- 


for 
seemed to be the m 


tic) mar Napoleon when that 
ans lor containing 
one revolution, became a doubting: 
Thomas disciple to Alexander's 
Christ as а way ol containing hun. Who 
was the czar in terms of the post-1945 sit 
Ч Not Stalin—he was clearly Bona- 
parte. No, the moralistic crusade in need 
of checks and reswaints was, for Hemy. 
entirely Ameri And his position 
made very good sense too good lor most 
people, even in retrospect, to understand. 
just what he was up to. A few of Kissi 
Hower critics have called 
gn or un-Americ 
silly or vicious. But there is à deeper 
те in which Henry has been, construc- 
i-American, bringing to our n: 
ulses their necessary correctives. 
. too, he stands aside from a 


ape 


on- 


Imost doggedly con- 
sistent in his thinking, has gi 


1d not so dificult for a m 
nywhere at the outset 
м. He 


ob his intellectu 


develop 


ad scholarly in the 
medy's Presidency 
and gently flippant in the dour Nixon 
А few gestures cary him a long 


way. Old acquaintances from Harvard 
were more surprised when Henry seemed 
to become а wi оп than 
when ап anendant or two gave 
him the reputation of a Don Juan. Bur 
no wit ever made his reputari 

few or so unmemorable witticisms. His 
mockery is patterned and almost. auto- 
matic. The staples im his joking have 
long been selF-deprecatory comments on 


his own ambition or his “swinging” repu- 
lation. Joseph Kraft has noticed how this 
kind of humor feels out. Henry's au- 


dience: It assumes a certain hostility 
towud him and explores that feeling by 
exploiting it for laughter. And e 


this narrow and overworked are: 
humor. his taste is not secure: some 
it not only discovers a pre existing hostil- 
ity but creates a new one. When, for in- 
stance, the Catholic left was accused of 
plotting to kidnap him as a peace hos 
ше, he said the “sex-starved nuns” were 
ter his body. Or when bumper stickers 
e saying MAKE LOVE, NOT WAR, he said, 
Left 1 can make both love 
märks betray his own 
g for that quality 


К 
"Tell the N 
and war" The 
hostility while scout 


in others. 
But there is a different kind of wit in 
Henry, which gives him credit at times 
for à sense of humor where no joking is 


actually at i an 18th Century 
poise and quickness of mind, giving state- 
ents their maxi im. He has la- 


bored to perfect thi 
polished 


For the spirit of. policy 
of bureaucracy are diametrically op. 
posed. The essence of policy is its 
contingency: its success depends on 
the correctness of an estimate which 
part conjectural, The essence of 
bureaucracy js its quest for safety 
its success is calculubil d 
policy thrives ou perpetual creation, 
on a constant redefinition of goals. 
Good administration thrives on г 
tine. the definition of rc 


which can survive mediocrity, Policy 
involves 


n adjustment of П 
ion an avoidance of devi- 
Policy justihes itsell by the 
ıs measures and its 


relatioush 


by the rationality of each acti 
terms of a given goal. The atte 
to conduct policy bureaucratically 
leads to а quest for calculabi 
which tends to become a prisoner of 
events. The effort to administer polit- 
ically leads to total irresponsibility 
because. bureaucracies 

10 execute, not to conceive. 


One of the things that make A World 
Restored so hard to read (and it was 
s of 
maxims 


turned down by a whole se pub 
lishers) is that such labored 
stind our like separate е 


comparatively perfi 


па g 
as the story is picked up a 
ıl situation js too obviously 
a mere excuse for describing а psyciolo 
gy of power. There is little argument of 
су historical sort, Henry came to 
impose a pattern previously arrived at. 
The best example is hi 
leyrand’s role at il 
Tea 
by finding any new evidence in th 
sources. or суеп by referring 10 the 
Rather, he argues а priori from the pat- 
tern of forces that Austria, as the imer 
mediary, had to play the most sign 


role. Yet men arc not that submissive to 
the logic of situati the first hostility 
хө Talleyrand and the kuer thaw 


Allies should have ac- 
E 


demonstrate. Thi 
cepted France back into the conc 
power without a struggle; but they c 
not. And it took all of Tallevrand's skill 
to make them see where their own best 


interests lay. 

Metternich emerges as the book's here 
because Kisinger’s schemata demand it 
not because the historical evidence is 
unambiguous. Henry often deals in He 
gelian triads, and they run all through A 


World Restor: 


Ё musical principle 
itc" orders could not cope 
poleon because they did not sec 
are abrogated by a revolu- 
Napolcon could not deal 
se he 
thought he had to obey the rules only 
when he did not care то use his power 
is the Synthesis. of the 
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Introducing sound to satisfy 
. the most critical 
testing equipment in the world. 


Most people don't realize how 
important the human ear is in testing 
audio equipment. And we're nol just 
talking about the trained ear of an 
audio expert. We're talking about the 
average ear, with average sensitivity, 

We mention your ears because they 
had a great deal to do with the way we 
designed our new family of sound 
systems. We engineered them to 
perform beautifully in the only audio 
test that really counts: the listening test, 

Sure, our systems have impressive 
specs and good-looking bodies and a lot 
of nice features. But the thing that 
matters most is the sound. 


"The stereo you see here 
is our HF-2509 AM/FM stereo receiver, 
3-speed BSR turntable and 8-track tape 
recorder. H's got all the features you'd 
expect; backlighted tuning dial. pause 


Ng 
control for the recorder, large speaker 
cabinets with an air suspension speaker 
system, and so on. 

But it's also got features you might 
not expect. Component-quality features 
like an extremely powerful output. very 
low harmonic distortion and advanced 
circuitry lo give you ultra-clear AM/FM 
reception. Above all, it sounds very 
good indeed. But don't lake our word 
for it. Listen for yourself. 


The (R745 


This may be the 
best portable AM/FM 
radio and cassette recorder ^y 


you've ever listened to. Why? 
Because it doesn’ 
portable: it has a much bigger 
speaker (4%4") than most, anda 
lot more power. 


ound like a 


It has all the features we thought 


you'd want; even separate bass and 


treble controls. It records off-the-air or 
live through a very sensitive built-in 
condenser mike. And when you hear il, 
your ears will be pleasantly surprised. 


And more. 


Maybe 
what you 
want is 
a stereo 
cassette deck? 

Well, we make tho: 

too. The one you see here has 

a Dolby* noise reduction system and 
amulti-tape selector. It's our HD-540; а 
very fine instrument, In fact we doubt 
if there'sany feature you're looking 

for that you won't find on this deck. 

As you'd expect, there's more to 
Meriton than you see here. We make 
eight different stereo systems in all, and 
cartridge decks and mini-cassette 


| recorders and even microphones. 


But we won't describe them all 
now. We'd rather have you meet 
them in the store where you can 
hear how they sound. Just try one or 
two of them. and compare them 
with some other good brand. And 
trust your ears. 


meriton 


Trust your ears 


"Dolby is a trademark of Dolby Laboratories. Inc. 
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For years, men have tried 
all sorts of ways to get 
comfortable in the 
crotch area. Messy 
talcums. Baby 
powders. Medica- 
ted products. But no: 
thing scemed to real 
work until MCS Ё 
came along. The па 
means Male Comfort 
Spray, and that gives 
you the whole idea. 
MCS keeps you more 
comfortable around that sensi- 
tive area than you probably ever 
thought possible. 
MCS is a pleasantly cool, 
long-lasting pure white aerosol 


er your shorts. 


wder, with a special ingre- 
dient that helps stop chafing, 
stickiness and irritation. 

But that’s not all it does. 
MCS also helps to prevent per- 
spiration discomfort, the kind 
only a man can get. 

Nothing is easier to use. 


And because it’s so convenient, 
there’s virtually no limit to the 
times you might want to use it. 
For instance, it’s great before 
you get dressed in the morning. 
A quick spray of MCS gets the 
day off to a good start. 

Orany time you shower or 
dress, a couple of cool sprays 
of MCS leave you feeling com- 
pletely refreshed and at ease 
with yourself. 

MCS comes ina handy six 
ounce size perfect for bath, gym 
or travel. MCS Male Comfort 
Spray. It’s made just for a man, 
to help solve a problem only a 
man can have. Get it today, and 
get comfortable. 
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legitimate Thesis and the revolutionary 
Antithesis—he uses both with an w der- 
standing of them. but he is not con- 
tained by either. He drew the 1 
powers into a decper kind of 
they were prepared for and he made N: 
polcon (through the dynastic marriage) 
reveal the revolutionary nature of his 
power within the framework of apparent 
legitimacy. Castlere 
the book. bui mainly 

ed to Metternich’s view of things, despite 
his country's. nonimvolvement with the 
Continental order of peace. We get a sec 
ondary niad, in which the engagement ol 
a Continental power and the isolation of 
ad power are merged in Castle- 
adopting in his own synthesis ol 
these two principles. Metiernich’s prior 
synthesis of legitimacy and revolution. 

Unless one grasps the thoroughgoing 
nature of Henry's dialectic approach. 
his paradoxes begin to Took perverse, He 
argues constantly that power is weak- 
ness, that perfect security becomes р: 
fect insecurity, that fulfillment. of wishes 
leads 10 their own balllement. thar 
conscious conservatism is revolutionary, 
that peace leads to war, that total expo 
sure leads 10 isolation, that a demand lor 
total responsibility is irresponsible. 
tivity becomes total commitment, 
amd so on. These are not idle or irrespon- 
sible paradoxe с they express а 
philosophical belief that any single prin 
tiple needs complication to prevent it 
from ovem acl 
ing) itself. The thesis, unchecked, is 
doomed: it сап be saved only by being 
transcended, in the synthe 
Hemy first realized. had 10 be d 
be possessed. 

Henry pretends to this day that he was 
not really fascinated. by Metternich and 
the psychology of power: he was just 
writing the fire volume of a trilogy on 
mh Cemury diplomacy. s ob 
viously false. Even before he v 
end of this book. he said everything he 
on the subject, and 
or more. He would apply his sys- 
tem to other acas in later books, but the 
sestemt remains the same, and he Gin 
barely keep up his 1 the more 
exciting parts of his historical period. 

Te has been ed that Metternich 
offers. Kissinger no useful ce 
Austria was а divided and vulnerable em- 
pire ci ween the superpowers of 
iis day (France, England, Russia), while 
Henry speaks for the 
earth. This misses the kind of analysis 
Ki ied to Metternich. He 
did not see identified. 
with Austin but as an outsider even 
to his own emperor and that emperors 
subjects. Henry has always treated do- 
mestie politics and a country's own public 
opinion as something to be opposed, 
even tricked or deceived, so that a dip- 
lomat can keep a free hand for deal- 
ing with all other nations. "The great 


bec 


est power оп 
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Whether you're suffering from the bother- 
some symptoms, or Jock Itch (Tinea cruris). you 
should be using Cruex" Medicated Spray Powder. 

Cruex soothes itchy. inflamed skin. Absorbs 
perspiration. Helps cushion against further 
irritation. And. medicated Cruex is strong enough 
to help prevent the fungous infection that can 
develop. 

Since Cruex is a spray powder, it penetrates 
into hard-to-reach places, without mess, without 
pain. Get relief fast. Avoid embarrassing itch. too. 
With Cruex. Soothing, cooling Crue. 

So goad it has this guarantee: If not totally 
satisfied, just return the unused Portion to manu. 
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diplomat is not fully identified with any- 
thing, even his ом 


country. Henry has 


ian cunning but from a Metternichia 
one. He understands America's fault 

nd he opposes them. On the other hand. 
despite his "hard" Cold War attitudes, һе 
is no trouble entering into foreign sit 
uations, speaking with a Brezhnev or a 
hou En-lai. He is а consistent dhame- 
leon, predictably eccentric to most power 
centers, even the one he is supposed to 
occupy. His aim has been the classical 
diplomat’s aristocratic one, to be at ease 
everywhere because at home is nowher 
He is constructively anti-American in the 
dialectic sense, complicating this coun- 
пуз moralism to save it [rom itself. As 
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Nixon or a Ford. To join 
irely any one clement in the equation 
10 lose that perpetual slight disp 
nt essential to Henry's view of himself 
and the world. He is a permanently—and 


professionally—displaced person 


Pow 
by, and Henry almost missed it 
Craubard. who joined him there 
uate school. said Henry 
friends as an undergraduate. Не w 
such a recluse, buried in his work, that he 
barely knew Harvard—and as. over the 
«c to know it. he did not like 
But by then, of comse, he 
es of rebufls from the 
place. His ‚ too, never became 
part of the ic community. She 
the prettiest of the refugees Henry 


what he saw. 


rew 
up with. but not the brightest—she had 


flunked out of Hunter College. Still, 
according to the pattern of graduate- 
student life ties, she typed 
y's long papers amd worked in 
ture store to help him finish his stud- 
ies. She wanted children, but they could 
not afford to have her quit her job until 
ft 


He had little timc for family lili 
гуага w 


was not quite sure he would get 


back in when he returned from such 
gatherings. Fora while, he lingered on the 


edge of the campus in a vague limbo 
between graduate student and | faculty 
member. 


н a teaching fellow even as 
te, and he hoped for 
job im the political science department 
while he was a graduate student, but no 
position was offered to him—the first 
rebuff. His director, Dr. Elliott, tried to 
get him a place at MIT. but failed; so 
292 Elliott paid him out of the funds allotted 


him for the director of summer programs. 
Henry earned the money that first year of 
graduate school (1951-1952) by helping 
prepare the first International Seminar. 
This became the young graduate stu- 
dent's special province, and he held the 
inars every summer for the next 17 
even at times when he had no 
other formal connection with Harvard. 
Elliott, the maverick Southerner 
ard, was one of those academicians 
Washington 
during the war and never got over it. He 
commuted between Cambridge and the 
District of Columbia in the postwar 
years, one of the academy's most pugna- 
cious Cold Warriors, with a network of 
rightwing friends in Government. He 
ald get СТА money for any anticom- 
munist operation he cared to sponsor— 
nd that is how the International Semi- 
me about. In an era when youth 
ls were considered the Russians’ 
great propaganda weapon, Elliott invited 
10 or so prominent young Europeans 
ipus setting 
st lecturers de- 
fend the Am of lile, Henry 
managed the program and, in the proc 
ess, formed a dense netwoi 
ound the world. y 
ag attended the 1954 sem 
1 Allon was at the 1957 ses 
with his pattern, Hei 
German with his fellow students at Н 
iously American. with 
ting young men of the summer 
program. Despite his giveaway accent, he 
rarely spoke Germ h those for 
whom it was a © tongue. While 
Henry was meeting these contemporaries 
md counterparts of his. who would 
someday be influential, he was also deal- 
ag with the lecturers invited 10 address 
them; and these were men already promi- 
nent. To publish the | papers 
delivered at the seminars, Elliott got 
funds from the Rockefeller Brothers 
Fund and founded Confluence, with 
Henry as editor. The journal reflected 
the CIA tone of the summer proceedings, 
with papers of James Burnham, Russell 
Kirk, Erik Ritter von Kuehnelt-Leddihn. 
Loyalty oaths were defended and the 
"endolideology 
In the 1959 issue, Peter Viereck pr 
Arthur Schlesinger for changing publish- 
ers as a protest at Little, Brown's willing- 
ness 10 print the works of. Communists 
such as Howard Fast. By 1968, people 
would be wondering how Henry Kissin 
ser. am intellectual from the “liberal” 
world of Harvard, could join Nixon's 
vermment. They forgot that Henry's 
first set of political contacts was provided 
nicom- 
t when not openly Republican. The 
lier and more interesting question was 
whether Harvard would accept this will- 
ing Cold War pupil of Elliott's into its 
world on a permanent basis—and the 
newer was at first no. Though he had 


k of associates. 


wi 


become an instructor in his later years 
as a graduate student, the department 
refused to encourage him to stay when he 
got his degree in 1954—the second re 
Duff. Then. in 1955, it refused him ten 
ure—the third Ч worst rebuff. One 
year out of graduate school, editor of 
scholarly journal, director of a pres 


ious seminar, he was, for the first time, 
on the demic job market. He toyed 
with an offer from the Uni ity of Chi 


cago—a_ heavily 


ight-wing department 
molded by Leo Strauss. That was the 
kind of offer Henry's colleagues expected 
m to take at the time; it would put him 
an atmosphere more congenial than 
vard's could provide for a Cold War- 


just the catego 
nt to succumb 


vist department with important. ties 
to Washington. Nora Beloff claims t 
Henry promised the Chicago people he 
would join them after he finished work 
special project for the Coun 
n Relations: but he wi 

d and hoping he would be tak 
ck, No other commitment could be 
Jowed to stand in the way of that, Mean- 
while, he continued to run the summer 
seminars and, while getting his diserta- 
tion ready for publication, agreed to 
write up his report on limited war for a 
panel of the prestigious Council. This 
was а modest enough assignme: d 
сите to him as а kind of consolation 
prize. He had gone to the Council in 
1955 with hopes of becoming Нат 
Fish Armstrong's managing edito 
Foreign. Affairs, but. Armstrong did not 
hire him. His temporary assignment w 
to sit in on meetings of the war 

write his own report at the 
sessions. He took this job in the spring of 


1955 1 moved with wile to New 
York. That summer he commuted to H 
vind for the seminar, The real opportu 
ty he saw in this move was not, at first. the 


to meet members of the for 
ient in the Council 
General James Gavin, David Rockefeller 


and others. Т а world above and 
slightly to the left of the one Elliott had. 
ade available to him in his own semi- 
mars. It was also one more acceptable to 
Harvard's government department. 


ice here might 
ideological color 
patron's and allow him to blend 
into the Harvard scene. 

It is ironic that this leftward move by 
Kissinger led to the one act the establish- 
ment left would hold against him in 
years—his Fatal pages of positive enthusi- 
sm for nuclear weapomy. Though 
Henry was not the model for Dr. Strange- 
love, parts of the report he wrote could 
have come from that fictional character's 


provide him with 
ion less vivid than his 


ter 
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mouth: “The best strategy for exploiting 
the rigidity of the Soviet command struc- 
ture is that of limited nuclear war. . . . 
Nor should we be defeatist about the pos- 
sibility of limiting nuclear war or about 
the casualties it might involve. It is far 
from certain that a conventional war 
volving fixed positions would produce 
п a nuclear war, and 
in certain circumstances it may produce 
mong combat units the absolute 
nuclear war will 
than those of 
conventional war, although they may 
be higher in proportion to the number 
of troops involved” (Nuclear Weapons 
and Foreign Policy). 

1t is Important to remember the co 
text of these By the mid 
Tiltics, confidence 
had been sh: 
do anythin 
not win aw: 


er V-J Day found it could 
in Korea. The hero of the 
Pacific was sacked and the hero of Eu 
rope quietly closed out the Korean con- 
flict without the de i 
unconditional surrende 


policy with options for response short of 
allout nuclear war. Advocates of this po- 
sition, such as General Gavin, were on 
the p; 
glorified secretary, and the whole estab- 
lishment left was moving to the position 
that Kennedy later adopted, of counter- 
insurgency, mobile response and gueri 
warfare against native Communists in 
free-world countr 
When Henry came to write the report, 
he echoed this growing consensus on the 
left but added original touches of his 
own; and they were all unfortunate, At 
first, it seems odd that Kissinger, the 
champion of legitimacy as the accepted 
way of doing things among na 
should advocate anything so rcvolution- 
ary as the use of nuclear weapons. A 
taboo against them would be more like 
the rules of war he admired in Metter 
ws era of cabinet diplomacy. But it 
was the Metter allel that got him 
into trouble, Metternich's idea of war 


was the use of mere aged 
the periphery of national concern, to 
score diplomatic points. Armics were 


pawns used, and used up, in the game of 
statecralt. affecting the relative strength 
of contending states but not threatening 
their very existence. Napoleon h: 
changed this elaborate game of limited 
wars by mobilizing an entire nation for 
entire conquest of other states, Meter- 
nich “restored a world” by m 
once more a gentleman's exercise, and 
Henry hoped to do the ате thing for 


ing war 


the 20th Century, after the Napoleonic 
excesses of our two world wars. He saw 
nuclear weapons as just part of a new 
iscnal of supcrgadgets. Again, the bad 
influence of men like Gavin is evident— 
the vision of a few Green Berets with 
а range of James Bond devices, fight- 
ing one another in small raids and 
counterthrusts. Henry waxes lyrical over 
flying platforms for the individual sol 
diers and vertical wke-offls for ies, 
making roads and runways unnecessary 
for war. These gadgets would make the 
massing of troops anachronistic. And the 


destructiveness of ev bombs 
would lead to num dispersal of 
light, mobile, sell i E 

parties, which could pick at each other 


with precise “tactical” nukes. It would be 
а war of maneuver, not of vast destruc 
tion, with great cities given sanctuary. 
Metternich could be brought back with 
an assist from Buck Rogers. Wars would 
be quick and partial, scoring points. Ош 
team may get yours this time. Yours may 
get ours next time. Like playing football 


but for keeps. Yet this is a game that can- 


not be allowed to end. No total victor 
no total surrender and no total peace. 
Henry's logic of paradox and reversal 
means that total peace invites tot 
so the best way to have peace is 10 
litle bit of war going on all the timelike 
noculation. And the best way to avoid 
nuclear war is to develop “safe” 
little” nuclear wars. It 
was all a game in Henry's head, and the 
dream state of our political thinking in 
the Fifties is reflected in the fact that his 
book caught on. Te became a best seller 
nd heavily influenced. strategic think- 
id his reputation as a. defense 
1 Government consultant. But 
so gave him an unearned reputation 
as a Strangelove, Men would not per 
ceive until years later the real fault of his 
book—not hard-nosed acceptance of mi- 
clear weapons as conventional but tl 
ion of a world retumed to 
Meucrnich’s “civilized” ways of killing 
and getting killed. When Henry at last 
arrived at national power, he could be 


allo 
ways of having 


“Please, Geraldine, go with the gentleman. Take 
my word for it, he does love you!” 
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trusted near our nuclear arsenal. The 
thing we had 10 watch out for was hi 
dandyism in the conduct of personal di- 
plomacy as ап endless game played with 
а rather abstract love of paradoxes. The 
мау to control nuclear war, Kissinger 
thought, was to stylize it, Metternich con- 
ducted diplomacy as an elaborate set of 
symbols “stylized as a Japanese [no] 
where “blows had 10 be stuck 
im." Henry yearned for 
the rebirth of such gentlemanly war- 
fare—and actually thought he was help- 
ing it along by the time his D52s 
perbombed Hanoi 
The best descrip 
п power came relatively 
dissertation: 
The kind of 
cided to play w 
of the bold maneuv 
everyth 
her it 


эп of his own time 
ly in his 


ne Metternich de- 
moreover, not one 
which risked 
ick checkmate, 
e and cun- 


position, in which the opponent's 
moves were utilized first to paralyze 
and then to destroy him, while the 
player marshaled his resources, It 
was a game whose daring resided in 
the loneliness in which it had 10 be 
played, im the face of noncompre- 
hemion and abuse by both friend 
ands ос: whose courage lay im its 
imperturbability when ome wrong 
move might mean disaster and loss of 
confidence might spell isolation; 
whose greames derived from the 
skill of its moves and not from the 
inspiration of its conception. 


The truly dangerous phrase in that 


lovingly shaped | the 
gentlemanly players loneliness “in the 
face of noncomprehension." Throughout 


his service аз fist minister for for 
alfairs, Kissinger dismissed all criticism 
as a simple failure to understand the 
complexities of his formulas, the inter- 
connection. among all his moves any- 
where on the board. not only those he 
already made but those he meant to 
е in the future. If all this were un- 


thus, short of such toi 
justification must wait 
ou events, His was the loneliness of 
man who is right in ways that cannot, at 
any one time. be simply demonstrated. 
When the Russians were angered at 
Wericrs long delay of the SALT talks, 
He 
T y 
ge (the tying of exch able poi 
10 all other understandi ms of dis 
agreement). As the Kalb brothers put it, 
cring as the Secretary of State's chose 
spokesmen: “Kissinger, im those early 
"ons of the Adi tied to 
itor the Soviet. diplom 
the advantages of linkage. 
When William Rogers, wl 


tily his 
underst 


перо! 


ry of State, wanted to respond to 
pacific overtures, it was be- 
ccording to the Kalbs, he could 
not master Henry's grand strategy in all 
its ramifications: “This was a totally new 
and Rogers just did not under 
When Kissinger's Vienam nego 
tintions collapsed, it was because the other 
side could not master the doctrine of "two- 
tack” negotiating: "Henry Cabot Lodge 
found it difficult to get some of Kissir 
егу ideas across to the North Vietnam- 
ese." When three of Kissi 175 best aides 
resigned over the invasion of Gambodi: 
Kissinger treated. their protest. as 
iniclleciual failure: As one of them, / 
thony Lake, put it. “Henry acted as if I 
had flunked the seminar." Predictably, 
when he offered further gilts to Le Duc 
Tho and they were refused, Kissinger felt 
his adversary just did not understand 
how good a deal he had fashioned lor 
him. And the same judgment was passed 
on Thieu when he refused the package. 
It was frustrating to deal everywhere 
with dolis. 

Since Kissinger saw 
guardian ol mysteries inscrutable to 
other people, personal diplomacy was 
never just a temporary expedient with 
him, or m ference, but an absolute 
necessity—one that also fit into Nixon's 
secretive and «етич way of di 
things. Kissinger alone carried in hi 
head the complex code to crack each sit 
He alone saw how cach factor de 
pended on all others, SALT on 
and Vietnam on the М 
the Middle East on Russia, and Russia 
on China. No one else could be pre- 
umed to know all the connections that 
Henry understood. That is why, though 
he talked constantly of linkage as see 
from his high synoptic point of vision, he 
expected others to sce things in isolation 
In order to withdraw American troops i 
Vietnam, he set up the secret bombing of 
Cambodia (and then the open incursi 
the secret war in Laos, the open mi 
of Haiphong. АП the while, he scrupu 
lously kept to the iroopawithdrawal sched- 
ule, since that was the basis of the 
negotiations as he had framed them. 
Hanoi was nor supposed to advert t0 or 
invoke all the mentioned 
acts of war, only Is that were 
advanced 

Kissinger’s was all a world of signals 
but what good are the signals if they a 
so often misunderstood? If a Dobr n 
оп one side or à Rogers on the other frus- 
trates Kissinger by not grasping the point 
of his tactics, then what good are the 


himself as the 


covert or 
the sign 


Kissing eved 

did work the 
sense that ihe major breakthrough 
scemed to be accomplished in signals 
passed back and forth by way of Moscow 
during April nd May of 1972. Bui | 


had worked (and wared) for four years 
to achieve as his objective what he orig 
nally took to be a mere shortcut 10 the 


Russia did not so much help end 
am war (the original premise of 
kage); the war, rather, gave Henry 
occasion for intimate dealings with the 
Russians. But the SALT talks and the 
China initiative would have given him 
that in any case, For four years, Henry 
delayed concessions in. Vietnam because 
his formulas called for concessions 10 be 
made only when Russia was willing to be 
a conduit for them. Even if we take his 
view of the outcome, "délente" with 
Russia cost not only our wheat or the 
plight of Jewish emigrants but four more 
years of war in four dillerent countries of 
Southeast Asia, with all die loss of meu 
and money on all sides. A high price tag. 
even if détente was as solid a purchase as 
Kissinger liked to think. But what if the 


ро: 
the Vict 


same thing could have been accom- 
plished anyway? Bt is hard, ouside the 
complex. paradoxes of Henry's mind, 


sce how we ingratiated ourselves with 
Russia by a persistency in. carnage. Rus- 
sian interests secured the period of d. 
tente: and those interests were neither 
greatly served nor greatly hindered by 
America’s mismanagement of Vietnam. 

The suspicion deepens that Henry was 
ultimately а master of the supererogatory 
maneuver, of the paradoxical act as lov- 
ingly shaped as the quaint antitheses of 
his prose—that he traveled. around the 
world to arrive next door, thus maki 
the obvious look like a miracle, thr 
ing with admitted dexterity labyrim 
his own making. The story of the Vie 
nam negotiations is а tale of endless 
signaling that distracted from the real 
concessions that had to be made and 
finally were. 

Of course, part of his signaling act was 
always intended to distract: The Am 
can people had to be fooled, even mor 
than the Vietnamese. Kissinger always 
presented his war as this country's great 
defense against this country’s own 
crazies. If it looked like America was con- 
ceding, or losing, or admitting loss, there 
would be a reaction. Henry claimed, to 
dwarf McCarthyism and rival Hitlerism. 
As war protesters filled the streets, | 


hs of 


now take satisfaction in their 
He had maneuvered them into 
nking he was a war criminal, thus 
the right and preventing the 
those mobs would be 
out in the streets. In ihe worst moments 
of Vietnam. Henry presented the rain of 
bombs abroad as a pre-emptive counte 
coup at home, heading off а hypothetical 
rightwing takeover. Just as his inocul; 
Чоп theory made a little bit of war keep 
war away, so he presented Nixon; 
pression as a ward against worse г 
Bur what if the feared coup w 
all along. chimerical? Then, in another 
supererogatory maneuver, Henry had 
killed real human beings en mase to 
stave off a shadow. One advantage of his 
approach was that it always succeeded 
(concluded on page 300) 


sion. 
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iry 
something else. 
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because i 


(continued from page 296) 


always vanquished hypothetical 
enemies. Henry had only to imagine 
some disaster that did not, in 1, come 


about—and then claim credit for pre- 
venting the catastrophe he had been the 
first to imagine. 

Since he liked to link all factors and 
play things off against one another i 
complex and shifting ways, he wa 
reserve of elements to fiddle with 
equation. Even though a “thin” ABM 
system made no sense in itself, it was an 
other thing to be used by way of thr 
concession; so Henry justified the pro 
gram as a "b. ng chip,” something 
то be acquired only to be gi 
The more arms we have, the beter we 
can play the game of arms control. If w 
is the only way to have peace, then arms 
proliferation is the only path to arms 
limitation, In the the more 
countries we have to pit a 
other, the more virtuosity we c 
our relations with any onc ol them. 
Kissinger wrote that Castlereagh's d 
by effectively removing England from 
the game board of Europe 
Metternich’s options and led to the rela- 
tively cramped style of his play even after 
that event. So China had to be included 
n America’s foreign policy, to be played 
off against Russia: just as délente with 
was nccesar), ty have something 
off against China. Both countries 
were, accordingly, dealt in. Admittedly, 
China made ihe first . and 
Nixon was, if anything, ahead of Henry 
on these particular moves. But the subse- 
quent fine tuning of alternate flattery 
nd bluff was just what appealed to 
the replacing of crusade or 
with techniq 
iably su 


1 away 


n show in 


sed а concept— 
s, or relative 1 
tion, or paradox, or whatever—whose 
difficulties were always and only intellec- 
tual. When old friends from the academy 
sed moral objections to the Cambodi 
an invasion, or Haiphong mining. or 
Christmas bombing. he accused them of 
pretentiousness, of claiming "a monop- 
oly of anguish.” One would think, on the 
face of it, that no man has to earn a right 
to feel pi measure of Kissinger's 
manipulative skills that he put people in 
the position of nying to defend such a 
He could even make 
the mo t sound like the one 
immoral position and induce guilt in 
those who advanced it, The situat 
ludicrous. Imagine that you have stum- 
bled over a slaughtered child in the 
woods and you blurt out, “This is terri- 
ble!” Henry, in effect, sidles up to recite 
his careful, glib and lulling catechism: 
“You do not feel more deeply than I do 
just because you shout louder. I haye as 
much right to say it is terrible; but 1 am 
too busy piecing together those parts of 


п wits 


the crime that are not present here for 
such instant and shallow response." The 
terribleness of events is no longer at issue 
but the stylization of one's lamenting 
mode, and the complexity of one’s under- 
standing of the chain of cause and result. 
Thus could Henry preclude all the sim- 
pler moral impulses, accusing his foes 
of becoming "technicians of morality" 
because he bad limited all debate to 
questions of technique. With the wit of a 
satirist. he reduced his adversaries in size 
by styliring the situation to suit 
stract purposes. The way to solve a prob- 
Jem, for the technician, is to put it i 

soluble terms, not to understand т 
but to control it, Henry's was the kind of 
" thar could make 50,000 American 
corpses dance insubstantially on the head 
of that nonexistent pin, the “right” to be 
moral And, amazingly, he still looked 
plausible during the exercise. 

The lust mystery is not his perform- 
ance but its plausibility, while it lasted. 
Nor that he hawked on а war of super- 
crogation for more than four years, and 
then did not really end it but that he was 
idolized and laureated for not ending it, 
if he had ended it. Not that he man- 
aged détente but that he managed it by 
giving senseless concessions (wheat) and 
senseless aflronts (Haiphong), and yet 
went off with credit for the other side’s 
forbearance, Not that he expressed, in 
his own operation, the Nixon style of 
paranoid secrecy, defiance of Congress 
and one-on-one bhufi but that he sani- 
tized these things in the process, so that 
on's Haldeman gn policy ap- 
d an anti-Haldeman rather than a 
shadow-Haldeman. 

How did he pull it oll for so long so 
convincingly? The sources of his strength 
were the original ones—a grasp of the 
need for limits, for manipulation rather 
than ausade. for skill instead of sermon: 
The antimoralict has a mile or two head 
start in handling Americt's foreign poli 
су, which bas been so insulferzbly moral- 
izing in the past. But Henry carried 
the love of technique to an opposite ex 
тете, encouraging complexity for its 
own sake. In the process, he bemused 
himself with his own feats of prestidigit 
tion, He of all people should know that 
the "solution" of a thesis is not its antith- 
esis but a synthesis. Yet his amoral 
technique became ay much a symptom of 
America's prior failures in international 
policy as it was their correction. Justly 
distrustful of past categorie пу mas 
tered his own world by first creating 
world of wheels and gadgets. and 
machinery, not of men. Henry Kissinger 
was rightly, s prime, ired as a 
magician, For magic deals in appearance, 
feints, ambiguities, distractions and illu- 
sions. He made himself the world’s best 
juggler of nations since Metternich and 
that, for a while, seemed to be what we 
needed. But only for a while. 


ре: 


STUCK ІП THE ШШШ: 


(continued [тот page 159) 
Ah, but that was the traditional struc- 
ure. You've changed and people around 
you have changed. It’s no longer a ques- 
ion of eternal triangles, what with free 
spi g and variety as today's 
essential spice. But the other, more 
contemporary triangle that presents its 
own set of problems: gett on with 
two ladies at once, in the same place. It 
should be smooth going. After all, posses- 
siveness and knec jerk jealousy just aren't 
smiled upon anymore, not by the ladies 
you've been seeing, not these days. As one 
writer suggested, il you ain't get in 
alples, you ain't gettin’ it 
just one question: How come you 
in't gettin’ iı? If everybody else is, why 
hasn't the modern. triangle happened to 
you? Maybe its a maner of style. You 
know you've even got a 
couple of women in mind, but how do 
? How do you get past 
1 moments? How do 
1 hurt fcelings, clumsy behavior, 
bitter goodbyes? Or. put another м 
it’s hard enough handling your sex life 
with one other person—so who needs 


you'd like to, 


these thi 


wor 


you ауа 


complications? 

Oh, you 
You're seeing Ellen 
Occasionally scc another won And 
Gail. of comse, knew you were seeing 
someone else the first time you asked her 


ions. 


ady have compli 
nd she knows you 


out. You've never discussed one woman 
with the other, but they know. and 
theres this d fort in the ай, thi 
subue pressure, You're beginning to 
worry that, as usual, you're going to have 


ave 


to lish or cut bait. You're going to 
to choose and things are going to go sour 
and someone is going to be hurt—proba- 
bly all тес of you. 

Here's where you might try something 
ew, First, screw up your courage ап 
them both to meet you for a drink 
oductions, friendly small talk. 
md the talk tums a little sexy. 
The girls aren't dumb, there's some rea- 
son you asked them both there—if you 
were going to choose between them, it 
would happen one on one. So, if neither 
Gail nor Ellen has made “Hey, what the 
hell is this?” noises, you may be on your 
К 


Try bringing up the subject hypothet- 
ically. There's been a second drink, the 
women seem to like cach other and you 
slide imo the conversation something 
about how you've occasionally fantasized 
making love to both of them at the same 
time. I you get a couple of smiles, 
ybe a pair of lowered eyes, you're 
more than on your way. Of course, if you 
notice that two rum and Cokes have 


been splattered in your 
the right moment. 

In any case, lets say the moment was 
As you wait for the check, every: 
likely to be feeling a bit self- 
conscious. So feel free about not talking 
on the way to your apartment. Let 
the sexu on build. And when you 
get inside. r surroundings, 
you'll want to stoke the fires again. Get 
the conversation going, get back to the 
topic again. And not just to sex but to 
three-way sex. You can get your partners 
bout threesomes in 
m each a triple 
nd do so ostent 


ce, perhaps 


mple, 
tiously. When you select a record album, 
— Beethoven's Third, The 
Kingston Trio, that sort of thin 
show them you're hip yet tou 
funny. Make pointed jokes: “There were 
these three fellows, see, an Irish 
Jew and a..." And keep pouri 
drinks. Of course, you may want to pric 
tice a certain amount of moderation 
youself regarding the booze. lt may 
loosen inhibitions, but it is alo well 
known that a ge n puking into 
Ket soon loses his sexual allure. 
a the time arrives- Don't worry, 
you'll know. It may be subtle, consistin 


adem 


of a lull in the conversation, a pause 
during which Gail and Ellen look a 
each other and at you and smile and say 


nothing. Or it may be less subtle, consist- 
ing of both girls’ taking hold of you 
pants legs and tugging for all they 
worth as they sing / Am Woman in har 
mony. (After all these are moder 
ladies you go out with, right?) Whatev 
form the signal takes, the three ¢ 
realize the moment has come and you 
pad your way into the bedroom. 

Now. A couple of rules of 
edgment. Nice as it is to think that the 
hard work's been that you 
now dive in with arms and legs and so 
forth flailing, y be useful to remem 
ber that there's hardly ever 
like unlimited freedom. TI 
something you can't do or don't 
done (o you. So make sure everyone li 
lea of what's going on. what 
1 relationships are. М Gail 
ow get the 
Ellen is your long-lost maternal grand- 
mother, and that you're headed for the 
bedroom for a Family reunion, this could 
cause problems later on. Seriously, guy 
remember to stay consistent. You ob- 
viously aren't going to want to cop out 
at the last minute, but most important- 
ly, don't suddenly switch roles in mid- 
evening. 

‘The first several potentially awkward 
t the undressing stage. 
If that’s the case, figure out which lady 
needs more r nee and make her 


acknowl- 


done, 


moments come 
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ages as 
the interests of equal time, 
you want to go at it simultaneously, for- 
get it. Only Rudolf Nurevev is graceful 
enough to undress two women at the 
same time, and he’s probably not inter- 
ested. 1f your women are inspired 
enough to be geting into your bed, 
they'll be inspired enough to get out of 
their clot! 

The three of you should soon be 
cese enough, This is where 
ior becomes critical. You've 
mate with both of these women, 


aked, ог 
vour bel 
been int 
and they know it. Its up to you to take 
much of the awkwardness out of this 
posible. Laughter will help, and you 
go back to making "three" jokes or 
even. re-creati Three Stooges rou- 
tine: You might, for instance. poke your 
fingers into Ellen's eyes, bonk Gail over 
the head and slap your own fice, making 
loud sound-eflect noises all the while. 
Don't be ashamed ıo have anything 
along that’s ever made you comfortable 
in bed: candles, music. wine, your Teddy 
bear. Once you relax, lust. will prevail. 
(A start out with 
much less tense situation by taking two 
women who ly friendly 10 bed. 
Work on two your office whom 
you know to be confidantes and side- 
kicks. Or perhaps a pair of sexy Dani 

srewardesses. ОГ course, if vou 
that much in touch with turning your 
fantasies into reality, and that smart, you 
probably don't need to be reading any 


aside: You cin 


rc alre: 


irls 


siste 


of this.) 
Since you're the guy, you should be in 
the n And nor just for reasons of 


may 


portam as they be 
Fact is, yours is the depletable resource, 
damn it, and the best way to conserve 
that resource is to do 


as Exxon does: 


Don't use it up immediately, and keep 
your mind on tax benefits 

Don't focus on genital sex right away— 
in other words, stifle that natural male 


impulse to dramaticilly prove that 
you're in control even when you're not 
quie. Enjoy some foreplay. Look 


round. Cet used to the strange sem 
tion of having more thin two people in 
the bed. This is a time for sensual im 
mension: Use your eyes, nose, mouth, 
toes. get it all. You've got a ten course 
feast here, not steak and potatoes twice. 
Above all, be р ‘t let your 
lovemaking look like а human preızel 
formed by it works with 
everybody doing something to everybody 
che, fine. H it's clumsy. let go for a sec 
ond. Take a look at what's happening. It 
n't very often that one other 
live folk making love. And, by the 
be prepared to be ignored at some point 


tient. Doi 


gymnasts. If 


while the women discover cach other. 
I's not a rejection of you; it’s just that 
women find it relatively casy to cross 
that barrier don't forget, they were the 
ones who danced together in high 
school. 


The time will soon arrive for hanky- 
iky the way you've 
should be. With a litle help from a 
friend. You ought to keep ad 
earlier notion: Concentrate on the 
who appears less secure. She may be the 
one you have the more serious relation 
ship with, but maybe not, As for your 
м you may not be able to per- 
form twice during the evening, don't 
sweat it. Wome 1 these things 
nd will be trying 10 put you at your ease 
They will also be sexy as hell. Also, 
dies, bless their funny little bodies, can 
be satisfied in lots of ways—orally, man- 
ually, 


pi 


uly 


worry 1 


know abe 


I so on. 


“ГЇЇ say she's fast—zero lo a hundred on one martini!” 


you don't perform up to Your 
ions, it's probably a bigger 
deal t0 you than it is to the women 
Don't apologize and swear that “it never 
happened before." These two ladies are 
supposed to know and Tike you. The 
thrill in this sort of thing is supposed to 
ly from ы act, the ca 
тез. the sharing of one another. H you 
can't get it up more than once, you 
console. yoursell with the fact that, in 
relationships with women, this sort of 
thing happens constantly to 7 
men. And to faggots. 
While were on the subject. what 
about the other kind of ménage à trois 
the one with iwo men and onc woman? 
Remember you're supposed to be liber 
ated, bub, And the truth is, this kind of 
situation is far threate 
most people than the other 
triangle, But, hey, it can work. 
ippose it's you and Ellen and а mu 
tual friend, Robert, You're listening to 
music together, getting high, talking 
about how much you all like one noth: 
cr. M some point, your wonanlriend 
lets on as to how incredible she thinks it 
would be if the three of you went to bed 
together. Robert thinks about. it 
couple of moments and 1945 on duit he 
wouklu't mind a bit. As for you, well, 
you haven't been to bed with a guy since 
the pipes froze at boy scout сатр. But, 
admit it, the prospect is turning you on. 
OK. First thing is, ligure out whats © 
citing you—the idea of you and Robert 
ng Jove to Ellen? Or the idea of 
running your hands over Robert's bod? 
Get it straight in your head early on, or 
the confusion could. cause a real misun 
derstanding. The woman's in the middle 
this tme, naturally, and with a lite 
teamwork, even at the foreplay stage, 
you can both bring her a lot of pleasure. 
And don't push things with your friend. 
He may casually тоша you or you тау 
brash him, and you'll both be looking to 
see how your advances are received, The 
moment you notice any signs of rejec- 
tion or fear in either of you, stop. Of 
course, if you notice that your friend has 
just kicked Ellen out of bed with both 
his fect and is going to work on you like 
crazy. you may want to rethink things. 
Both kinds of t y give 
you a chance to satisfy some pretty com- 


con 


come ma 


wold 


more for 


for a 


angular sex m 


on fantasies and, while you're at it, 

ange a few relationships that weren't 
perlec 10 start with. Having a few guide- 
lines, however lighthearted, shouldn't 


the spontaneity out of your en- 
counters, And, hell. 
quered the complex 


you've 


once 
tics of the uiangle, 
there isn't much you shouldn't be able 
to handle. Next time around, you'll be 
ready to take on the pentagon. 


con- 


Now you can order most 1975 cars 


with a beauti 


Panasonic car stereo. 


And it shouldn't cost you a 
penny more than the 
conventional unit you'd get 
from the car manufacturer. 
What's more, Panasonic offers 
you a number of other 
advantages. 


For starters, Panasonic offers 
a much larger selection of 
models than you get from the 
car manufacturer. (More than 25 
models in all.) From a basic car 
radio to the ultimate— a discrete 
4-channel stereo tape player with 
FM/AM/FM stereo radio. So 
many choices, in fact, that the 
hardest part about ordering is 
deciding which Panasonic you 
want (see "easy to order"). 

But even more important, 
you get car stereo with "extra" 
engineering features. Take the 
unit shown at right, for example. 

We put in 23 transistors even 
when it could squeak by on 22. 

We put in 3 roller guides 
instead of only 1 or 2 to keep 
your cartridge from wobbling 
around. 

The point is that when it 
comes to building car stereos, 
our engineers flatly refuse to 
skimp. 

More “unnecessary” features 


Panasonic even gives you 
engineering features some car 
stereo manufacturers think you 
don't need. Examples: 

е Larger choke coils and 
double chassis. They help keep 
outside electrical signals from 


luct is subjecte 
n county whe 


“Warranty does not 
Product must 


interfering with the music you 
want to hear. 

* Local/Distance switch. It 
helps the antenna pull in strong, 
clean signals— so you don't hear 
a garble of stations at the same 
time. 

* Shock absorbers. Inside all 
our 8-track tape players. To keep 
your music playing smoothly 
when your car hits a bump. 


Panasonic's 
“shock absorbers. 
Vertical pins (A) 
keep magnetic head 
(B) squarely 
aligned with tape 
(© when car hits 
bumps. 


One-year warranty 
It covers parts and labor 
charges. In case something 
inside your Panasonic should 
go wrong.” 
But we doubt that anything 


Panasonic car stereo units are designed to fif right into the dashboard of your new car. 


y-engineered 


will. Each of our designs is 
subjected to 6 rigorous tests. 
Vibration. Moisture. Dust. 
Temperature extremes. Impact. 
And longevity. They're also 
performance tested on the road. 


Easy to order 


Just tell your new car dealer you 
want your new car equipped 
with a Panasonic car stereo and 
let him know which model you 
want. That's all there is to it. 
And you might ask him 
about Panasonic's complete line 
of car stereo speakers. They're 
one way to make sure that 
you won'tmiss out on any of 
Panasonic's big, full sound. 
Want more information? See 
your new car dealer. Or write: 
Panasonic Car Stereo, 200 Park 
Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10017. 


just slightly ahead of our time 
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The Luckiest 
People in the 
world wear a 


Lapis (18K Gold Trim). . . 595.00 
Amethyst (18K Gold Trim) $9500. 
Sterling Silver (27) 55000 
Catalogue Available 
FIGA INTERNATIONAL 
P.O. Box 70145, Houston, Tex. 77007 


Liven up that next party with this deck of profes- | 
sionally marked cards. Learn 10 read each card а! 
a glance withoul anyone suspecting. Complete in- 
structions with each deck. Great gift idea. 2 wks. 
delivery, Send $5 check, 
cash, or money- order to 
Creative Marketing, Inc. 
5111 E. Skelly Dr Suite 
501, Tulsa, Dk. T4135. 
(Soig for magical 
Purposes or 


THIS YEAR, 
BE SURE TO GIVE HIM 
SOMETHING WORTH 
CELEBRATING. 


TO FIND OUT HOW, 
SEE PAGE 25. 


The Swedish seem to have a special flair for keap. 


ing contraception and zexuaMy in the risht per. 
clive Were glad they arent keeping it to 

emsale: Enjoy the Swedish experience with 

A PROFIL cone \5— offered for the first time 

inthe U.S, бу Абат & Eve. Discover why this con- 

дот has become a European E 

PRESHAPED tc cling gently 

where sensitivity is greatest 

LUBRICATED with an ex- 

Glusive formula te lend а 

Soft, erotic quality 

RELIABLE as it is the only con- 

dom available in tho US. tested 

fOmeet stret Swedishand American standards 

PACKAGED in an attractive modern wallot meant 

tobe seen. not hidden away 

Roly on Prolil justas the Swedish do. Once you've 

tried themyou'llorder more! 

Send today for a wallet package of 10 Profil. For 

your privacy, each order is mailed in an unmarked 

Package with the Adam & Eve money back guar- 

antee. Illustrated catalog of contraceptives and 

Other tine personal products included. 

* Adam & Eve 

105 N. Columbia, Dept, PEZ. 

Chapel Hill, N.C. 27514 


e 
Gentlemen, please send me 
PROFIL (package of 10 plus catalog), $5. 


О Premium Sampler (PROFIL 10 Pack plus 
assorted samples of six other brands), S8 


Û illustrated catalog alone, 25¢ 
Name 
Address — 
City — 


-State Zip 


BRENNBAR'S RANT 


(continued from page 137) 
we still Dave to face today." 

"Yes," I said quickly, turning on the 
man. "For cxample, you're bullying me 
right now." 

“Look, there's no persecution like reli- 
gious persecution,” the man said, yank- 
ing the waiter's arm for acc 

You might ask а blaci 

“Or апу wom: id the woman 
next to Brennbar. "You talk as if you 
һай a monopoly on discrimi 

“You're ай full of sh 
bar, slowly une iz tongue. 
The others stopped talking and looked 
at my husband as if he were a burn hole 
developing in а costly rug. 
1 said, “we've 


I said. 


bout 


talking 


counts me out 
le me disappear in 
of cigar smoke. But the woman next to 
him seemed to feel provoked by this; she 
responded recklessly. 

^L don't see that you're black,” she 
said, "or a woman or a Jew. You're not 
even Irish or Italian or something like 
e you? I mean—Brennbar— 


Ош," s; 
man, I know it 

And the man whose pleasure had been 
to abuse me said, "Oh, that's a fine mi 
nority group." The others—but not I— 
laughed. 1 was familiar with my hus- 
band's signals for the contol he 
gradually lost on polite conversation: 
blowing cigar smoke in my face was a 
fairly advanced phasc. 

“My husband is from the Midwest," 1 
said cautiously. 

“Oh, you poor ma 
next to Brennbar. Her hand Lay with fa- 
cetious sympathy on Brennbar's shoulder 

“How appalling: the Midwest, 
one [ar down the table muttered. 

And the man who held the м 
sleeve with the importance he might 
ish on a mine detector said, "Now, 
there's a minority group!” Laughter em- 
braced the table while I observed my 
husband's journey through one more 
lost control he held on polite conversa- 
tion: the stiff smile accompanied by the 
studied tossing off of his third cogn: 
and the oversteady pouring of his 
fourth. 

I was so full I felt Га temporarily lost 
my cleavage, but I said, "I'd like dessert. 
Would anyone else have anything else?” 
1 asked, watching the studied tossing off 
of my husband’s fourth cognac and the 
fantastically deliberate pouring of his 
fifth. 

The waiter remembered his job; he 
fed to fetch the menu. And the man 
who had sought in the waiter an ethnic 
kinship boldly faced Brennbar and said 
with unctuous condescension, “I w 


^" said the wom 


some 


merely wy 
disrimination—at least histo 
of a more subtle and pervasive ki 
those forms of discrimination we have 
Ш jumped on the band wagon about 
tely, with our cries of racist, sexist 
Brennbar belched: a sharp shot like a 
brass bedpost ball flung at random into 
the kitchenware. [ was familiar with this 
phase, too; I knew now that the dessert 
would come too late and that my hus- 
band scarcely needed to pause before he 
would launch forth. 

Brennbar began: “The first form of 
discrimination 1 encountered while grow- 

ag up is so subtle and pervasive that even 
to this day no group has been able to 


ed mention it, no civil-liberty case has 
en taken to the courts. In no major. 
nor in any minor, city is there even а 


table ghetto where these sufferers can 


tion 


support one another. Discri 
t them is so total that they even dis- 
inate against one «nother; they are 
med to be what they arc, they arc 


ashamed of it when they're alone—and all 
the more ashamed to be seen together. 
said the woman next to 


you're talking about homo- 
sexuality, what you're saying is no longer 
the case. 
m talking about pimples.” Brenn- 
said. “Acne,” he added, with a mean- 
ingful and hurting glance about the 
ble. “Zits,” Brennbar said. The others, 
those who dared. stared into my 
ad's deeply crawered face as if they 
were pecking into a disast ina 
for 
evidence, the fact that we were ordering 
dessert after brandy and cigars was of lit 
de consequence. "You all knew people 
with pimples.” Brennbar accused them. 
And pimples disgusted you, didn't 
they?" The diners all looked away from 


2 
ign hospital. Alongside that. terrible 


him. but their memory of his pockmarks 
must have been severe. Those indenta- 
tions, those pits, appeared to have been 


made by stones. My God, he was lovely. 

Nearby, but coming no nearer, the 
waiter hovered and held back the dessert 
menus from this queer party as if he 
feared the menus could be consumed by 
our silence. 

“Do you think it was casy to po into 
drugstore?” Brennbar asked. “A whole 
cosmetic counter devoted to reminding 
you, the saleslady grinning at your zits 
and saying loudly, "What can I do for 
you? As if she didn't know. Even your 
own parents were ashamed of you! Sub- 
ue indications that your pillowcase was 
not washed with the rest of the laundry, 

nd at breakfast your mother would say 
10 you, "Dear, you know, don't you, that 
the blue washcloth is yours? Then 
watch your sister's face pale; she excuses 
herself from the table and rushes to re- 
wash. Talk about myths involved with 
discrimination! God, you'd think pim 
ples were more communicative than 


clap! Some kid after gym class asks if 
someone has а comb; you offer him 
yours you sce his mind melt—praying 
lor an alternative, imagining his pr 
cious with your zits. It was a 
common fable: If you saw a pimple, you 
assumed dirt. People who produce pus 


on my sister's sweet ass,” 
Brennbar said (he has no sister) “I 
washed my entire body three times a 
day. One day І washed my face eleven 

. Every morning 1 went to the mi 
ror to read the news. Like a body count 
in a war. Maybe the acne plaster killed 
two overnight, but four more have ar- 
rived. You learn to expect the greatest 
humiliation at the timc: The 
morning of the night you achieved that 
1 theres a new one pulling 
w. Then one day, out of 
misguided pity or а vast and unfathom. 
xe few people who pass 
for your friends secure you a date with 
another pimple freak! Mortified, you 
both wait for it to end. Did they expect 
wuld exchange remedies or count 
our permanent scars? 

“Zitism!” Brennbar yelled. “Thats 
what it is, zitism! And you're zitists, all 
of you, I'm sure of it," he muercd. 
“You couldn't begin to understand how 
awful..." His cigar was out; appar- 

Чу shaken, he fumbled to relight it- 
“No,” said the man next.to me. “I 


worst 


yes . . . I сап understand. how 
ble that must have been for you, 
Hy." 
“I's nothing like 
Brennbar said moroscly. 

“No. well, ycs—I mean, really, it is 
sort of what I mean,” the man groped. 
agine how awful” 
I said, my [ace alert, my 
mouth turning toward my best smile. 
"But what about what you said to me? 
You can't possibly feel it like he did. He 
had to live with it every 1 smiled at 
my husband. “Those were real pimples,” 
I told my former attacker. “They're not 
to be ima Then I leaned across 
the table and touched Вгеппраг hand 
alfectionately. " j 
said. “You got him. 

ks,” said Brennbar. 


your problem," 


totally re- 
ar was relit; he passed the 
rim of his brandy snifter under his nose 
like a flower. 

The woman next to Brennbar was un. 
sure. She touched him gently, but ur- 
gently, and said to him, "Oh. I sce, you 
were Kidding—sort of. Weren't yo 
Brennbar consumed her in cigar smoke 
before she could read his eyes; I can al- 
ways read his eyes 

“Well, kidding, exactly —were 
you, darling?" I said. "I think it was a 
metaphor,” I told the others, and they 
looked at Brennbar all the more 
suspicion. "It was a metaphor for grow- 


not 


ing up with intelligence in a stupid 
world. It meant that intelligence is so 
r—50 rarc—that those of us with 
1 brains are constantly being dis- 
ated against by the masses of stu- 
round us.” The entire table 
ar smoked: 


pidity 


"Of course,” I went on. “people with 
intelligence really constitute one of the 
smallest minority groups. They have to 
endure the wallowing sheep-mindedness 
and flagrant idiocy of whats forever 
being popular. Popularity is probably 
the greatest insult to an intelligent per- 
son. Hence,” I said, with a gesture to 
Brennbar, who was resembling a still 
life, "acne is a perfect metaphor for the 
feeling of being unpopular, which every 
intelligent person must suffer. Intelli- 
gence is unpopular, of course. Nobody 
likes an intelligent person, Intelligent 
people are not to be trusted. We suspect 
that their intelligence hides a kind of 
perversity. It’s a little like thinking that 
people with pimples are unclean.” 

“Well,” began the man next to me 
he was warming up to the conversation, 
which he must have felt was returning to 
more comfortable ground. “Of course, 
the notion of the intellectual constitut 
ing a kind of ethnic group—this is hard- 

cw. America is predominantly 
anti-intellectual. Look at television. Pro- 
fessor types are all batty eccentrics with 
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the sort of temperaments of grandmoth- 
ers. All idealists аге fanatics or saints, 
young Hitlers or young Christs. Children 
who read books wear glasses and secretly 
wish they could play baseball as well as 
the other kids. We prefer an armpit eval- 
uation of a man. And we like his mind 
to be possessed by the kind of stubborn 
loyalty we admire in dogs. But I must 
зау, Brennbar, to suggest that pimples 
аге analogous to intellect” 

ot intellect," 1 said. "Intelligence. 
"There are as many stupid intellectuals as 
there are stupid baseball players. Intelli 
ce simply means the perception of 


what is going on." But Drennbar was 
cloaked in an enigma of cigar smoke and 


even the з next to him could not 
see through to his point of view. 

The man who had momentarily exp 
rienced the illusion of returning to more 
comfortable ground said, “1 would dis 
pute with you, Mrs. Brennbar, that there 
are as many stupid intellect 
are stupid baseball players.’ 

Brennbar released а 
neling and muffled si 
а ash сап duewn down an cle 


while you were far away, i 
1 shower on the 3lst Поог (“Who's 
there?” you'd call out to your empty 


apa 


ment). 
Dessert?" said the waiter, distribut 
ing menus. He must have thought 
Brennbar had asked for one. 
"EH have the pommes Normande en 
belle vue,” said the faraway man who 
had found the Midwest appalling. His 


wife wanted the pouding alsacien, a cold 
dessert. 

“Td like the charlotie Malakoff aux 
raises,” said the woman next to Brenn- 
ba 


I said Ld have the mousseline au 
chocolat. 

“Shit,” said Brennbar. Whatever he'd 
meant as a metaphor, his ravaged face 
was no invention; we could all se 
"L was just trying to help you, d 
aid, in a shocking new tonc. 
“Smart bitch,” Brennbar said. 

The man for whom comfortable 
ground was now a hazardous free fall 
away sat in this uneasy atmosphere of 
warring minority feelings and wished for 
more intelligence than he had. “T'I have 
the clafouti aux pruncaux,” he said 
sheepishly. 

"You would," said Brenubar. “ 
just what 1 figured you for; 

“I got him righ 

“Did you guess ler?” Brennbar 

indicating the woman next to hi 

"Oh, she was dd. “I got 
everyone; 

^L was wrong on yours" Brennbar 
sold me. He seemed troubled. “I was 
sure youd try to split the savin with 
someone: 

“Brennbar doesn’t eat desert,” I cx- 
plained to the others. “It's bad for his 
complexion.” 

Brennbar sat more or les still, like a 
contained lava flow. 1 knew that in a 
very short time we would go home. 1 
wanted, terribly, to be alone with him. 


"That's all there is? . 
we going to do with a leaf?” 


. A leaf?... What are 


ng the Chelsea 


(continued fram page 201) 
sure of good Scotch, а good steak. 

I turned toward the building in front 
of me. The Hotel Chelsea. I had lived 
here in the Fifties. It looked pretty much 
the T read a plaque beside the 


LANDMARKS OF NEW YORK 
CHELSEA HOTEL 

DESIGNED BY HUBERT & PIRSSON, THE 
CHELSEA WAS OPENED IN 1881 AS ONE 
OF THE CITY'S EARLIEST. COOPERATIVE 
APARTMENT HOUSES. IT BECAME А 
HOTEL AROUND 1907. THE FLORID CAST- 
IRON BALCONIES WERE MADE BY THE 
FIRM OF J. B. & J, M. CORNELL. ARTISTS 
AND WRITERS WHO HAVE LIVED HERE 
INCLUDE ARTHUR B. DAVIES, JAMES Т. 
FARRELL, ROBERT FLAHERTY, O. HENRY, 
JOHN SLOAN, DYLAN THOMAS AND 
THOMAS WOLFE. 


Hey, mister, Im bloc 

1 had forgotten d 
bling my apologies, 1 pa 
in to get my suitcase and then closed the 
door. 1 was going back, moving back into 
the Chelsea, this time for a week or so— 
so that 1 could write about it. A then- 
and-now aride, І thought. The plaque 
ig then. 1 remem- 
morning. back in the 
cs. I had received a telephone 
call from an old friend of mine. Jake 
Baker, who lived at the Chelsea. The 
plaque had just gone up. 


ing traffic." 


nthe Far West 
incer; this was 
ofessions and avo- 
cations. He was also a philosophical an- 
гам. And he had been a member of the 


Industrial Workers of the Word—a 
wobbly. 
When T first met Jake, he w 


radical literary circles. He was the i 
"guard Press—the house that 
r published my trilogy Studs Lonigan 
127 other books of mine. 

The money to establish Vanguard. 
came from the Garland Fund. Young 
Garland was heir to $1,000,000. Instead 
of following the preseribed behavioral 
patterns of most scions of the time, Gar- 
land established а fund. through whieh 
he gave away most of his fortune for the 
betterment of mankind by aiding radical. 
evolutionary and libertarian causes. The 
New Masses was founded with 
Garland Fund money. In the Twenties, 

ew Masses had been a spectacular gravy 
train for the radical intelligentsia and 
erati When all the gravy had been 
sopped. 
the Communis 
the n 
он. 
When Vanguard Press was youn 
published an inexpensive series of r 
ics—hy the hist John William 
Draper, works b; the Darn 


w Masses was taker 
nd r 
acknowledged Cor 


over by 
ined for y 
тиз 


са or 


NU 


1 
A 


Seagram Distillers Company, N.Y, N.Y. 86/90 Proof. Distilled Dry Gin. Distilled from American Grain. 


What right do 
we have to call 
Ronrico 


Real Rum? 
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114 years ago when we started 
making rum, we made it to taste the 
way we thought rum should taste. 

Real. Flavorful. And perfectly 
smooth. 

Today Rum Ronrico is still made 
the same way in the same little town of 
Arecibo. By men steeped in the tradi- 
tions of the oldest distillery in Puerto 
Rico. (Our roots, you see, go back to 
1860.) These men believe that the good 
things in life should not change. 

That's why we have the right to 
call Rum Ronrico real rum. Because it's 
unchanged. It's rum that adds flavor 
and smoothness to every drink. 

That's what real rum should be. 
And that's what Rum Ronrico is. 


Rum Ronrico 
Real Rum 
bottled only 


in Puerto Rico. 


The other leading rum isn't. 


book of the 
ilosopher 1 


of evolution, the 
and pl 


iheor 
апаке 


Sinclair's The Jungle, Thorstein 
^s classical social study The Theory 
of the Leisure Class and The Letters of 
Sacco and Vanzetti. Jake Baker did some- 
thing unique in publishing. He published 
books that did not show a profit but did 
provide young people the opportunity to 
rcm and profoundly. stim 

In the late Twenties (1928 or 
ard Press was sold 10 |] 
former, New York World 
im Henle who published 


Henle, a 
reporter. It was 


y early works. 

e Baker lived at the Chelsea. Jake 
was an intelligent man, And a witty 

Te was easy to spot him walking along 
23rd Street. He stood tall and str 
carrying а сапе du 
Albert Jay Nock. 

of the liba m weekly Freeman; 
y Hazlitt. editor of The Nation; 
Howard Scott. in the limelight f. 
as the chief. proponent of the short-lived 
movement known as technocracy: V. F. 
calvertou. editor ol the Modern. Quar- 
Benjamin Stolberg. the labor jour- 
who also lived at the Hotel 
| worker named. Harry 
Troci, the famous and 
hist, who was mur- 


a time 


тену 


lovable 1 


dered in 1913 on the corner ol 15th 
Street and Filth Avenue: Isaac Don Le- 
vines Suzanne LaFollette, another res 


dent of th 
and a loi 


Hotel Chelsea; Floyd. Dell; 
» list of others who belong to а 
shed but once vigorously alive 
1 and political American environ 
was the environment [rà 
ny of us breathed knowledge 
and inspiration, ideals and purpose. 

On the Sunday morning he telephoned 
Jake told me that my name was on 
the plaque with those of six dead men 
We agreed that the implication was amus 
ing downright hilarious, Jake speculat- 
ed on whether or not I had. died from 
natural. causes or had committed suicide 
by jumping out I told Jake 
that 1 would send him a poem I had writ- 
-My Obituary. Here's how it goes: 


є 
ment It 
which m 


window. 


One James (T. Jor Thomas) Farrell 
Who might have been this, 

Ind who might have been that, 
But who might have been 
Neither this nor that, 

Ind who wrote too much, 

Ind who [onghi too much, 

And who kissed too much 

For all of his friends 

(He needed no enemies) 

That man, J. T. F., 

Died last night 

Of a deprivation of time. 

He willed his dust 

To the public domain. 


1 sent this poen 
driver as a messeng 


to Jake, using a cib- 
- About a hall hour 


“Gerald, you know that [rom 
the beginning of our marriage Pue 
understood, but you must be practical. We simply can't 
afford your beinga transvestite [vom 
that particular historical era.” 


later. Jake telephone: 


1 me again 
dead, Jim. Nor only have 1 
scen your name plaque but 1 have 
also read your obituary. 

“Be sure to tell my friends, Jake." 

Jake did tell some people. T received a 
call hom а friend from whom 1 had nor 
"heard. for quite some time. He told me 
thar he was checking out the rumor that 
1 had killed myself by jumping from a 
window. I cited. Nietzsche's remark on 
the subject: The man who commits sui- 
Gide is an opt 

adition 

I was one of the friends Jake 
down to the Chelsea to help him cele 
- He seemed fine 
„ but as the eve neon, 1 no- 
ed changes iu hin ne queri 
s about small details that the 
Baker of old would not have notic 
Alter cocktails in his rooms, he and his 


ii: he wants to better 


invited. 


brate his Fist birthda 


wife took their guess to C: h's 
for dimer, He argued about the position 
of the table, The steaks had been broiled 


too long. The drinks had nor been mixed 
properly- 

ıd told me ea ar he had 
because 
This. plus the fact that he had had n 
drinks. certainly had something 10 d 
with his being cranky. 1 do not say this 
critically. 1 no longer drink 
ow 10 years of friendship, Jake 
nd many times à 
d 
never seen J 


vays in 
ized way. But on h 
Jake drank more thi 


Hy did. It made me sad to watch 
Jake Baker was a proud man. Be 
hind the quei is old man whose body 


was bet! 


ing him had been a proud 
young man who had taken sure and pur 
poseful strides in front of the pack 


the 
This can be grim— 
intelligent man to 


Crisis of grow 
nsult 
contempkite 

What has а 
Chelsea: 


10 do with the Hotel 
1 have lived at 
any hotel, He lived in the Chelsea. He 
liked it: in he loved the Chelsea. 
He used to sit in the lobby and watch 
people con out He 
talked about the chang types. 
the dilferent kinds of people. His wi 
Mildred, continues to live there 
Marcel Proust devotes а long section of 
his great work to "Place Names: TI 
Place 


Prow Cs d 


discuss. place 
France. In. America there is less richness 
of place names and. the. places of place 
1 The Hotel Chelsea. as a land. 


wk, qualifies as a place пас ет 
by. a place. And for me personally. the 
Hotel Chelsea is a private | 
my memory. 


“Oh, Mr. Farrell, it's you. Let те send 
Jor Mr. Bard. His office is right over 
there, right off the lobby. He asked me to 
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let him know when you arrived. Usually 
he plays tennis on Saturdays, but he 
didn't today, he wanted to be here when 
you arrived. 

He was a nice-looking young man with 
а pleasant English accent. I smiled at 
him, said that of course I'd wait lor Mr. 
Bard, did he mind il 1 took a look 
around. the lobby to see the painting 
Why, no. of course not, he said. He 
turned to dispatch someone for Stanley 
Bard and 1 turned and walked over to 

of the pieces of sculprure nearby 
Not bad. 1 thought, but what might be 
worse than bad, mediocre. 1 heard a 
noise near the door. 1 looked up. A man 
was coming in with big amplihers and 
what seemed to be elecironic equipment. 
He was dressed in black from head to 
toe. A young couple sitting on a couch 
whispered 10 each other, I 
word Hair. The 
A short, pleasant 
ty hair. wearing a 
alked in. There wa 
something familiar about him. Suddenly. 
I recognized him. 
gil Thomson 
He looked at me, questioningly. We 
(d not seen each other in several years. 

Is me, Jim Farrell 
“Why, hello, Jim. Are you moving 
back? I'm not surprised, you know. No- 
body ever leaves the Chelsea. In fact, I 
understand that that is why you're listed 
on the plaque with dead men. You | 
lived here once; you lived here no Ioi 
er: ergo. you must have died.” 

We both laughed: I told him why I 
was back at the Chelsea. He invited me 
to а small gathering in his suite the next 
night. He walked to the desk to check on 
his mail. 1 watched him, Virgil Thomson 
is in his middle 70s. bur he looks like 
a man 10 to 15 years younger. Standing 

i t the desk, 
Virgil looked like a respectable business- 
man. 1 thought of some of the incisive re 
views that he had written as the musi 
с for the New York Herald. Tribune 
His compositions, such as Four Saints in 
Three Acts and. Lord Byron, have had a 
it impact on American music. And the 
in standing beside him? If he did com- 
pose the music lor Hair, and if this music 
docs help preserve the memory of 
kind and record a perspective. of 
times, then his is a contribution, too. 
Well, well, well, Mr. Farrell. I's good 
to see you again. I was looking at some of 
your books. My father always showed 
them to people. No matter how many 
writers he met, he always told (hem that 
he and James T. Farrell were friends. Im 
ad to have you back in the Chelsea." 


on 


door opened ag 
looking man with 


1 do not know who on the m 
«ommittec picked the names of the men 
to go on the plaque. It's just as well 0 
the committee goes unnamed, The fact 
that D was presumed to. be dead is amus- 
But there is another error, a serious 


one. They omitted the name of a great 
American writer, the author of one work, 
at least, that deserves a place 
American but also in world 
reler to Edgar Lee Masters and to his 
book of freeverse poems, Spoon. River 
Anthology. 

Masters left. Chicago alter the First 
World War and came to New York. For 
almost 20 years he occupied a suite ar the 
Chelsea, H. L. Mencken used to visit him 
there, Mencken admired Masters and the 
two men had rapport about the Puritans 
Prohibitionists, Baptists amd the Bible 
Belt. Both admired Theodore Dreiser and 
had m; long conversation about his 
work. Eder Lee Masters once wrote to 
Dreiser, expressing his high regard for 
Dreiser's work, Im Spoon River Antholo- 
gy. there is a poem, Theodore the Poet, 
that is a moving eulogy of Dreiser: “your 

ion watched lor men and women /Hi 
ip in burrows of fate amid great s 
Looking for the souls of them to come 
ош.” One day a lener arrived Irom 
Dreiser expressing his admira: lor 
Masters’ work, Masters was overjoyed and 
their friendship was sealed, 

Ш visiting him one morning. Mas- 
ters had a sitting room and a bedroom. 1 
was waiting in the sitting room while he 
talked on the phone in his bedroom. 
Mastery had left the door between. the 
rooms open wesdroppi 
there was no way not to hear h 
ters was agitated. 
some bewilderment—in his voic 
ame evident to me that M 
talking to his agent. He was being told 
that there had been a poor response to 
an offer of Masters’ poetry readings 
and/or lectures and that those few people 
who had expressed interest would not 
meet his usual fees. Masters was being 
told that he would have to accept lower 
prices. In a hint voice, he protested. He 
tried to explain that this couldn't be; this 
couldirt happen to him. But Masters was 
being told that he was not wanted апу 
longe ly business reasons, the 
poct Ed Masters, who had already 
written River Anthology. 
iMeriors. 


Ire 


L was not 


There wa 


Spoon 
being tokt by 
er wanted him, that 


Masters 
сані for people 


the name 
was no longer a draw 
interested in leners. Bec 
low changes of mode, Edgar Lee M 
yg told that he had (in so many 
words) had it. It was not just pain that E 
felt sitting there: 

One „ 1 believe it was 
I read i 


изе of the sh; 


was bei 


t was resentment 
nly in 1915, 
Masters had been found near 


starvation. Î later learned that the story 
was exaggerated. But he was poor 
did suffer from nutritional defici 


He was hospitalized. His wife, 
whom he had been separated, 
took him away. Reportedly, she took 
of him until he died. 

Edgar Lee Masters was a bitter man, 


but he 
neglected not only i 
death, The mayors commitice did пос 
elect to honor him on the plaque 

“Well, no, Mr. Farrell, to be honest, 1 
didu't know until after I got here and 
read the plaque out front that the Hotel 
Chelsea was a watering hole for writers. 
1 do want to be a writer. Bul I'm here 
because I saw Andy Warhols “Chelsea 
Gils? And that freaky Loud hey—you 
know ihe one 1 mean—he left that Cali- 
fornia swimming pool and came East to 
live with a drag queen. 1 thought that 
the Chelsea might be the place Jor me. 
Not that 1 plan to freak out like that, 
but I wanted those options. Well, cheap 
this place isn't. In a few weeks, 1 had to 
go job hunting. My first day was hell. 
Working in an office by day; living in 
the bowels of the Chelsea by night. 1075 
self-induced schizophrenia. I've gol a 
friend who insists that people like us con- 
sianily require a change of scene. Did 
somcone say your name on the 
plaque out front? Fortysix books! Youve 
1 to be kidding 
He paused to light а cigareuc. I 
watched how his hand shook as he held 
the match. Earlier, a young fellow in the 
lobby had frankly told те that “hard 
маі" was easily available if I were inter- 
ested. E wondered about the young man 
in front of me. Не was no more than 
boy—a nice boy. I was tempted to lecture 
him about the dangers, etc. but I 
thought of some of the names appearing 
on the plaque out front. Dylan Thomas. 
‘Thomas Wolle. 1 thought of other Hotel 
Chelsea residents—Hart Crane. Eugene 


life but also in 


was 


O'Neill. With so writers, the bote 
had spelled bad health. Even death. 
Could it be that each ge picks its 


own poison 
Jello? Miss Viva? My name is James 
Farrell. Гт а writer and 1 used to live 
here in the Hotel Chelsea. I'm working 
on an article about it and would like to 
talk to you if 1 may. ГИ be staying here 
in the hotel for а week or so. Would you 
be able to see me?” 
1 might be able to work something 
Ho you pay [or 
interieu 
“Pay? Well, 1 hadn't thought in terms 


out much do 


an 


of—" 
Sorry: 1 don't give free intervie 
And with that. Miss Viva hun 
1 smiled to myself. H only artists c 


be as protective of their time as snper- 


stars. Û thought of the writers, paint 
nd musicians 1 had 1 thought 
of the interviews—l d hun- 


dreds of interviews requested by students 
writing theses on you or on people you've 
known, on m 
been involved—the 
strangers. fec 
preceding wee 
with a young 
who 


V 


ments in which you'y 
time that these 
t to. In the 
I had spent three hours 
fron 
gon Ir 


they've 


Massachusets 
h wri! 


writ 


hours with a young woman from the Uni- 
versity of South Carolina writing about 
artists in the Thirties and five hours with 
some young Trotskyites who want to do 
film on Leon Trotsky 
and had been told that I had known him. 
Time trom my own work 
s something to be said for Miss 
Viva's policy, 1 thought, 


documentary 


taken away 
There 


Hello, Jim. You received a note in 
the mail this morning from Andy War 
hol's office. They got the letter about 
your doing an article on the Hotel Chel- 
sea and explaining your problem with 
your eyes. They'll be happy to make ar 
rangements for you lo have а private 
the Warhol film ‘Chelsea 
Gils” We're to call them when you want 
to see i” 

ГИ wait until Pm home. 

Home for me is on 79th Street and Sec 
ond Avenue. By the time 1 moved back 
into my own apartment 


the end ol the 


week—I was more impressed with the gen- 
erosity of Andy Warhol's note. My week 
at the Chelsea made it clear that Mr. 


Warhol has followers who are really al 
cultists. There 
t, very youn 


most were many very 


brig £ men I met during the 


week who cited Warhol repeatedly as 
As br 
some of these your 


ht and as articulate as 
T cannot 
write of them, because I cannot. under- 


The Voice. 


men were 


stand them. 1 believe that it is a matier of 
values. They were nice to me, downright 
kind, There is no restaurant connected to 
the Chelsea—except for one that special- 
izes in Spanish food. Occasionally, when 
of the fellows was going out to a 
ату delicatessen, he'd call to sec if he 
bring me something. And they 
would check to see if I had had dinner 
They would telephone to ask if they 
Dui 


¢ bizarre young 


on 


" 
could 


could bring in a friend to meet me 
ing the week, 1 met soy 
men, dressed 
fashion, sked the same questions 
about the Thirties and Forties, talked 
about the same great French writers and 
Russian writers, as their less bizarre con 
temporatics. 


and made up in bizarre 


who 


John Sloan lived at the Hotel Chelse 
I liked 5 
work. His 


paintings, 


ally and 1 admire his 
bage-can-schoo! 
York 
lized moments of the 
city. Sloan took a familiar world and so 
arranged it, so painted it, that he created 
a new world, still familiar. He did much 
of his work at the Chelsea, He 
targe studio on the top Hoor with а big 
skylight. E have read 
that another p: 


1 ре 
so-called 
New 
seem to be cryst 


his street scenes, 


had a 


ce John's death 
had actually asked 
to be considered on the “waiting list" for 
John’s studio while he still lived. 


Twas sitting in the lobby one n 
young man approached me. He's from 
Pennsylvania; he wants to be а writer. 
We talked of James Joyce jor a while, He 
was finding it difficult to cam a living in 
New Vork and write. 1 told him that this 
as a problem all writers faced. Some— 
Theodore Dreiser, Wallace Stevens and 
others—had been able to hold down jobs 
and write. For me, tt had been im possi 
ble. After attempts at selling space Jor 
classified. directories and working behind 
a cigarette counter, I had decided lo risk 
it all—f made an “all or nothing" deci- 
sion. I explained that “jame” didn't pay 
the vent. That when 1 was notified that 
Adlai Stevenson had nominated me for 
the Nobel Prize 
tion for nonpayment of vent. That when 
President the 
White House for dinner, 1 had to borrow 
money for the fare. When I came back to 
was a check for $1100 
Ind then 1 
the 


1 was fighting an evic 


Kennedy invited me to 


New York, there 
from ап Malian publisher. 
did something 1 rarely do. 1 gave 
young тап adsice as a niter. 1 told him 
that E felt that each writer had to find 
out things for himself 
fact. But that I felt a writer should write 
Bul if there's a block, fatigue or anything 


everything, in 


that makes i impossible Jor him to go on 


with his work, he should at least write in 
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his journal. that a journal could be a 
working tool for a writer. 

“I do. 1 do!" he exclaimed. “I'll bring 
it by for you to see.” 
Two days later, he dropped it by my 
room. 1 glanced at il. 


Monday 

Reading Gide's 7 Journal" and then 
looking at ту inane ramblings. De 
pressing juxtaposition. Although 
nothing would please me move than 
to sce something like Defoe's “]оит- 
nal of the Plague Year" turned into 
a Marvel Comics Classic. Come to 
think of it, “The Alice B. Toklas 
Cook Book” says more for Alice than 
he Autobiography" ever did. Saw 
“Flaming Creatures? starring Maria 
Montex, transvestite without words. 
She doeswt need lo say anything. 
Overwhelming presence as she sa- 
shays in and out of such dark fanta- 
sies. Ps comment later: “Flame on.” 


Thursday 

This room is rather ridiculous— 
an economy model—trashy. But it 
grows on you. My bed on wheels, 
flip-top desk, junkie lamp. When L 
was here, she said it was perfect for 
hitting up under. And the bathroom 


down the hall nsed by me and a 
changing cast of characters. This 
week i's а стопе on crutches. Found 
a Jehovah's Witnesses magazine by 
їйє bowl. 


Tuesday 

Some dark imagery collected today. 
Suw a guy in the elevator, apparently 
spaced ош. carrying, a whip. black 
jack, God. knows, mumblin solla 
get me a piece of ass.” 

Found a black-leather jacket in the 
bathroom. 

Reading a book about Artaud 
Found out he died puinjully—rectul 
cancer. Puts things in а new per- 
spective 

Someone told me today that Bur- 
гоп wrote “Naked Lunch” here at 
the Chelsea, 

1 moved into the 
e of 1951. I di 
ise of its atmosphere or cul 
tural environment, I moved in because it 
was the first hotel I noticed when I went 
е day to find another place 


Hotel Chelsea in 
not move into the 


Alter my family had split up, 1 had— 
order to save money—moved imo a 


“We can't go on meeting like this... . Some 
night my husband is going 10 spring from his bed, tear 


open the shutters and throw up the sash! 


basement apartment hih Ave 
and Ith Street. I hadn't be there very 
mg when I realized that 1 would need 
other accommodations. 1 did not want to 
get involved with the det home- 
making—towels and sheets and defros 
refrigerators. There should be a moder 
ely priced hotel around—one where I 
could work. I was walking one day, just 
after 1 had arrived at this dec 1 
passed the Chelse: 

1 stepped inside and asked about a 
room. [ was shown a two-room studio 
with a kitchen setup. I signed а опе 
le: The rent around $200 a 
month. J moved in immediately. Then 1 
brought in my files—letters and n 
scripts—and. my library, which was con- 
siderable. There was not enough 
bookshelf space, so most of the books 
were stored in the cella 

My first few months at the Chelsea 1: 
been lonely ones for me but. productive. 
1 spent much time by 
secretary at the time 
own correspondence. 
zanne LaFollette had apartments in the 
hotel, but T did not telephone them to let 
them know that I was staying there. 1 was 
doing a lot of tr 
ime in Washingte һе and 
Detroit and Chicago. When 1 was 0, 
my own rooms at the С 
concentrate on my work. The Chelsea 
was for me, in those days, simply a hotel 
where D had а two-room studio a 
1 could afford. 

The hotel did h 
kind of deal going 

nent whereby the hotel provided rooms 
for refugees, boatloads of them at а time, 
The ref 
and be carted to the C 
stayed Jong: І presume that arrange- 

nents had been made for them to settle 
erent arcas of the country. As 1 re- 
most of them were Hungarians. 
They would crowd. imo the lobby. 


ion. 


was 


d 


elsea. They never 


Я 
of them dressed in the dark heavy clothe 
of peasants 

One night, 1 spotted a man who 


looked confused, so much so that he 
looked as if he were bordering on panic 
He had registered and been assigned to 
à room, but he wanted to gi 


€ his pas- 


tecred to wanslate. The man said that he 
was submitting his passport to the desk 
Clerk so that the hotel could take it to 
the police station to have it checked 
Through the translator, the clerk told 
him that there were no laws that required 
a foreigner registering at an American 
hotel to turn in his passport. The Hung: 
ип still had doubts. He could not under- 
stand any system other than the ane he 
had known; but finally he walked aw 

Later, 1 learned that he had wandered 
out onto West 23rd Sweet and had 
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walked until he found a police station 
There, he tried до hand his passport to 
the desk sergeant. There was a lot of con 
fusion, but the police finally got him to 
ive, still carrying his passpor 


1 used to eat by myself a lot. I would 
0 down the street до the € Some- 
times T would take a book along. 
her times, I would sit and try to c 
some of the conversations in the booths 
me. One сус 
ing dinner, I heard a loud, 

ice. A man was saving 
a red-hot bacheloi 


He was with three others. 
ut now Pmi setting m 
here were congratulations at the 
booth. The red-hot bachelor went on to 
tell them d rrving a widow. 
"She owns a line home, a big one." 

As I recall, he knew how many bed- 
»oms, how many bathrooms, the heating 
system and several other romantic. facts. 
about his bewothed. She also had a bi: 


The red-hot bachelor listed some 
other assets of bis intended. 1 wished I 
had taken а book. 

The m who owned the Oasi: 


Garfinkle, had been a п. He man- 
ged to ge nt through the 
Roosevelt New Deal. Then he became а 
Republican. 1 went over for breakfast. 
nid for lunch fairly often, So did some of 


a while, s 

smile a "Good morni 

to his own booth. ‘There was someth 
civilized amd. private about the people 


living there: they would not intrude. 
However, while siting in the lobby. 
watching people walk in and out, there 
would be friendly conversations betwee 
residents who did not know eich othe 


The three owners of the Chelsea were 
enerally id to as the three pirates. 

At the t g of the 
carly Fifties, the hotel was on its way 


down. Or so it seemed to us who lived 
there. 

Strangely enough, many of the people 
to whom I talked when I was ther the 
week in 1973 expressed the same concer 
about the hotel i down 
too many drughap ound: ihe 
Chelsea was Changing, it couldn't survive, 
ete. It well may be that part of the Chel 
sea aura is the feeling that it can’t last. 

Some people point to the neighbor- 
hood. ‘They say that it has deteriorated 
It does not seem so to me. Neighbor- 
hoods do not decay or disintegrate in 
even and regular pattern. ‘There seems to 
be no rhythm to the way an ari 
down. To me, the Chelsea 
much the same. The Hotel Chele: 
survived. 


“But, james, look at some of the char- 
acters who live here. 1 swear they're certi- 


з; fiable” 


My secretary had come down to the 
hotel to deliver some important mail to 
me. We had gone out 10 dinner and the 
returned to the hotel. where we sat in the 
lobby. watching people come in and 
out. 1 looked at the people around me. 
No question about it. Some of them 
looked odd. Suddenly 1 remembered— 
TII call him La 

Lawrence was almost middleaged. He 
had lived in the Chelsea for a long time 
He was always in a state of turmoil. One 


wrence 


reason for this was that he 


sd money 
problems, Another reason was his tem- 
perament Lawrence was a cultivated 


man and опе who һай sensibility in liter- 


aters, The lire writing he was 
ble to do revealed some style and 
showed taste. But writing was an agony 


for him, He talked well and wittily. Some- 
times when I'd hear him speak, I'd think 
that he would make an excellent critic. I 
he had been able to put down on paper 
what he siid, he would have. 

One night, without any prelude, h 
told me that he would never again try 
suicide. The list time he had been take 
to Bellevue and put into the psychiatric 
clinic had been too hideous. He сопан 
survive another stay there. He described 
ihe experience—the brul treatment 
and g As he talked 
gnane. He соп 
duded by saying that under the circum- 
sances, he had no choice but to give 
up suicide attempts, He could not risk 
pther Bellevue visit. 
had been drafted during 
Two. Mier going through 

examinati 
viewed by an Army psych 
course of the interview, Law 
the medic that some of his fr 
that he was crazy. 

The psychiatrist nodded and wrote on 
the form before him: “Says his friends 

сагу 

ce was enraged. He told the 
rist that he had been misquoted. 
his friends think 
that some of his 
friends think he’s crazy. Then he went on 
10 declare thar should the т 
it w ten, 100 years hence, should 
someone read 
of Lawrence's friends had thought. that 
he was crazy and that he might be crazy. 
which was an untruth, He repeated that 
there was a difference between the state 
ment that the doctor had written and the 
tement that he had made, He w 
classified 4-F and returned to his home 
in the Hotel Chelsea. 

Lawrence was alwavs in danger of evic- 
tion: he r fell behind in the | 
ment of his rent. But somehow or other. 
he always managed to raise the money at 
the Там moment. He borrowed it or took 
n jobs or literary assignments 


lect abonr 


"oss Hi 


it, he became more ind 


. he had been inter- 


гім. In. the 
nce told 
ds said 


cord stand as 


5 wr 


alarl 


To finish these assi 
for him. Finally, he would start telepho 
ing his friends and telling them how m 
erable he was because he could not write. 
He would carry on for an hour or more 
bout how he had to write in order t 
save himself from being put out ont 
1he street 

I might add that in addition to his 
rent, Lawrences telephone bill was an- 
other major problem for him. He would 
alk for hours. Ir was impossible to have 
a telephone conversation with him; he 
never gave anyone else a chance to talk 
He would go on about how he was mis 
understood, hi: 
always about 1 


en up. He never went into det 
these assaults. He would appe 
bruises amd black eves and say that he 
beaten severely 

1 lending him my copy of 
Le Sabbat. by Maurice Sachs. 1 had known 
Sachs and he had some of the same tastes 
nd proclivities as Lawrence. Bur Sachs 
did nor have any writing blocks and was 
able to leave behind him. to be pub 
ished posthumously. an extraordinary 
t of his life. While Lawrence was 
reading Ze Sabbat. h idly beme: 
1 the subway station d Street and 
Seventh Avenue. He me that my 
copy of Le Зарра wa мапу of that 
exper that the book was in such 
poor condition after his beating that he 
had not bothered to retricve it 

1 managed to replace the book. Law 
rence borrowed. my second. copy to se 
how it ende ге remember what 
happened to t 

Then Lawrence disappeared. He left 
the Chelsea with no forwarding address. 
For years I did not know what had become 
of him. It was during my week at the 
Chelsea in 1973 that I learned that he had 
been in touch with people in the hotel 
alter a silence of years. that he was livi 
н the Southeast. | talked to seve 
people in the hotel about him. Lawrence 
is remembered, and remembered some- 
what pleasandy by them. Yet, when I 
lived there. he was considered the most 
bizare resident. It could be that Law- 
r 


cot 


псе was роги 100 soon. 


“H was а pleasure having you with us 
again, You belong in the Chelsea, Don't 
forget, if you change your mind and de- 
> we could work out 
some arrangement. Think about it, Mr. 
Farrell’ 


cide to move bac 


1 was glad to be leaving the Hotel 
Chelsea. I walked out front to get a cab. 
I turned to take one more look, On the 


outside, the hotel had пос changed very 
much. Inside? Who can tell. I looked at 
the plaque. My eyes read the list—axp 
THOMAS WOLFE 

You can't go to 


either. 


the Chelse: 


Nosweat. 
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А saw like the 774" 
Rockwell Model 4510. 

For power, you 
get 114 hp developing 
5800 rpm. 

For accuracy, you 
get a sawdust blower 
and total line-of-sight 
visibility. 

For safety, a tele- 
scoping blade guard 
and double insulation. 

For $29.99, the 
Model 4510 is yours. 

And it's just one of a circular saw will be a lot like 
line of Rockwell circularsaws using the right circular saw. 
priced from $19.99 to $39.99. No sweat. 


So finding the right 
N Rockwell International 


For the Rockwell dealer nearest you, call any time, toll free: 800 243-6000. (Connecticut: 1-800 882-6500.) Excluding Alaska and Hawaii. 
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Young Frankenstein (continued from page 151) 


WOMAN'S VOICE 
rreppy: Wha 


Oooh! 
и was that? 


vou might need a 
tempo 

FREDDY peers into the cart and sees 
inca, a large-breasted laboratory assistant, 


lying in the hay. 


isca: Would you like to have a roll in 
the hay? 

rurnbv: I'm not sure I . . . get your 
drif. 

isca: You should try it—its fun! 


She begins to roll over and over in the 


ng): Roll, roll . . . roll in 
‘oll. roll . . . roll in the hay. , . 

1608 cracks a whip. The horses start off 
as FREDDY acurries into the cart... 

DISSONE To. the castle—night. On a 
distant rainy hill, the old Frankenstein 
Castle, as we knew and loved it. As they 
approach the gigantic front door—illi 
minaled by a torch in an tron sconce on 
cach side—don steps down from the cart 
and walks up to the door. He grasps 
ahold of two enormous wroughtiron 
knockers and raps them against the 
door. The sound can be heard echoing 
through the castle. 

FR 
ment as he helps isca down from the 
cart): What knockers! 

inca (shyly): Thank you, doctor. 

icon goes back to the carl, takes down 
exeppy’s briefcase and begins to unhitch 
the horses. The massive door slowly 
creaks open and a WOMAN appears. 

wowax: I am Frau Blüdher. 

Lightning. AU the sound of her name, 
the horses rear. 

icon (thinking it was the lighining) 
Steady! Stead 

FREDDY sels his and suitcases 
onto the ground and approaches FRAU 
MLUCHER. 


poy (watching the door in amaze 


INGA'S 


тику: How do you do? I am Dr. 
Fronkonstcen. This is my assistant. Inga, 
y E present Fran Blücher- 


1t the sound of her name, lhe horses 
rear. 

пасок: Easy. Easy! Steady, now. 

пакору: I wonder what's got into them. 

кили BLUGHER: Your rooms are ready, 
Herr Doktor. М you will follow me, 
please. 

FREDDY: A 
аз you're doi 

160R: Yes, si 

тү: After you, Fran Blid 

As the horses rear, FRAU BLUCHER, INGA 
und rurnpy disappear into the castl 

КЕ OR. FRANKENSTEIN 
brary. Having stumbled upon his grand- 
father's secret library, FREDDY looks at a 
large book lying on the table. A crack of 
lightning as we see: "How I Did I," by 
VICTOR. FRANKENSTEIN. 


sor! Bring the b 


10 v 


FREDDY: It is! 
father's pri 
ок (reading the cover): 
Good title! Always sells. 

FREDDY: Funny it should just be E 
out here on the table. I wonder what 
kind of alchemistic drivel this is. 

A low rumble of thunder. 

rReppy (opens to the first. page; read- 
ing aloud); “Whence, 1 often asked my 
sell, did the principles of life proceed? 
To examine the ctuses of life .. . we must 
first have recourse to death.” God. wha 
adman! 

Another low rumble of thunder. 
rreppy's candle almost blows ош from а 
draft- 

ахсл: Oh, doctor! 

FREDDY: Perhaps we'd better leave. 

сов: Taking the book along? 

rreppy: Yes, I think we could all use a 
good laugh, 

DISSOLVE то lab. FREDDY is convulsed 
with laughter. 

The man was a raisin cake! 

INGA and icok stare passively. The 
three of them are drinking tea. More 
water is boiling іп a glass beaker. 

FREDDY (realizing): "And as soon as 
the dazzling light vanished. the oak tree 
had disappeared. 1 knew then thar clec 
tricity and galvanism had changed my 
life.” TOOT-Y-FRUTTI! 

FREDDYS Vorce: "When 
now, it scems to me as if this a 
raculous event obliterated any 
to avert the stor 
hanging in the sta 

Move thunder. 

TREDDY s уок: He Kills me! This guy 
hills met 

Giant cackle of lightning—as if in 
reply 10 his mocking. 

паро» (reading): "Change the poles 
from plus to minus and from minus to 
plus!” (Howls insanely) “I 
ceeded in discovering the cause of ger 
eration ul life” (Doubles 
laughter) “Nay, even more 
became сар 
upon lifeless m 
laughs, he laughs - 
teacup against a wall) 

[Fanny nevertheless decides to follow 
in his grandfather's footsteps. He and 
icon determine la snatch a body [rom а 
graveyard and to find a very special 
Drain for i] 

4 gray night. Rain is falling. vou. 
mack to reveal prison gibbet. A freshly 
eculed BODY is swinging back and forth 
on the gibbet. A black hood covers ils 
head. Two GRAVEDIGGERS and a GUARD 
stand looking up at the вору. 

FIRST GRAVEDIGEER: Look at him swing- 
ing. 

SECOND GRAVEDIGGE 
the rain... a 


This was my gr 
te library. Look at il 
How 1 Did 


H. 


st ellort 
that was even then 


alom 


suc- 


over in 
1, myself, 
" n 
(He laughs, he 
- then smashes his 


ble of bestow 


He's swin 


The GUARD cuffs the SECOND GRAV! 
pice 

QUICK DISSOLVE TO FREDDY and IGOK 
knee-deep in the grave, shoveling the 
dirt out. 

FREDDY: What a filthy job! 

зсок: Could be worse. 

FREDDY: How? 

Icon: Could start rai 

A crack of Mund 
stares al IGOR. 

QUICK DISSOLVE TO laboratory—night. 
FREDDY and cow ave just finishing pul- 
ling a sheet over the sovy, which rests on 
an operating table. 
reeppy: Magnificent! Oh, what an 
wesome sight! With such a specimen for 
a bod l| we need now i equally 
ficent brain. (Preparing a hypo- 
mic) You know what to do? 

WOR (grinning wickedly) 
pretty good 


жору: You 1 
> 


g again- 
. It pours. FREDDY 


I have a 


ve the name I wrote 


1609 (looking al the name inked on the 
palm of his hand): Dr. Н. Delbruck. 
rreppy: T want that br 
сок: Was he any good? 
FREDDY: Was he any * He was 
> finest natural. philosopher, internal 
nd chemical therapist. of 


this century. 
1сок: How did he dic? 
FREDDY (lowering his head): V. D. 
IGOR: Bad break. 
p 
apible of funciionin 
Icon: Bur are you sure 
depository? 

rurnpy: He died only two weeks ago— 
I'm positive they'll h ИП 
prepare the body 

DISSOLVE TO angle on a hospital door 
The upper half of the door is made of 
glass. On the glass is printed: 


ve his brain is still 


"s still in the 


ve it preserved, 


BRAIN DEPOSITORY 
AFTER VIVE P.M. SLIP BRAINS 
THROUGH SLOT IN DOOR. 


The shadow of a ax, holding a lantern, 
can be seen silhouetted from inside the 
depository. The xax has a large hump 
on his back. 

cut тө depository—nighi. Low thun- 
der. A row of brains in jars, under 
domes, rests on a long. narvew table, wen 
tiptoes slowly, examining the labels on 
dome. “AINERTUS 
as1,” “CORNELIUS AGKIPPA (NATU- 
кориз)" "Lawnrxer Tit nor 
i" Then he to: 
“HANS DELARUCK (SCIENTIST. AND SAINT).” 
сок approaches the glass dome, lifts it 
off and takes the jar containing the brain 
of Hans Delbruck. As he turns to go, he 
sees himself in a full-length mirror. He 
drops the jar in fright. He looks down 
and sees the gooky mess of brain and 
glass. He looks at the MOVIE AUDIENCE. 

1602 (with a shrug): 1 tried 

He looks quickly at the 


vach 
(r 
RAL ори! 
(пемАто ка 


glass MAGNUS 


comes 


brain table,” 


“Darlings, when we suggested mixed doubles tonight, 
we didn't mean bridge." 
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We are poor little lambs who 
have gone astray жЕ 


grabs a jar from under the glass dome 
nearest him and leaves. Ou the glass 
dome—whose contents уны 
taken—is ims 
BRAIN ARNORMAT 

cur To the sky. An electrical storm is 
building in the distance. 

POINTED TOWARD the sky, (he CAMERA 
Now TRAVELS DOWN through a small open 
ing al the top of the luboratory's ceiling. 
As it Continues Dow electri 
ity sparking, centrifuges whirring, wheels 
buzzing, chemicals in beakers bubbling. 
Now the CAMERA DRIETS PAST archaic sci- 
vutifee equipment and сом 
a giant þair of shoes with iron sole: 
MOVE SLOWLY up Iwo enormous leg 
held down by leather straps to the oper- 
ating table, The giant torso is similarly 
sapped. AL last we see—for the first 
lime: the cueature’s face. There a 
stitches across lus neck and sittches cir- 
cling the crown of his skull where a new 
brain has been inserted. 

ıxea's voice: He's hideous. 

FREDDY'S voice: He's beautiful. 

CAMERA PULLS BACK 10 reveal FREDDY 
and INGA standing over the SKE. 
ruby js wearing a long white surgeon's 
gown and surgeon's mask. 

пакору: And he is mine! (Looks up 
and shouts) READY? (4 little con- 
fused) Did you tie off the kites? 


u has 
printed: "po NOT USE 


e hear: 


3 ro KEST on 


We 


оң: Of course. 
All right, good! Check the 


rReppy: 
generato 

wor walks over to the generator. 
rreppy checks the dials of a “battery in- 
dicator.” which is connected la the Cher- 
TURES head. 

пакору: C. 
this body 


» you imagine that brain in 


эһ 


rederick . . . you're not only 


a great doctor, you're а great... you're 
almost a... 

кышу: A GOD? 

inca: Yes! 


reeppy: ] know. 
A ciack of thunder. 


FREDDY: Th the moment! 

[The labnatary becomes an electrical 
civens, as tow throws the first switch. the 
second switch and, finally, a switch 
marked тик works. As the lights vetuim 
to normal a few moments later, black 
wisps of smoke vise from the CREATURE'S 
body.) 

FREDDY, soaked to the skin, places a 
stethoscope on the CREATURES heart and 
listens. 

FREDDY: Nothing! 

tea: Oh, doctor. 

vReDbY (crushed) 
cheer! If science teaches us 
teaches us to accept o 
as our successes, with quiet dignity and 
grace. (He looks once more, sadly, at the 
lifeless body, then grabs it by the throat 
and begins shaking il) SON OF A 
BITCH BASTARD--WHAT DID YOU 
DO TO MEI 


No, no. Be of good 


Doctor! Stop! You'll kill 


and icon drag rurppy. ofj. 

[Later that night, FREDDY, IGOR and 
INGA are in the dining room when they 
hear a siyange moaning sound coming 
from the laboratory.) 

INTERIOR OF laboratory. They burst into 
the тоот. What we may at last call the 
MONSTER is straining, tentatively, against 
the straps. His head is raised. 

MONSTER: MMMMMMMMM Mmi 
mmmmmm\M MMMAM 

FREDDY: He's alive! 

wea: Oh. 

1608: L think you've done it, master. 

Preppy: Alive—look at him! 
the fingers, the limbs—/ ha 
death! 

IGOR: Better not 


m- 


doctor! 


Fhe eyes, 
defeated 


t too close, mas 


er. 


This guy could kill you. 
FREDDY: D suppose you 
Prepare a sedative... just in case. 
D 


INGA goes to a medicine сазе and pre- 
pares a hypodermic, pulling back the 
plunger as far as it will go. The Monster 
taises his head and makes little circles 


with his hands, asking to be “free. 

FREDDY: It wants to talk. Jt wants us to 
off the straps. И wants to be free. 

icok: Tt wants! I w ШЕЕ 
“Tt wants.” What about “We w: 

Preppy: But don't you see 
brain of Hans Delbruck is inside 
body—pleading with us. I've got to rc- 
Tease that bi 

wor: ОК. release it! Just keep the 
body tied down, 

FREDDY: Stand back! 

ireny carefully walks up to the мох 
STER and stands over him. The MONSTER 
is silent, feeling his way. 

rReppy: Hello, there. 

MONSTER: M MMMnimmmmmmmm. 

үкышү: How's everything? 

MONSTER (just a suggestion of 
good"): MMmmmmmmm. 

FREDDY: Fm going to untie you—can 
you understand that? 


Nol so 


MONSTER (т soft, sound): 
MM Mmmm! MM Mmmm! 
repby: Yes, I'm going to set you free. 


(To xca) Is the seda 
INGA: Yes, doctor, 
FREDDY lakes the strap across the 

Monster's thighs and unties it. Then he 

unttes the slrap across his chest . . . and 

steps back, All eyes are on the MONSTER. 

Tingly music. The MONSTER looks at 

them all jor a moment while he is still 

lying down. A slightly sly grin comes to 
his mouth. He rises - . - slowly, carefully, 
to a sitting position. 

MONSTER (a low, suspicious groan): 
MMMMMMMMImImmmnmmm. 

FREDDY (folding out his hands): 
те your—hands! 

The NONSTER slowly extends both arms 
toward FREDDY ... whether to comply or 
to strangle him, we wie not зите. FREDDY 
takes the моххтек' hands and leads him 
in his first, stiff steps. 

INGA (whispering, as she backs away): 
Oh, doctor ... I'm frightened. 

IGOR nervously takes out a cigaretie 
from his pocket. He strikes a match, and: 

MONSTER (terrified by the fame): MM- 
МММММММММММММММММ 

FREDDY (10 the MONSTER): What 
Us the matter? 
he MONSTER grubs FREDDY’ throat. 

rutpby: Quick, give him the—— 

The MONSIER squecz roy can't 
make a sound. The MONSIER relaxes his 
hands for a split second. 

икәү: Quick, gi 


€ ready? 


sive— 


m the- 


The MONSTER tens his hands; 
rurpby сап”! make a sound. 

зоок: WI Give him the what? 

rarpoy — points desperately to the 
MONSTERS агт. 


wor: Arm! Give him the arm! 
rrenpy shakes his head no. He pushes 
his thumb against his iwo forefin 
miming the giving of an injection. 
шок: Gi 
кик shakes his head no and holds 
up three fingers. Suddenly it's charades, 


ete? 


but eppy is playing under а 300 pound. 
handicap 

сов: Three syllables! 
He holds up one 


rREDDY nods yes. 


T 
1608: First syllable. 

rreppy cups his hand lo his car. 
Sounds like, .. . 

FREDDY points 10 his hend. 

INGA: Head! 

герох nods yes 

INGA: Sounds like head. Said?? 
Preppy nods yes, jubilanily. 

INGA and асов: Said! 

ккышу holds up two fingers. 

inca: Second syllable! 
FREDDY mimes “tiny” 
Little word! 
FREDDY nods yes. 


GOR 


ith his fingers. 


INGA 


inca: The? 
rreppy shakes his head no. 
IGOR: А? 


пакору touches his nose 
ior: “On the nose." Saidi 
136A: Said-i. . 

кок: DIR TY WORD! He said a dirty 


word!? 


rurbby shakes his head no and cups his 
hand to his car 


isca and лесок: Sounds like. - 


FREDDY mimes "gk 
Inca: GIVI 
rreppy nods yes furionsly. 


Remember. Before you say“ 


OLE MARGARITA: 1Y: ozs. Olé Tequila, 1v» ozs. Triple Sec, 


сой: SAID —A—GIVE!? Give him a 
said a-givet 

reeppy shakes his head no. 

Inca: TIVE! SEDATIVE! 

raeppy, who by now is practically dead, 
weakly points to his nose. 

сок 

Inca runs to the lable and gets the hy. 
podermic, then runs back and jams it 
into the MOSSTER'S lush. The Moxster's 
Then he looks at cach of 
his hands still clutching recens 


On the nosey. 


eyes fre 
them 
neck. Then he collapses like a giant tree. 
iaca (rushing to he 
FREDDY) are you all right 
FREDDY (Гитиїп sweetly to IGOR): May 


half-conscious 
Frederick 


I speak to you lor a momen 

Gor: Of course. 

reeppy: Now. I promise you I won't be 
angry. AIL I ask for is the wath. Is 
that fair? 

сок: Why, certainly. 


boy: That brain that you gave 
me was it Hans Delbruck'sz 

шош: Not exactly 

reeppy (holding buck his vage): Could 


you be more specific? 
сов: Well. if push came to shove ... 1 
would have to say ... n 


Ah! Would vou mind telling 


FREDDY 


me... whose brain I did pwi i 


леон: And you won't be angry 


reevpy: E won't be angry 


ıcok: Abbey someone. 
rreppy: Abbey? Abbey who? 


Igor: Abbey Normal. 

FREDDY: ABBEY NORMAL??? 

псов: Um almost sure that was the 
name. 


vurbby (grabbing wom's Hhroal): 1 ри 
an abnormal brain—into a seven anda 
half-lootlong, 40-inch-wide GORILLA 
ior: Quick. give him the — 
уку у hands tighten around IGORS 
There is a: Knock! Knock! Knock! 
vREDDY (releasing GOR): Who could 
that be at this hour: 
icon: l'm glad he didn't get angry 
Knock! Knock! Knock? 
reeppy: Inga! Quick! See who that is 
INGA starts for the stairs. 
Put this "thing" back 
And strap him down 


neck 


FREDDY (10 IGOR) 
on the table 
tightly! 

FREDDY stats off. 

icon: Where are you going? 

FREDDY: To wash up! I've got to look 
normal. We've all of us... got to behave 
normally 

{1 his moment, FREDDY’ clip-on boo 


tie hinges (rom his collar and gors 
flying across the зоот 

Ind, to all those who go to see the film 
a personal request [rom Met Brooks 


ri ve away the middle.” 


ase don't 


In a marvelous Margarita, 
a super Sunrise 
or maybe just daringly straight... 
nothing compares with 
Smooth Olé Tequila. 
It's got that Mexican spirit. 


а” always say" Olé 


Ye oz. Lemon or Lime Juice. Shake well with ice and strain into salt.rimmed cocktail glass. 


A iliad 
gg While Earth resounded with their The cocky member, cause of all this 
fearsome stamping. trouble. 
> Lik Т The Fiend geve up—ihe pain had bent 
gg Like me, my friends, you must reca pea sty aa 
ЕБР ren And back to Hell he streaked in 
Where, in the springtime, finished sith usibus Agi 
A reciting, 
We schoolboys used to square off, [асе This {rightful clash, this fulininoting 
10 face, duel 
And cultivate the noble art of fighting. The maid had watched it all with 
Just so, loo winded now Jor angry trembling heart. 
speech, But, radiant once more, no longer cruel, 
These spirits foundered in each other’s The Angel turned to speak his bidden 
vises. part 
The Prince oj Hell, with giant brawn (Using the formal style and intonation 
and reach, Reserved for an Almighty proclamation), 
Foiled by the supple Angel's shrewd “Rejoice, rejoice, elect of maidens, Mary! 
devices, Blest among women, grace is poured on 
Resolved to bring the battle to a crisis. thee, 
He plucked the plume-topped helmet And blest tenfold the first-fruit of thy 
from his foc womb: 
And sent it tumbling with a mighty He shall redeem the world, spell Satan's 
throw. doom.” 
He took a grip on silken lock and ringlet, The oy, though, while decorously 
Bent Gabriel backward m his beefy arms, kneeling, 
So that young Mary, underneath the Squeezed the Lord's vessel's hand with 
singlet, generous zest: 
Жее un assortment of angelic charms— She trembled, dropped her eyes and 
And mutely prays for their deliverance. sighed with feeling. 
But Gabriel has seized the moments Felt lips on hers, commanding and 
chance appealing. 
And swiftly, breaking free, reversed the She blushed, grew faint, wih all her limbs 
issue aqui 
By clamping teeth upon that tender tissue The Emissary gently stroked her breast: 
(That man should guard in any vicious The maid was heard to whisper, “Don'i 
fight), Her shiver 
Ze c / 
Vip IA ie 2 == 
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And soft remonstrance quickly were 
subdued 

By Angel ministrations that ensued. 

Triumphant Gabriel, on wings unsteady, 

1s sailing Heavenward with tidings 
heady 

And, smiling keenly (as a bridegroom 
should), 

God greets His Envoy, looking fit and 
ready: 

“Well? Did you do it" “I did all J could; 

I interrogered—er, what 1 mean, rather, 

Revealed the thing. . “And was she 
willing?" “Quite!” 

Without another word, the Heavenly 
Father 

Steps from His throne, His awesome eyes 
alight, 

And vanishes into the silent night. 

By lively recollections still uplifted, 

Our benuty in her bedvoom’s snug 
retreal, 

'Twixt af 
drifted, 

Lying at ease beneath the vumpled sheet, 

In fancy, saw again her Angel lover, 


erglow and fresh desire now 


The sheet aside the better to uncover, 
Admire adore, let hand and eye caress 
The dazzling form о] her own nakedness, 


Then, swiftly through the window of our 
le. 

Flits—snow-plumed, downy-vufjed—a 
handsome dove. 

"lies overhead in whirring circles, making 
el melodies. Descending by degrees, 
ides at last between her outspread 
knees, 

ws on the cherry blossom. Fully 


s the plunging power, the spirit 

ng. 

Who? He, [oy sure! Now Mary understood 

Whom she was hosting in His 
pigconhood. 

Now softly yielding. striving to obey. 

She scarcely breathed, she wept, began to 


pray. 


Soon He had flown. Then, marveling, 
she reasons: 
“Blest if Fm not the lady for all seasons! 
All in a single day. I've had aboard 
The Devil, an Archangel and the Lord!” 
Jehovah later, quite without persuasion, 
Proclaimed as His the Hebrew maiden's 
son. 
Still, Gabriel, perhaps the favorite one, 
Communed with her on many a safe 
occasion. 
Commuted Joseph, not at all forlorn, 
Continued stainless visàcvis his wife, 
But treated Jesus as his natural-born— 
So gathered blessings all lhyoughout 
his ife. 


—Hiased on a translation. 
by Walter Arndt 
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The cdi game isn't everything, 
uperscope stereo! 


Listening to my Superscope compact music 
system is like making an end sweep. Beautiful! 
That's because Superscope stereo is 
component qualily. it was crealed BY THE 
SAME PEOPLE WHO MAKE MARANTZ — 
the world's finest audio equipment. In 
fact, Superscope's three year guarantee* 
on component circuitry is the same as 
Marantz. And the circuitry is the same 

as if |had a perfectly matched SEPARATE 
AMPLIFIER AND SEPARATE TUNER. 
There are five Superscope compact 
music systems starting at around $200** 
with features like: quadraphase circuitry 
for enhanced 4-channel sound, Super- 
scope's extended range speaker 
systems, built-in 8-track tape 
м player, full illuminated blackout 
4 dial and a full size BSR record 
changer with detachable dust cover. 
See the Superscope line-up at your Super- 
scope dealer Tell him 'Number One' sent you 


RT ы у 
rone  SUPERSCOPE 


Listen to us. 
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LOVED YOU MADLY (continued from page 172) 


Theater. He passed the time of day with 
Pigmeat Markham. ("Has you been to 
Bummingham?" Pigmeat Markham asked. 
“Ah, yes" Ellington answered. "We've 
been to all the prov 
Sheffield, Liverpool. . . .") He introduced 
a balloon dancer as though she were М 
got Fonteyn. Nothing was beneath as 
nothing was beyond him. It is, after all, 
a most excellent exercise for a drummer 
to anticipate the next thing a balloon 
dancer will do, especially if she is not sure 
herself. 

Between chores, 


an old friend and T 
visited room. 
Iis appointments were of that order that 
would be offered as explanation for the 
riots in the streets around them ten years 
1d. My friend waved over the fur- 
her hand a judgment on the in- 
gratitude of everyone on earth except 
ourselves 


niture, 


she said, “you are the grea 
of the Twentieth Century. 
: you are, working the morning 
show at the Apollo. 

His smile had a politeness that em- 
ced Igor Stravinsky as much as his 
tors. 


"Maely," he said, “t 
I decided long a 
For he would do 
d 


is a complaint 
о had no future.” 
туйип to keep that 
g except coarsen it; he 
would take them to places where they 
much the only honest piece 
of goods in the room if that would. pay 
т way and hold them together. 
He could mot write unless he could 
i. 1 suppose that 

. Concerto for Coolie vill alw 
is greatest picce of sacred music. 
it Ellington's or Cootie Wil- 

Of course, it belongs to both of 
m would it be like, do you sup- 
pose, to have found the one perfect 
theme for the trumpet. and then look up 
with delighted surprise at the things 
your trumpet. player was doing with it? 
Ir would, for one thing, be to unde 


were pretty 


stand that no complaint could have a fu 
ture again. When Cootie Williams left 
the band, it did not occur to Ellington 10 


keep the concerto in his hook and have 
Ray Nance copy it note for note. Cootie 
Williams was Cootie W nd Ray 
Nance was Ray Nance, The theme, d 
vested of the more superb of its orna- 


liams 


"Ill be damned!” 


ments, with lyrics, became Do Nothin’ 
Till You Hear from Me. 


Childhood taught him very little th 
formal except the manners of the 
black Washington that is to the social 
graces what black Oakland is to the 
physical ones. There seems no way to 
know when he learned to write mu 


down, but it must have. been. well after 
Black 


and Tan Fantasy and The 
cely mattered: he was 
the music anyway. 
When his son Mercer yet about. compos- 
ing. ington told him that he had to 
have a theme but that it made no sc 
to write the notes on paper until you 
heard what the band had p 'd. What 
w neone said—that nature has no 
gramm 
So many pages of the book indeed 
ave no writing at all in them that Mer- 
cer Ellington spends some of his days lis- 
tening to the older records and trying to 
score them on paper. 

The complicated stuff is quite easy," 
he w: g. “It’s the simple thing that 
Hangs you up. Other guys come down to 
help me. Yesterday we were hung up for 
two hours on just two notes. 
lor had his head down right i 
and at last he looked up and s; 
got it He put that triad in the bass. 
Who would ever thin 
d in the bass? 77 


of them arc d 
Ben Webster, Paul Gc 


a Braud. Still, Cootie Willian 
апа Harry Carney аге back in the com- 


pany where they began to be together 
more than 45 years ago, and the b: 
go on: and it will be not a museum for 


him but his wee, dropping old branches 
and putting on new ones. Ellington was 
just himself but a family, the only 
nily in jazz, almost the only in- 
tact family in all our arts 
1 saw him last in the summer of 1 
at the Rainbow Grill. the only elegance 
left in New York in August. His players 
were as depleted as ordinary persons were 
that summer; they made do with the 
standards, but, at the end, they played 
Mereurio—dedicated w Haile Selassi 
the Lion of Judah—which Ellington had 
lately written to thank the Ethiop 
giving him the highest decoration 
disposal. He left the piano to stand up 
1d conduct the piece: and near its end, 
he was listening to the reeds, and the 
room darkened until nothing was left that 
ight except the hi ad ihe sud- 
denly ancient glittering eyes and the sud- 
den fierceness of the 1 ng for them 
to come and get him. ling us, | 
see now, in that infinitely delicate way of 
his, that we would not be seeing him 
again next August. The complicated is 
pretty easy; it & the 


you up. 
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HOW YO CAST A PORNO FILM (continued from page 190) 


We interviewed them оп video tape at 
three diflerent stations. First was with 


their clothes on, a straight interview. We 
asked them how they got imo porno 
films, what was the strangest thing that 
ever happened to them, and so on. 

“The next phase of our jews was 
that we asked them to off their 
clothes in a very seductive manner. 
There was cock measuring for the men 
and for the ladies there was kneespread 


was to sec how r 
you could make it and still have 
them go along with it. They were very 
suspicious of us, because this didn't seem 
like any porno film they had ever been 
volved with. But we had told them 
that we were videotaping the whole 
thing and the videotape cameras were 
very visible—there wasn't any hidden- 
camera business and everybody knew 
what was going on. 

“The third phase was in a lage room, 
We had them do a number of exercise 
For instance, a girl would be blindfolded 
and asked to feel a dozen cocks and try 
to identify the cock with the person.” 

"What did you tell them that exercise 
was for?" 1 say 

‘Oh, tactile. perception, T don't know 
Then we asked some guys to tell us every- 
thing they knew about Watergate while 
they were being fondled or blown by 
three girls, and——* 

“By, uh, three girls at a rime T sav. 

"Right. And we asked them to try to 
keep their minds on Watergate and not 
get aroused. 
And were they able to do that?" 1 say. 
Some were. Then halfway through, 
Td say, ‘Now I wont you to get aroused, 
bur keep talking about Wate 
proved difficult. Then we d 


ag. A lot of 


who ild-headed lady, quite 
was being emen by another 
ase she leaned more in that di- 
. Anyway, Tanya gave up rather 
quickly trying to keep her mind on Wa- 
rergate. She got. very distracted. 

"Then we did a thing with one fellaw 
who calls himself the top cock in the 
Dusiness. T asked him how long it would 
take him to have an orgasm, He said he 
didn't know. T said if the conditions 
were right, could he have one im two 
minutes? He thought he probably could. 
So I bet him 50 bucks that he could 
And 1 also bet the girl who was blowing 
lim. We stated and as they went to 
work, I did a sort of Howard Cosell on 
th “Are there any signs of 
life there now? and "How many seconds 
the scoreboard clock? and 
stul like that. I was deliberately trying 
to distract him and it, uh, worked. At 
the end of the two minutes, the girl kept 
right on going, though, and I suggested 
to her that she was on her own time. 


m. You know- 


“Another thing we did was we played 
Nixon's April 1973 Watergate address on 
video ог that was 
ight between the legs of this fellow who 
was screwing this girl. We started the 
camera very tight on Nix 
was telling us about his vac 
ida, and as we pulled back, we saw 
where his head was, and it was sort of a 
bizarre juxtaposition of symbols. 
“Any from that particular d 
activities, we got five or six people whom 
1 want to use in this next ih 
Wednesda 
What Aviklsen wants to do on Wednes- 
y is take a videotape camera crew 
to the theater where The Devil in Miss 
Jones is playing and have one of the a 
neses from the film accost patrons as 
they come out of the theater. She will 
e 10 direct her in a 


ask them if they'd 

porno film of their own devising and 
cither take part in it or not, as they like. 
She will tell them that we've set up a 
videotape studio in an apartment on 
the West Side with a technical crew and 
alf a dozen professional pornofilm ac- 
tors standing by. To show that we arc se 
rious, she will give each of them who 
accepts а $50 . Avildsen intends to 
shoot as many short porno films as he 
can Wednesday night and he has, he 
says, a particular role in mind for me. 

“What's that?” T ask warily. 

“Well,” he says, "we won't tell the 
porno-film actors who you are and we'll 
plint you inside the theater and have 
get taken back to the apartment 
where we're making the video tapes. You 
into the bedroom with one of the 
}o-film actresses, supposedly to make 
your film. and in the middle of screw 
her. you stop, gaze warmly at her and 
Look, this is crazy, T suppose, but T 
nk I could really care for you—how 
would you like to come back to Kansas 
City with me, where I've made a fortune 
in the wholesale meat business? At 
which point, to show her you're on the 
level. you produce this $1900 bill and rip 
it in half and giv one of the halves, 
g she'll get the other one when she 
y. What do you 


you 


shows up in Kansas С 


——will you 


do it 


Tuell Avildsen th 
sure T 


1. first of all. Pin not 
ly to make love 10 
and. second, Tm 
ke me seriously 


m all that r 
v oncmera 
fiaid the gil might 
and accept, which would be kind of 
cruel. I say I'm going to have to beg off. 
but thanks for thinking of me. He says 
OK and come Wednesday and watch 
the festivities anyhow. T say you couldn't 
keep me away with attack dogs. 

It’s strange. Here E am, casting naked 
ladies in my living room and thinking 
I'm having à hot and naughty timc. 
Meanwhile, Avildsen is doing stuff. for 


the same production that makes me feel 
that all I've been doing is playing doctor. 


Late Wednesday afternoon, Avildsen 
takes his camera crew and his porno-film 
actress down to the theater where The 


back to the apartment—four men and a 
woman, OF the four guys, onc is a graph 
ics designer, one a producer of plays 
Washington, D.C., one а silesman for 
typography house and one а computer 
programmer. Nobody finds out what the 
woman docs. All five of the new direc 
tors (as Avildsen insists оп calling 
them) are taken by limousine to the 
apartment, where lights, cameras, micro- 
phones and TV monitors are already set 
up and where the rest of the porno-film. 
stars (as Carl insists on calling them) 

e waiting. 
The pornofilm stars axe young and, 
for the most part, fairly attractive, One 
of the men is tattooed all aver his body 
with a seris of very intricate, oddly 


beautiful designs. On his back is а huge. 


striking portrait of Jesus. Опе porno 
film stir confides to me, as we're waiting 
10 begin, that on his nights off, he ofte 
goes то orgies. "But," he says, "if Fm 
ing the next day, T don't come 
Avildsen seats the new dircaors and 
the porno-film stars around a low coffee 
table in the living room and encourages 
the directors to discuss their most private 
sex fantasies, When Awildsen he 
fantasy he thinks will make a scene, he 
asks the fantasizer to cast the scene from 
among the actors present. Then the di- 
rector, the chosen actors, Avildsen and 
the camera. crew go into one of the two 
bedrooms. 

One bedroom is equipped w 


та 


h con 


temporary decor and a water bed. The 
other is done in a sem of ncoharer 
motif, with а canopied bed decorated in 


striped silk. First Avildsen gets the direc 
brief the actors on their lines and 
blocking. then he gets him to give the 
crew instructions on lighting. miking 
nd camera deployment. Avildsen out 
nts Candid Camera host Man Еши in 
mock seriousness, 

When all is in readiness, the new di 
rector calls “Action,” the crew begi 
shoot and the pornofilm s 
act and to have sex. When the action of 
the first scene has been going on for a 
while, Avildsen, who hay been cl 
advising the director throughou 
“We only have a couple mimi 
Ift on this load; is there anyth 
want to tell the actors?” 

The director, without а moment's hesi- 
on. says to the actors in this very 
of-fact voice, "OK, come.” 

s а very surrealistic picture—the ac- 
the bed humping away, sur- 
rounded by cameramen, crew, production 


"s 10 
n to 


tes of 


g you 
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ма and as many onlookers аз can fit 
into the room. ‘Those who can't fit spill 
out into the hallway over the tangle of 
heavy-duty electrical cables and other 
equipment. One room down the hall 
has been converted into a control room. 
An engineer sits scanning several 
monitors from thc various cameras 
it is almost more interesting to watch the 
action from here, in long shot, medium 
shot and close-up. simultancously. In the 
al members of the 
crew and off-duty porno-film stars who've 
already grown bored with the festivities 
nd who are sitting on the couch and 
chatting away as if this were just any 
mildly interesting cocktail party. A few 
feet away stands a large TV console, con- 
verted for the evening into a monitor. On 
i a new group of ium film 
ag sex and going largely un- 
oticed by the gang in the living room. 
An unreal scene, to say the least. 

As the evening progresses, word of 
t we are doing here spreads through- 
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out the city and soon the apa 
glued with horny curiosity 


g the sex 


the 


after watchi 
for half an hour or so, 
group in the living room. 
Tuy to stay with the acti 

е. Every so often, 


some of whom, 


bored 


as much аз 
hun- 


and asks me in a whisper if I have any 
estions for him to give the new di 
rectors, I have a few, One is to have the 
new directors tell the actors in the style 
of what great 
play the scene. Another is, after the 
scene, for the director to give the actors 
critique of their performances. 
OI the four or five fan ed. 
only one new director cleas t0 get into 
the scene as an actor as well as а direc- 
tor. This is a guy named Fred, who is 
то to be confused with my next-door 
icighbor of the sime name. 

Director Fred describes а very poign- 
t scene for the actors to enact for him: 
He comes to visit his girllriend and finds 
her in bed with another guy. She secs 
Fred but figures he is such a loser he 
won't raise a fuss, which, in fact he 
doesn't. He just stands and watches them 
till they finish, whereupon they get up 
d go out for pizza, leaving Fred alo 
Mriend's girlfrie 
all of the foregoit 
Fred, tries to comfort 1 
seducing him. 

ved reveals so much of himself in his 
uncomfortable 
psychodra 


d, who has ob- 
akes pity on 
m and ends up 


1o w: 


Fred do all this oncamera. I wonder if 
it's aud. But perhaps I'm overreacting, 
Afier all, nobody is holding a gun to 
Fred's head, He knows he's being filmed. 
Plus which, he is 
to hump a highly auract tress on- 
326 camera. Probably Fred is not to be pitied 


tually being paid $30 


Ш. Probably he is having the best 
ht of his entire life. 

When the actress began to realize 
that she was actually going to have to 
screw this fellow Fred.” says Avildsen 
“she suggested she wasn’t really a big Lu 
of that idea, because she didn't know 


how slic felt about screwing people wh 


weren't in the field. At which point, Fred 
said, ‘What field? But it turned out she 
was mostly concerned about disease, and 
when I suggested that Fred wear а con- 
dom, that seemed to solve the problem, 

“J asked Fred what style he wanted 
the scene acted in, as you suggested, and 
he said Berg tain point in 
the scene, Fred started. screwing the 
tress, who was just fan icouraging 
him and putting him at case. Everybody 
in ihe room was very respectful of wh 
was going on 
thing. When Fred reached orgasm, the 
room was very still, and once he recov- 
cred his composure, he lifted up his head 
and said, ‘Cut!’ Which suggests that he 
had a lot more presence of mind than 
the top cock the previous Monday. Fred 
was concentrating not only on screwing 
the girl but also on his job as director of 
the film he was in.” 

I have since rerun the video tape of 
that moment, because it was so striking, 
and noted the exact dialog. Avildsen has 
just finished asking Fred another of h 
minable questions, and Fred, who is 
on the brink of orgasm, replies, "Im 
fy - I don't think I should 
ak T feel myself, 
some ways . . . coming.” Fred comes, and 
then recovers enough composure to de 
liver his Tast line of dialog to the actress 
he has just made love to: "Do me a 
he says, poignantly in character 
"If tonight was just the same as all the 
other times, would you please not tell 
me?" Then. without so much as а beat, 
Fred turns to the camera crew and says, 


"OK. cut! 
When Fred gets up and leaves the 
bed, people cluscr around him, c 


sratulating him on his performance as 
he'd just come offstage after doing Ham 
let. By the radiance in his face and the 
brightness in his eyes. I can sce that Fred 
has gained more than we could possibly 
have taken from him. I have to smile 
when T contemplate the reactions of dis 
belief he'll get when he attempts to tell 
his buddies at work about this tomorrow 
morning. 

Later in the evening, the producer 
from Washington gets a chance to direct 
a fantasy of his. but he seems rather reti- 
cent about g cither crew or cast 
much direction 

"D suggested he take this one h 
held camera," says Avildsen, “and shoot 
exactly what he wanted himself. He did. 
When the actors started screwing, he 
took his camera and went right in on the 
insertion and stayed pretty well riveted 
ont 


nd- 


"How far from their crotches was he 
with his cameraz" I ask. 

“I would guess mayl foot, 
Avildsen, "He kept a very tight close-up 
II the time, И was suggested 10 him that 
he might tell the male actor to let him 
know when he was about to come, in 
case he wanted a come shot—there's 
some kind of term in the business that I 
can't recall for external come shots.” 

Evidently, no actor in a porno film 
ever comes anywhere except externally, 
where you can sec it. Carl reportedly 
said at one point, "And now let's have a 
in porno films—come inside of 
The actress, 1 am told, wi 
shocked, since she was using neither pills 
nor a diaphragm. I ask Avildsen if this is 
what happened. 

That was im another scenc," says 
Avildsen, "ihe one directed by the fellow 
with the foreign accent. Apparently, the 
actress playing the teenaged girl in that 
scene lost her concentrar 1 left the 
room, leaving the girl playing her sister 
nd the fellow from the Linda Lovelace 
movie in bed, screwing without either 
me or the director of that scene in at- 
tendance. They were forced to sort of 
reassess their relationship. because now 
it was just for themselves and they weren't 
cung. Carl at that point said, "You can 
wd go for side come." 
surprised and pleased and, 1 
nd, took it to conclusion." 

ted by the ev 


ficus otic. In fact, 
quite the reverse. 
“There was something so asexual 


about it,” “that 1 


Сап told me later, 
thought J never wanted to fuck aga 
Bur he was quite impressed with the pro- 
fessionalism of the porno-film stars. 
“Porno-film stars атс very dubby, very 
ffectionue.” said Сап. “They find a 
sense of di exclusivit 
their not wanting (0 fuck people who 
aren't in the field, for There 
was just one nonprolessional who was 
fucking there that night—besides Fred, 
I mean—a student. The porno-film s 
could sense that he was nervous and they 
were really very sweet t0 him, very pro- 
hey really took care of him." 
general seemed to have 
ice time,” said Avildsen. "The new 
tors want to do it some more, and 
the actors arc all anxious to do it again, 
100, so now all we need is the money to 
finance the rest of it.” 

1 have heard that Fred was so inspired 
by the evening he has gone on to pursue 
a serious career in acti 

I think he had once done some 
nity 
Avildsen, 


instanci 


ars 


ma- 
theater or 
nd maybe 


or 
said 


h is going from college to 
kindergarten ro return to the shooting of 


“A new wardrobe, a Maserati and а shot of penicillin.” 
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Norman aud (he Polish Doll. 

A problem has arisen that will affect 
not only our film bur the entire film in- 
1 of the entertainment and 
ions media as well—the Su- 
preme Court has decided that any 
community can. decide for itself what i 
obscene and what to prosecute. 

Most of our investors have panicked 

nd pulled out. Carl tells us there is still 

enough money for us to begin shooting 
Norman and the Polish Doll, but he asks 
that we cover ourselves by shooting alter- 
ative footage for any scenes that con 
tain either serious nudity or profoundly 
smutty talk. We say ОК. 

We have converted somebody's lavish 
Park Avenue тї into а set and. 
Pat Paulsen has flown in from юше 
where for a week or so of shooting. 

This film is not the craziest thing that 


communica 


Paulsen has done, not by a long shot. He 
has in the past gained notoriety from 
such 


ventures 
for 


as w 
the P 


semiserious 
lency and for 
he calls "era- 
iccomplishes by 
x upside down over several buckets 
1 dipping his head into them 
and onto a canvas. Paulsen is nonethe- 
less nervous about the nudity and the 
Чү talk in the script. When we've as- 
ed him that he won't have to appear 
п anything brieler thim his boxer 
shorts, he relaxes somewhat and. finally 
he is able то deliver even his randiest 
es without wincing. 


B 


htub, carrying the nude 
and dripping doll. Norman's mother, 
who believes the doll to be a real person, 
bursts in and exclaims: "Norman, what 
im God's name are you doing to that 
poor child? 

Paulsen he is 
not a poor child, she is а mechanical doll 
from Poland. And what I was doing with 
h ing to throw her a fuck.” 

The sheer physical effort of carrying 
round an actress who i 


us Norman. replies: 


the overheated summer. vr. PI 
role of the doll is Deborah Loomis, 
ngly gifted actress who had earl 
confided to me her terror at the prospect 

naked in front of i 


tonishi 


of time reassuring her 
down, and you сап well 
dumb I felt upon learning afterward 


that the lady was not such а str 


ger to 


Between takes on the set, Paulsen is 
not too exhausted to do an almost non- 
stop shtick. He does exquisitely accurate 
impersonations of Jack Benny. 
Wayne, Richard Nixon and Mor 
Snerd. He improvises 
ing an obscene phone 


John 


tires of simple impersonations and tries 
Nixon doing лега. John 
Wayne de ay and Mortimer 
Snerd doing John Wayne doing Nixon. 
For an exterior scene in which Paul 
sen attempts to get the doll into а taxi- 
cab, we have moved to the comer of 
Sith Street and Second Avenue. People 
in New York are used to seeing film 
being shot on the street, but still we 
draw a crowd. Bystanders recognize 
Pauhen and ask him a variety of inane 
questions that he responds to just as in- 
а perfectly straight face. 
happened t0 the Smothers 
т?” one woman asks. 
1 for sodomy and best 
- It fazes the lady not 


film, 1 have 
written a part for myself into this scene. 
As Paulsen struggles to stuff the doll 
into the cab, I am to accost him and rem- 
inisce about a prior meeting years ago 
is the guy who was hung up 
s—you were the guy with the 
Iu?" 


Esalen: “I 


k for the from 
my entrance, it is hard 
hot to listen to what the people behind 
me are saying. Three little boys, aged 
about four, are hollering "Action!" and 
“Take iwo!"—which I consider 10 be a 
disquieting degree of. sophistication for 
preschool pups to have about showbi 
To my r mily explains to 
his w auken doesn't. pay 
them for this—they have to pay him. 
Тех a safe bet that lady is the only cinema 
naif in the crowd, and | find myself 
longing for a more innocent а 
In less than iwo weeks, we have 
wrapped shooting on. Norman and most 
members of the production team have 
swung into our second segment, the 
Bruce Jay Frieda 
itled Vortex. They land 
y actor Jerry Orbach for the 
id. Amy moves to the Vortex set to cast 
irlfriends whom Orbach's character 
never quite scored with in the Fifties 
whom he is gi ical second 


uditions some- 
t Norman's. 
ght actresses would 
ad for us" says Amy, "and 
Bruce Malmuth [the director] would have 
them lie down on the floor. Then his 
friend Tony Camion would Не down on 
top of them and fondle their breasts and 
the actresses would have to read their 
lines while he was molest 

“What were th 
ginning to feel fairly asinine about how 
delicately Bob and 1 had treated the 
ladies who'd read for Norman. 

“Some of the girls were very ишпей 
off and angry." says Amy. “But some of 


them got very turned on and wanted to 
fuck Tony. The minute the girls would 
come in to read, Malmuth would jump 
up and lock the door. He was very p: 
noid. During the middle of a reading, 
hed whisper to me, “Are you sure the 
door is locked? 1 didn't feel like the 
gynecologist’s nurse the way 1 did with 
you and Bob. 1 just felt embarrassed 

Richardson's script called for actresses 
of rather curious aptitudes, amd Mal- 
muth was apparently a stickler for per- 
fection. 

“М one p 


the phone for 
live days,” says Amy. “calling ир agents 
1 saving, ‘Do you have any 40-year-old 
gymnasts who are good aciesses and 
who'll nude on the 
Bruce 10. compron 
for example. audit 
yearold gymnast who was it good actress 
1 who'd perform nude on the rings. 
We finally ended up with Lo 
who went 10 а gym class for a week 
what was it. 

Before Vortex was finished shooting, 
ny members of the producion team 
were dy working on the Avildsen 
segment, gual Ball. Its plot line 
was classic in 

"EN у red," says Avild- 
sen, "whar would happen if the daugh- 
ter of the President of the United States 
were kidnaped and the ransom was that. 
he and the First Lady had ло fuck on TV 
in prime time to get her back, T asked 
the Fourplay people if tbey liked the 
idea and they did. So I got David Odel. 
who wrote Cry Uncle for me, to write 
the script." 

Tt wa 


rings” 
He 


relused 
wouldn't. 


Inau; 


becoming dear to me and 
McCarty that we were not so smart to 
have shot our segment first. We had du 
fully skimped on production values 
and come in on budget. The budget for 
Vortex was at least 50 percent higher 
than ours at the outset and that of Znan- 
gural Ball 100 percent higher, and both 
were climbing ste 

You will perhaps begin to see why In- 
augural Ball was becoming so expensive 
when I tell you that among the props in 
its айри helicopter and a platoon 
of soldiers. Benni Korzen had sent writ- 
ten requests for the lean of co 
тоору to a number of oi 
cluding the National Gu: 
d and the Pentagon. 

One day Benni gets a phone call. 
The caller says he’s calling on behalf of 
the Pen Benni thinks is а gag. 
ts the Pentagon. The guy 
from the Pentagon says the copter is out, 
but the platoon of soldiers will be OK 
Benni is ecstatic, He is soon to be less 
than ecstatic. 

It seems that, along with each writ- 
ten request for whirlybird and troops, 
Benni had also sent a script. Since send- 
ing the actual script of Inaugural Ball 


e 


Gift wrapped 
at no exira cost. 


W. HARPER. From Kentucky Distillery No. 1 


в 1, ven W. mit Боло» Willey OL Hr 


PLAYBOY 


330 


would never have elicited so much as an 
expended cartridge case from the military, 
Benni had rounded up a number of 
inoffensive scripts by various authors, 
substituted the title page of Inaugural 
Ball for the existing ones and sent them 
out. What Benni never figured on was 
that every military organization that got a 
Jeter and а script would forward them 
to the Pentagon for approval. 

Inevitably, the man from the Penta 
gon called Benni back. He had read all 
the scripts and he was so furious he 
could scarcely speak. He said that he was 
taking back his soldiers. He said that he 
was going to sce to it that our produc 
tion company was investigated by the 
FBI. Eventually, Avildsen did get his 
platoon, however. It was recruited from 
an Americin Legion ром on Long 
Island that hadn't a clue what the pic 
ture was about and that hadn't thought 
to ask for a script. 

To borrow a lot of furniture for the 
ted а man 


from the staid firm of W. & J. Sloane. 
The man from W. & J. Sloane asked to 
see a script and Benni, weary of all the 
tsimmes with scripts, deliberately sent 
him the real one, just to get the fellow's 
reaction. 

“The guy was obviously shocked." says 
Benni bemusedly, "but much too up 
tight to admit it. He found some innocu- 
ous official reason for declining to lend 
us the furniture, but it was the type of 
conversation you might have if you 
walked into а room and there was this 
big und lying in the middle of the floor 
that you couldn't mention.” 

The first big casting coup on Inaugu- 
sal Ball was getting Barbara Hanis to 
agree to play the First Lady. Then there 
was a dash between Han nd Avildsen 
and Harris walked off the set. 1 ask 
Avildsen about the incident. He says 
there was a disagreement about whether 
or not Harris would be permitted to 
wear make-up in a particular scene. Since 
she was supposed to have just come out 


“Blitzen is Jewish!" 


of the shower at the beginning of the 
scene, says Avildsen, he told her she 
couldn't wear amy makeup. Harris said 
she wouldn't work without make-up and, 
when neither of them would give in, 
s. as Variety might put it, ankled 
the pic. 

“I hear that Barbara Harris called you 
a fascist pig,” I say to Avildse 

“1 believe she suggested that I had a 
Hitler complex,” hie replies mildly. 

Estelle Parsons was persuaded to take 
the role that Harris didn't. She had some 


reservations about the sex but agreed to 
join the cast when she wa 


told that the 
connective thread in all four segments 
was political. 

One of the actors who was first consid- 
cred for the role of President was com 
» Rodney Dangerfield. Eventually, 
he turned it down. 1 ask Сан why. 

Rodney felt that everybody liked him 
says Carl, "and so he didn't want 
to jeopardize that by playing the Presi- 
dent of the United States in a film.” 

m the nudity and the sex 
didn't bother him? 

“Well,” says С е told him that 
there would be inserts in close-up of some- 
опе else's cock and he thought that would 
be OK, just as long as it wasn’t his.” 

Eventually, the role went to Zero Mos- 
tel, who is an excellent actor but who is 
known for rather eccentric personal be- 
havior. | have met Mostel only once, but 
it was enough to form an impression. 
We were at the wedding reception of a 
mutual friend and Mostel went around 
the room kissing everybody, man and 
woman, sticking his tongue in every- 
body's mouth. At feast I think he stuck 
his tongue in everybody's mouth. I'd 
hate to think 1 was the only опе thus 
honored. 

1 ask Avildsen if Mostel behaved him 
self on the set. 
le did have a proclivity to grab all 
the women who came within a tenud 
radius of him," says Avildsen, "but I 
think that’s about the extent of it. Most 
of rhe women seemed to tolerate it as 
something that went along with the ter- 
vitory. But that's his nature. He's a very 
funny man and he likes to cause reac 
tions in people. At the end of takes, 
before 1 called ‘Cut,’ he generally tied 
some outrageousness or other and it was 
usually very funny. 

“Like what?" J sa 

“Like putting ketchup in his Yoo Hoo 
and drinking it,” says Avildsen. 

Task Amy what Mostel was like on the 
зет. 


Mostel kept grabbing the breasts 
and asses of all the girls on the set, of 
course,” says Amy. "He also had to have 
Breeze poured over him by the make- 
inl after every take, The minute a 
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take was over, he'd scream, "Where's the. 
Sea Breeze?” 
What's Sea Breeze?" I 

"It's an aftershave astringent or some- 
thing. His production assistant. carried a 
silver ice bucket filled with ice cubes and. 
а bottle of Sea Breeze. Mostel used up 
two whole cases of Sex Breeze in the 
eight days he was shooting.” 

"Throughout the production, one had 
been hearing constant rumor of how 
Terry Southe s having trouble com- 
pleting his script, of how he was actually 
working on not one script but two, of 
how he was running up all kinds of ex- 
peuses for Carl at the Drake Hotel, of 
how neither of his scripts was usable 
and, finally, of how he and Carl had had. 
а falling out and Southern was no longer 
part of the production. I ask Amy, who 
had been involved in the whole thi 
from the start, what happened. 

“Terry wrote two scripts,” says Amy, 
“Slippery When Wet and Twice on 
Top. Slippery When Wet was a half-hour 
script about а lot of people fucking in a 
house оп Long Island and making a film 
within a film about it. Twice on Top 
was а six-minute script about a girl who 
fucks а gencral and gets convicted by а 
judge for coming twice while she was on 
top. Then she gets killed. I's а lot better 
than it sounds. 

“When they asked Ti 
six-minute thing longer, he merely put 
1 the fantasy inserts from the 30-minute 
piece that Carl and Benni had rejected, 
just to rip them off. I thought it w 
kind of a funny thing to do. 

“Actually, Cail ripped Terry off as 
mud) as Terry ripped Carl olf. Like, 
Carl continued using Terry's name to 
sc money a month and a hall after 
Terry's piece wasn't going to be used. T 
think Terry's a nice guy. Once I left him 
in my apartment writing, and when 1 
came back, he had watered and pruncd 
all my plants and changed the Kitty 
Liner. 

"Uhimately. you have to lock Terry i 

а room for five days with a type 
make him work, but you don't lock him 
in the Drake Hotel like Carl did, espe- 
cially when Ringo Starr is there. ‘Terry 
and Ringo are friends and they pla 
together а lot during that five 
riod when he was supposed to be writing 
the script. 
p Torn was supposed to star 
ice on Top. He was going to play the 
general, the judge and the executioner. 
He was very broke at the time, so he 
igned a contract with Carl that was in 
direct conflict with the Joey Gallo movie 
he was doing. When Carl found out, Rip 
refused to give back the $1000 that Carl 
had given him.” 

“Why did Carl give Rip Torn so 
much money in advance?” I ask. 

“Cal thought that the way to keep 


working and 
them 
h- 


everybody happy and 
imerested was to keep givin 
hundred-dollar ays Amy. 
cash,’ he kept saying, 'cash-cash. 

Throughout the entire production, I 
have never discussed any of these matters 
with Carl. Jn fact, I have scarcely seen 
1 at all and spoken to him only 
briefly by phone. Perhaps this is why 1 
ed out on my share of $100 
bills and cash-cash. 1 decide it is high 
time I see Carl and get his side of the 
Southern story, and while Im at it, I 
can check if there is any loose cash- 
cash still lying around. 

I call Carl and arrange to see him late 
оп a Saturday afternoon. On my way over 
to his apartment, it strikes me that the 
only other time I've been there was for 
the orgy he threw for me and I wonder 
idly if anything on that order might 
await me now 

Carl, when he opens the door, is stark 
naked. Since he chooses not to comment 
on this fact, I don't, either. He leads the 
way into the living room, where I per- 
ceive that an attractive clothed lady 
seated on the couch. Carl introduces me 
to the clothed lady and sits down next to 
her on the couch, still making no refer 
ence to his nakedness. I take out a penci 
and а pad of paper and prepare to beg 
the interview. 

Before 1 have a chance to ask the first 
question, Carl says to me, as if he were 
offering me a tray of pistachio nuts, 
“You want a fuck before we start 

"Oh, not right now, thanks,” 1 say in 
the same spirit. “Maybe afterward.” 

I have assumed Carl was kidding. but 
it my words, he turns to the clothed lady 
and says, “OK, you can go." 

The lady says goodbye 
turn to Сан in disbelief. 

You mean you were serious?” I say. 

"Of course,” he says. "We just got 
through balling. 1 knew you were com- 
ing over in a few minutes, so I said to | 
"You want to fuck a stranger? 

"And what did she say?” I say. 

She said it was OK with he 
Carl. 

“I see,” I say, and the more I think 
about it, the hornier I get. "I tell you 
what. You think maybe you could run to 
the elevator and see if she's sull there? 

ys Carl, “the moment is pas 

We start the interview, with me im 
tially somewhat distracted. Once 1 am 
able to concentrate on the task at hand, 


nd goes. 1 


says 


W's attenti 
а radio and a large color-TV set. Carl 
is talking to me, but he is also watching 
the New York Mets. 

"Fuck." he says disgustedly a few min- 
utes into the interview. “The Mets lost," 

Task naked Carl how he likes being a 
big-time movie producer. 


“The closest thing I've ever done to 
producing.” says Carl, watching Detroit 
play the White Sox, "was when I was a 
football coach. Im mot that brilliant. 
Г a somewhat aboveaverage intellect 
and the only way I can get it together ûs 
а producer is to work very hard. I don't 
want quiet competence from the people 
I work with, I want total dedication—a 
note of hysteria and a dedication equal 
to mine. Somebody has to be taking my 
trip il he wants to work with me, and 
my hip is total combat. I do very chancy 
things. 

For instance, 1 am personally the 
‘gest investor now in our film. The 
first investors were straight businessmen, 
I wasn't 100 involved in that at first 
Then the Supreme Gourt decisions on 
obscenity came down, our investors pan- 
icked and split. It was too late to alter 
our production and shooting schedules, 
so we were really up against it, We pret- 
ty much had to start all over again from 
scratch, 1 sold my insurance business and 
put the money into the film.” 

Task Carl for his side of the feud with 
Southern. At first he is reticent to say 

туе: 
that Southern is very self-destructive and 
adds, “How can you fight а guy whose 
prime interest is in beating himself up? 
He decides to merely outline the history 
of his involvement with Southern in a 
wholly dispassionate way- 

“The way it all began,” says Carl, 
“Terry was one of the judges of the New 
York Erotic Film Festival. Terry is sort 
of dean of the diry. He told me he 
couldn't believe the amount of bad fuck- 
ing and sucking he had to look at on the 
screen. 1 knew what he meant, I mean, 
when is the Jast time you got a hard-on 
in a movie theater, huh 

Tsay I don't recall. 

“Terry said we ought to make a horny 
film that would also be funny. I didn't 
now if laughter and sex were compati- 
ble. Its probably one of my personal 
rms that I can laugh a lot during sex, 
I don't know about others. Anyway. 
I told Terry that if he wrote a funny 
horny movie, I'd produce it. In the be- 
ginning, our budget was between 56000 
id. $8000. Then it went to $15,000, Be- 
Tore I knew it, we were up to $150,000. 
Right now. by the way. we're somewhere 
around $700,000. 
Гету gave. me 
called Twice on To 


anything against Southern, He ob: 


a script hed done 
It wasn't usable. I 
in Terry was in 
Connecticut at the time and he finally 
agreed to rewrite it if L would bring him 
and the guy he wanted to direct it, Silver 
Screen Productions’ Bill Claxton, to New 
York and put them both up in a hotel so 
they could work together day and night. 
Terry is strictly ‘Addi dialog by— 


that is, he needs other people's ideas, 


ИШТ 
E 


M Tanqueray U 


Tanqueray Gin. In the "74 Christmas Ed 
The gin, the finest in the world, 
imported from England. 
The package, a pure Victorian. 
For giving or getting, a singular experience. 


PRONOUNCE IT -TANKER-RAY" DISTILLED & BOTTLEDIN LONDON. 100% NEUTRAL SPIRITS 94.6 PROOF. IMPORTED BY SOMERSET IMPORTERS, LTD , N Y. 


other people to collaborate with him in 
order to function. 

nyway. I put him and Claxton into 
the Drake Hotel and they ran up a bill 
of about $2000 in five days, most of it in 
room service. At the end of the five days, 
Terry gave me the seript. It was the same 
script that 1 had rejected before he went 
in, except he had retyped it. That | 
tard—maybe it's good Fm getting this 
out, huh?—that bastard had the balls to 
me the same script 1 sent him in 
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What we're talking about here,” says 
Carl, warming to his subject, “is a literary 
huste. Terry Southern is the Bobby 


he once took a party of eight into 
ne's and tried to sign my name to the 
guy. He hustled me into pro- 
ducing this movie for him in the first 
е, he cost me over SIO400—which is 
e what the other writers got paid— 
d then he couldn't even deliver a 
shootable script." 
shakes 


his head, then adds 
thoughtfully: “I must admit, though, 
that because of Terry Southern, I've got 
new career. 
Yes, Carl Gurevich has a new career. 
And in his first movie of that carcer, 
whether or not he’s got himself another 
Gone With the Wind, he did get talented 
dit they're 
mot actua ly 
Carl's fault. But Fourplay is still wnlir 


ished, because С tempor 
out of money. Norman and the Polish 
Doll is finished, as are Vortex and Inaw 


gural Ball, but without Southern’s seg 
ment, it is still not quite a complete 
package— Three play, if you will 

Same eded to 
complete the film. some unifying cle 
ment. perhaps, like the videotape Toot- 
The videotape footage is a 
fascinating litle thing in and of itself, 
but it doesrt quite go along with th 
three other segments we have shot on 
film. I've suggested some scenes that w 
could shoot to solve the problem, but 
right at this moment there isn't the mone 
to do it. 
lat videotape thing we did," says 
Carl wistfully. "It should have worked. 
Did you see the [ootage from that first 
day, at the auditions of the porno-flm 
stars? 

1 say I did. 

“We had one shot from behind of th 
little baldheaded girl giving head to 
body. All you could see were these 
three bald spheres. Its got to be one of 
the great shots on film of our time! 


ditional footage is 1 


soi 


Several 


months have passed since 1 
I of the above, and a few things 
ppened ibat I think you should 
334 know about. 


Carl found a guy to put up comple- 
tion money for the film, then went and 
had some new footage shot and incorpo- 
ted into the movie. A screening of 
the assembled film was arranged for 
interested members of the production 
staff. Just before Bob McCarty and 1 left 
for the screening room to see it, we 
heard that. Carl had recut Norman and 
the Polish Doll, despite the tact that Bob 
and I had finished a version that we 
thought everybody liked and despite the 
ict that both Bob and I have contracts 
that state that we have creative control 
over our segment of the film. 

‘The screening is held in а small audi- 
torium in the Times Square area, Pres- 
ıt are Carl, Bob, Benni, cameraman Jelf 
Weinstock, coproducer David Witter d 
me. The film begins and it is quickly 
pparent to me and to Bob that it is a 
disaster. The new footage is of Professor 
Irwin Corey rambling om extrancously 
about pornography. It is neither very 
musing nor very tasteful nor very perti- 
nent stufl. Worst of all, Norman and the 
Polish Doll ha 
sensitivity of a rhinoceros doing micro- 
ind the Corey footage has been 
to it with no apparent purpose 
except to further destroy the story line. 

"Ehe screening is over. Bob and I stand 
wp and tell Carl that he is, of couse, 
Iree to do whatever he likes with the rest 
of his film, 
and the Polish Doll to the version that 
Вор d done and the Corey foot- 
age must be removed from our segment. 

А phenome i 
place in Carl. 
sweating profusely and shouting pine 
things, first at Bob and then at me. I 
point out to Carl, as coolly as possible, 
that Bob and I have creative control 
over our segment and he has to abide by 
our decision, 

It seems as good a rime as any to le: 
which Bob and | de 
upon Carl yells, 
^ locks uh 
hurls his short pudgy body at me witl 
his might. It is wae that Carl is short, 
but it lo true that he is a former 
football player and, for all his fatness, 
is fairly strong, His push has sent me p: 
fully into a row of auditorium se: 
can't believe what has just happened. 
her can anybody else. 

1 have four witnesses who just saw 
you attack me,” I say. "I'd like to point 
out to all present that 1 am not descend- 
ing to your level and attacking you back. 
You will certainly be hearing from my 


been recut with all the 


but he must restore Norman 


le to do, wh 
ves this 


is 1 


attorneys.” 
It is а ludicrous scene, I have never 
heard anybody in real y either 


You will 


"Nobody leaves this room" or 
certainly be heaving from my a 
I uy once more to leave 


тога 


апа Carl, 


d sweating more than 
to the row of seats 


m beginning to lose m 
have always passed off my colle 
complaints about Carls vulgarity with 
mild remonstrations that he was basical- 
ly а good guy underneath it all and that. 
ае things like greeting people at the 
door naked (which turns out to be more 
the rule than the exception) are merely 
put of his earthy charm. At this pa 
moment, Carl's earthy charm has 
worn so thin as to be wholly invisible. 

1 tell Carl that he is in serious trouble 
with his shoving and that he is going to 
pay for this beguiling behavior. No glint 
of understanding penetrates his beady 
Tittle eyes, and so, to spell it out for him, 
I reach for yet another bit of dialog 1 
have never heard in anything but B 
movies. "Carl" I “you will never 
work in the film business again. You i 
a dead m: 

It is as bad a couple of sentences as I 
have ever heard anybody say. Perhaps 
Louis B. Mayer once said such things to 
people and produced respectful trem- 
bling. That it is not Mayer at MGM but 

марше in a schlocky screening room 
who is now saying thi 
should produce snorts of laughter. 

Jarl does not respond with snorts of 
laughter. Carl responds by smashing 
n the eye, which almost succeed: 
ing my glasses into my eye socket 

What happened after that I can't be 
certain. Bob and Benni tel me I 
punched Сан spiritedly in the face a 
couple of times belore they separated us. 
An that at some point I picked 
my badly mangled glasses off the floor, 
muticred some phenomenal RB- 
wie lines about hearing from my at 
eys, about assault-ind-battery charg 
about Carl's not working in any area of 
showbiz anymore, and then I lelt. 

1 had a black суе for a week or so. I 
heard that Carl did, too, which pleased 
me immensely. 

1 have not been able, at this writin 
to get Norman and the Polish Doll re- 
stored to any version that 1 could live 
with, nor have 1 been able to get Profes- 
sor Corcy's inanities out of my segment. 
It turas out that telling a writer and a 
director that they have creative control 
heir work generally means “unless 
nobody we meet has any ideas we like 
bener.” 

What will people be se 
to see Fourplay? Well, they won't. be 
ted big-name people fucking 
sure, they won't be seeing 
Gone With the Wind. 

What will ultimately happen to Four- 
play? Frankly, my dear, 1 don 


damn. 
(x) 


patience. 1 
gues” 


ow 


tor 


g if they go 


give a 


Tittlc'Annic 


BY HARVEY. Hi 


== 
TET ао TO your 
PLACE. HAVE YOU GOT 
A CONDOMINIUM ? 


GIVE ME HALF AN HOUR TO 
DIGEST LUNCH, FIRST. 


HOW DO YOU LIKE OUR 
JACUZZI WHIRLPOOL BATH, ANGEL ? 
NOTICE HOW THE SWIRLING WATERS FEEL 
LIKE DOZENS OF TINY FINGERS 
MASSAGING YOUR BODY 


I THINK PVE 
HAD ENOUGH JACUZZIING FOR. 
TODAY. COULD YOU PLEASE TURN 
IT OFF ? 


(т WAS. 
NEVER TURNED ON, 
‘SWEETFACE! 


NNIE'S CAREER HAS TEMPORARILY MOVED HER TO 
105 ANGELES’ MARINA DEL LA SPRAWLING 
. NO MARRIEDS? 


1 gi A 


л 1 

б ү | 

9^. ЇЇ || 
-OUR PEOPLE ARE ALL 

SUCCESSFUL YOUNG PROFESSIONALS N 


р SINCE 
ANNIE FANNY 15 A NEW 
TENANT, LET ME TELL HER 
ABOUT OUR SINGLES 
cmy— 


FROM ALL WALKS OF LIFE, WITH A GREAT 
\ VARIETY OF INTERESTS. YOU'D BE AMAZED 


[jJ 
LA 


AT THE VARIETY OF INTERESTS? 


HOSE WITH MY 
SAINT BERNARD, 


MANY ACTIVITIES, 
ANNIE, WAIT 
TILL YOU SEE 
OUR EXERCISE 
ROOM — 


OUR EQUIPMENT PARTY | 
15 ESPECIALLY DESIGNED WE ENCOURAGE SINGLES TO Г 
FOR SINGLES? ~- YOU CANONLY COUPLE IN EXERCISES — ER — > TODAY! 
USE IT IF YOU'RE WITH 1 MEAN, TO EXERCISE IN 
IE El COUPLES? 


PLAYBOY 


THis 
SAUNA IS 
By мос тоо соо! 
ARE YOU SURE 
THE HEATING 
A SYSTEMS 
b WORKING? 


— 
RA SEM е Ей WERE HAVING (00. 
Play LY LAUNORY-ROOM 
UTIN TLL DOMY GET- ACQUAINTED 
| LAUNDRY? THE MACHINES кес, 
ARE RUNNING OVER P 
YOUR LAUNDRY WILL 
BE RUINED? 


YEAH! 

WELL BE 
LEFT WITHOUT 
CLOTHES" 
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COME ON IN, 
BLUE EVES? WE'RE 
JUST SITTING 
AROUND, LAUNDERING 
MONEY AND 
THINGS 


IERE 


USING TIDE 


MAIL-ROOM PARTY 
TIME? TAG? YOU'RE "IT" FOR 
бы. POST OFFICE? 


"ALORVOSRY. 
A LETTER 
FROM. 
RUTHIE — 


PARTY 
WAS THE 
LAST 

STRAW? 


= 


ий my old, 
nermi. Listen! 
Whenever yew 


was 


ON лу дье жылу АГУ 
Ж чта ФР ےچ‎ АЫ. 


{ 
| 
Í 
| 
| 
Í 


м 
M 
4 


THUNDERING 
HERD OF 
PANTING, 


wE WERE 
HEADED FOR A PARTY 
ON THE SECONO FLOOR, 
BUT WHAT THE HECK =~ 

YOUR PARTY 15 


APARTMENT! 
KO MORE NEVER- 
ENDING SINGLES 
ACTIVITIES? 
CLOTHES 
AND INTO 
PROBLEMS 
LIKE RAPE 


1 WONDER IF 
I MENTIONED TO ANNIE 
THAT MV COUSIN, THE 
COXSWAIN, WAS COMING DOWN 
WITH HIS CREW TO USE 
THE APARTMENT THIS 
WEEKEND? 
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PLAYBOY 
READER SERVICE 


Write to Playboy Reader Service for 
answers to your shopping questions. 
We will provide you with the name 
of a retail store in or near your city 
where you can buy any of the spe- 
cialized items advertised or edito- 
rially featured in PLAYBOY. For 


example, where-to-buy information is 
available for the merchandise of the 
advertisers in this issue listed below. 


these lines for information about other 
[te utbs 


We will be happy to answer any of 
fa 


your other questions on fashion, 
travel, food and drink, stereo, etc. 
If your question involves items you 
saw in PLAYBOY, please specify page 


number and issue of the magazine 
as well as а brief description of the 
items when you write. 1274 


PLAYBOY READER SERVICE 


Playboy Building. 919 N. Michigan Ave. 
Chicago, Minois 60611 


USE CONVENIENT SUBSCRIPTION 
FORMS, PAGES 25, 315 


PLAYBOY 


O 3 yrs. for $24 (Save $24.00) 
D 1 yr. for $10 (Save 56.00) 
Г] Payment enclosed С) bill tater 


TO: 


mane (please print) 


address 


aw wate Zip code по. 


Mail to PLAYBOY 
Playboy Building, 919 N. Michigan Ave. 
hicago, Illinois 6061 
7025 


SPECIAL ISSUE $175 


NEXT MONTH: 


JOHN DEAN TALKS ABOUT HIS ROLE IN WATERGATE, WHITE HOUSE 
PARANOIA AND THE ENEMIES LIST, NIXON'S CAMPAIGN AGAINST THE 
PRESS AND HIS MASTER PLAN FOR PERPETUATING HIMSELF IN POWER 
IN A REVEALING EXCLUSIVE PLAYBOY INTERVIEW 


JOHN UPDIKE, IN A PREVIEW FROM HIS FORTHCOMING NOVEL, RE- 
COUNTS WHAT HAPPENS WHEN A MINISTER, HIS ORGAN AND HIS OR- 
GANIST UNITE DURING “A MONTH OF SUNDAYS” 


SEAN O'FAOLAIN MOURNS THE PASSING OF THE BAKER STREET STYLE 
OF DETECTION IN THIS ERA OF FRENCH CONNECTION TOUGH-GUY COPS: 
“GOOD NIGHT, SWEET SHERLOCK" 


GEORGE PLIMPTON, HAVING TRIED ALMOST EVERYTHING ELSE, FUL- 
FILLS A NEW FANTASY AS HE BECOMES A PLAYBOY PHOTOGRAPHER 


HERBERT GOLD SPINS A YARN ABOUT HAITI, WHERE A FAMILY TREE 
BEARS STRANGE FRUIT, IN “PATERNITY” 


RICHARD RHODES REPORTS ON THE “NOW” DRUG—WHAT IT DOES TO 
YOU, WHO'S USING IT AND WHY—IN “COCAINE” 


PHILIP CIOFFARI PENS AN IRONIC TALE ABOUT А SHORT-ORDER TY- 
COON AND HIS TASTY DISH: “CAPTAIN BURGER'S AMERICAN DREAM” 


JOHN MEDELMAN DELIVERS A (YOU SHOULD EXCUSE THE EXPRESSION) 
BLOW-BY-BLOW ACCOUNT OF HIS ADVENTUROUS WEEKEND AT “THE 
GREAT NORTH WOODS SEX SEMINAR” 


ANTHONY HADEN-GUEST DREDGES UP SUCH BONS MOTS AS CALVIN 
COOLIDGE'S "WHEN MORE AND MORE PEOPLE ARE THROWN OUT OF WORK. 
UNEMPLOYMENT RESULTS" IN “THE WIT AND WISDOM OF THE RICH” 


JOHN COLLIER SETS UP A BIZARRE MURDER PLOT WITH MORE TWISTS 
THAN A PRETZEL IN *ASKING FOR IT" 


JUDITH WAX LEADS US BACK THROUGH ONE OF OUR WACKIEST TWELVE- 
MONTHS IN “THAT WAS THE YEAR THAT WAS” 


JOHN BLUMENTHAL, WITH INSUFFICIENT APOLOGIES TO THE LATE 
RAYMOND CHANDLER, PRESENTS “THE PLAYBOY DIME MYSTERY: 
THE CASE OF THE COCKAMAMIE SISTERS'" 


A 14-PAGE PANORAMIC VIEW OF HUGH HEFNER'S REAL-LIFE 
SHANGRI-LA, “THE PLAYBOY MANSION WEST"; “HAPPY 199TH, 
AMERICA!,”” SOME HISTORICAL ANECDOTES YOU WON'T HEAR ABOUT 
IN THOSE BICENTENNIAL TV BLURBS; “PLAYBOY'S PLAYMATE RE- 
VIEW”; TOP DESIGNERS PREVIEWING MEN'S FUTURE FASHIONS; FOOD 
AND DRINK FOR A “HOLIDAY SKOAL PARTY"; “THEELEVENTH-HOUR 
SANTA” WITH TIPS FOR TARDY GIFT BUYERS; “PLAYBOY'S ANNUAL 
WRITING AWARDS”; A NEW NUDE LOOK AT BRIGITTE BARDOT; AND 
ARNOLD ROTH'S ONGOING CARTOON SAGA, “THE HISTORY OF SEX." 


|. EXCLUSIVE PLAYBOY INTER- 
views WITH MEL BROOKS, BETTE MIDLER, DUSTIN HOFFMAN 
AND WARREN BEATTY; BEHIND-THE-SCENES PICTORIALS FROM 
THE SETS OF “LINDA LOVELACE FOR PRESIDENT" AND ROBERT 
ALTMAN'S NEW FILM, "NASHVILLE," STARRING GWEN WELLES; А 
LOVING LOOK AT MOVIEDOM'S MARGOT KIDDER, WHO, IN ADDITION 
TO EVERYTHING ELSE, HAS A MIND OF HER OWN; PETER NORD'S AC- 
COUNT OF “HOW I BEAT PANCHO GONZALES"; A FRIGHTENING VISION 
OF THE NEAR COLLAPSE OF THE AMERICAN BANKING SYSTEM; “TWO- 
STEPPING AT THE CLUE VALDEZ," A TRIP TO THE ALASKA PIPE- 
LINE'S BOOMTOWN TERMINUS BY HARRY CREWS; “HOCUS-POCUS,” 
DAN GREENBURG'S INVESTIGATION OF SEERS AND HEALERS; A TOUGH 
APPRAISAL OF THE STATE OF JOURNALISM IN THE U.S. TODAY; THE REAL 
SCOOP ON WHAT'S WRONG WITH AIRLINE SERVICE AND SAFETY; “LITTLE 
ANNIE FANNY”; ALBERTO VARGAS!’ GIRLS; AND MUCH, MUCH MORE. 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 


VICEROY 


скамі co. Kings, 16 mg. "tar," 1.1 mg. nicotine; Longs, 17 mg. "tar," 1.2 mg. mcotne, ev. per cigarette, FTC Report Mar, "74 


They melt in 


=  lgive'em 
= Black & White. 


EE 


|. АЩ 


dawg you! 
Arf. Arf. 
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